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VERSES   TO  THE    AUTHOR. 

^J  O  W  let  the  Atheift  tremble;  Thou  alone 
•*^    Can  bid  his  confcious  heart  the  Godhead  own. 
Whom  malt  thou  not  reform  ?  O  thou  haft  feen, 
How  God  defcends  to  judge  the  fouls  of  men. 
Thou  heard'ft  the  fentence  how  the  guilty  mourn, 
Driven  out  from  God,  and  never  muft  return. 

Yet  more,  behold  ten  thoufand  thunders  fall, 
And  fudden  vengeance  wrap  the  flaming  ball : 
When  nature  funk,  when  every  bolt  was  hurl'd, 
Thou  faw'ft  the  boundlefs  ruins  of  the  world. 

When  guilty  Sodom  felt  the  burning  rain, 
And  fulphur  fell  on  the  devoted  plain  5 
The  patriarch  thus,  the  fiery  tempeft  paft, 
With  pious  horror  view'd  the  defart  wafte  5 
The  reftlefs  fmoke  ftill  wav'd  its  curls  around, 
For  ever  rifing  from  the  glowing  ground. 

But  tell  me,  oh !  what  heavenly  pleafure  tell, 
To  think  fo  greatly,  and  defcribe  fo  well ! 
How  waft  thou  pleased  the  wondrous  theme  to  try, 
And  find  the  thought  of  man  could  rife  fo  high  ? 
Beyond  this  world  the  labour  to  purfue, 
And  open  all  ETERNITY  to  view? 

But  thou  art  beft  delighted  to  rehearfe 
Heaven's  holy  diftates  in  exalted  verfe  : 
O  thou  haft  power  the  harden'd  heart  to  warm, 
To  grieve,  to  raife,  to  terrify,  to  charm  5 

B  z  To 


4  TO   A    LADY, 

To  fix  the  foul  on  God  j  to  teach  the  mind 
To  know  the  dignity  of  human-kind ; 
By  ftn&er  rules  well-govenf  d  life  to  fcanj 
And  pra&ife  o'er  the  angel  in  the  man. 

Mad^Coll.  T.Wa*TOI!U 


TO  A  LADY,.  WITH  THE  LAST  DAY- 

Madam, 

TJERE,  facred truths,  in  lofty  numbers  told, 
■*•  **   The  profpe&  of  a  future  ftate  unfold  : 
The  realms  of  night  to  mortal  view  difplay, 
And  the  glad  regions  of  eternal  day..  . 
This  daring  author  fcorns,  by  vulgar  ways- 
Of  guilty  wit,  to  merit  worthlefs  praife. 
Full  of  her  glorious  theme,  his  towering  Mufc,, 
With  generous  zeal,  a  nobler  fame  purfues  : 
Religion**  caufe  her  ravifiVd  heart  infpires, 
And  with  a  thoufand  bright  ideas  fires  j 
Tranfports  her  quick,  impatient,,  piercing  eyer 
O'er  the  ftrait  limits  of  mortality, 
To  boundlefs  orbs,  and  bids  her  fearlefs  fear* 
Where  only  Milton  gained  renown  before  $, 
Where  various  fcenes  alternately  excite 
Amazement,  pity,  terror,  and  delight. 

Thus  did  the  Mufes  fing  in  early  times, 
Ere  fkillM  to  flatter  vice,  and  vamifti  crimes  ? 
Their  lyres  were  tun'd  to  virtuous  fongs  alone, 
And  the  chafte  poet,  and  the  prieft,  were  one* 

But 


WITH   THE   LAST  DAY.  5 

Ttot  new,  forgetful  of  their  infant  tbte, 

Tkey  footh  die  wanton  pLealures  of  the  great* 

Asd  from  the  preis,  and  the  licentious  tbge, 

With  lufcicus  poxfbn  taint  the  thoughdeft  age  j 

Deceitful  charms  attract  oar  wondering  eyes, 

Aad  fpecious  ruin  unfuipe&ed  lies. 

So  the  rich  foil  of  India's  blooming  feores, 

Adonfd  with  lavira  nature's  choicelr.  ftores, 

Where  frrpents  lurk,  by  Cowers  conceaTd  from  fight, 

Hides  fatal  danger  under  gay  delight. 

Theie  purer  thoughts  from  grofs  alloys  refin'd, 
With  heavenly  raptures  derate  the  mind : 
Not  fram*d  to  raiie  a  giddy  (hort-liv'd  joy, 
Whofe  falfc  allurements,  while  they  pleafe,  deftroy ; 
Bat  bli&  refembling  that  of  Saints  above, 
Sprung  from  the  vi&m  of  th*1  Almighty  Love  : 
firm,  folid  blifs,  for  ever  great  and  new, 
The  more  "lis  known,  the  more  admirM,  like  you  ; 
Like  you,  fair  nymph,  in  whom  united  meet 
Endearing  fweetnefs,  unaffc&ed  wit, 
And  all  the  glories  of  your  fparkling  race, 
W"LiIe  inward  virtues  heighten  ever)-  grace. 
Ey  thefe  fecur  d,  you  will  with  pleafure  read 
*'  Of  future  judgment,  and  the  rifing  dead ; 
**  Of  time's  grand  period,  heaven  and  earth  overthrown ; 
*:  And  galping  nature's  laft  tremendous  groan. " 
Tbefe,  when  the  ftars  and  fun  (hall  be  no  more, 
^.ail  beauty  to  your  ravaged  form  reftorc : 
Then  (hall  you  (hine  with  an  immortal  ray, 
iTprov'd  by  death,  and  brightened  by  decay. 

B  j  T.  Tristam* 


I    6    3 


TO   THE   AUTHOR, 
ON   HIS  LAST  DAY  AttD  UNIVERSAL  PA 

AN  0  mu ft  it  be  as  thou  haft  fung, 
Celeftial  hard,  feraphic  Young  ? 
Wiil  there  no  trace,  no  point  he  found 
Of  all  this  /pacious  glorious  round  ? 
Ton  lamps  of  light5  mult  they  decay  ? 
On  nature's  felf,  deftruttion  prey  ? 
Then  fame,  the  moil  immortal  thing 
Evn  thou  can  ft  hope,  is  on  the  wing. 
Shall  Newton's  Syftcm  be  admired, 
"When  time  and  motion  are  expired  ? 
Shall  fouls  be  curious  to  explore 
Who  ruPd  an  orb  that  is  no  more  ? 
Or  mall  they  quote  the  pictured  age, 
From  Pope's  and  Thy  corrective  page, 
When  vice  and  virtue  Iofe  their 
In  death Icfs  joy,  or  endlefs  ftiame  ? 
While  wears  away  the  grand  ma-hine, 
The  works  of  genius  lhail  be  fetn  i 
Beyond,  what  laurels  can  there  be* 
For  Homer,  Horace,  Pope,  or  Thee  ? 
Through  life  we  chafe,  with  fond  purfuit, 
What  mocks  our  hope,  like  Sodom's  fruit  s 
And  fure,  thy  plan  was  well  defignM, 
To  cure  this  madnefs  of  the  mind  ; 
Fir  ft,  beyond  time  our  thoughts  to  raife  j 
Then  lath  our  love  of  tranCient  praifc* 
In  both,  we  own  thy  do&rioe  juftj 

_jduft. 


i  a  brtathj  and  men, ; 
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BOOK     I. 

Xi  Ipfe  pater,  media  nimborum  in  no&e,  corufca 
*'  Fulmina  molitur  dextra.  Quo  maxima  motu 
"  Terra  tremit :  fugere  ferae  !  et  mortalia  corda 
"  Per  gentes  humilis  ftravit  pavor."  Virc. 

WHILE  others  (ing  the  fortune  of  the  Great; 
Empire  and  Arms,  and  all  the  pomp  of  State  j 
With  Britain's  Hero  *  fet  their  fouls  on  fire. 
And  grow  immortal  as  his  deeds  infpire  ; 
I  draw  a  deeper  fcene :  a  fcene  that  yields  5 

A  louder  trumpet,  and  more  dreadful  fields  ; 
The  world  alarm'd,  both  earth  and  heaven  overthrown, 
And  gafping  nature's  laft  tremendous  groan  j 
Death's  antient  fceptre  broke,  the  teeming  tomb, 
The  righteous  Judge,  and  man's  eternal  doom.  10 

"Twixt  joy  and  pain  I  view  the  bold  defign, 
And  aik  my  anxious  heart,  if  it  be  mine. 
Whatever  great  or  dreadful  has  been  done 
Within  the  fight  of  confeious  ftars  or  fun, 
Is  far  beneath  my  daring :  I  look  down  1 5 

On  all  the  fplendors  of  the  Britifh  crown. 

B  4  This 

*  The  Duke  of  Marlborough. 
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This  globe  is  for  my  verfe  a  narrow  bouiu) ; 

Attend  me,  all  ye  glorious  worlds  around  I 

O  !  all/ye  angels,  howfoe^er  tiisjdin'd, 

Of  every  various  order,  place,  and  kind,  -r. ao 

Hear,  and  aflift,  a  feeble  mortars  lays  j 

*Tis  our  Eternal  King  I  ftrive  to  praHe. 

But  chiefly  Thou,  great  Ruler  !  Lord  of  all ! 
Before  whofe  throne  Arch-angels  .proftrate.  falLj 
If  at  "thy  nod,,  from  difcord,  and  from  night,  .  15 

Sprang  beauty,  and  yon  iparkling.  worlds  of  light, 
Exalt  e'en  me ;  all  inward  tumults  quell  5 
The  clouds  and  darknefs  of  my  mind  difpel ; 
To  my  great  fubjeft  Thou  my  breaft  infpire, 
And  raife  my  labouring  foul  with  equal  fire.  30 

Man,  bear  thy  brow  atoft,  view  every  grace 
In  God's  great  offspring,  beauteous  nature's  face : 
See  fpring's  gay  bloom  5  fee  golden  autumn's  Jtore ; 
£ee  how  earth  fmiles,  and  hear  old  ocean  roar. 
Leviathans  but  heave  their  cumberous  mail,  35 

It  makes  a  tide,  and  wind-bound  navies  fail. 
Here,  forefts  rife,  the  mountain's  awful  pride; 
Here,  rivers  meafure  climes,  and  worlds  divide ; 
There,  vallies  fraught  with  gold's  refplendent  feeds, 
Hold  kings,-  and  kingdoms  fortunes,  in  their  beds.:  40 
There, .  to  the  ikies,  afpiring  hills  afcend, 
And  into  diftant  lands  their  /hades  extend. 
■  View  cities,  armies,  fleets  ;  of  fleets  the  pride, 
See  Europe's  law,  in  Albion's  channel  ride. 
View  the  whole  earth's  vaft  landflrip  unconfin'd,        45 
X>r  view  in  Britain  all  her  glories  join'd. 

Then 
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Then  let  the  firmament  thy  wonder  raife ; 
*TwilJ  raife  thy  wonder,  but  tranfeend  thy  praiie. 
How  far'  from  eaft  to  weft  ?  The  labouring  eye 
Can  fcarce  the  diftant  azure  bounds  defcry :  50 

Wide  theatre  !  where  tempefts  play  at  large, 
And  God's  right-hand  can  all  its  wnfth  difcharge. 
Mark  how  thofe  radiant  lamps  inflame  the  pole. 
Call  forth  the  feafons,  and  the  year  controul : 
They  (hine  through  time,  with  an  unalter'd  ray :       55 
See  This  grand  period  rile,  and  That  decay : 
So  vafty  this  world's  a  grain ;  yet  myriads  grace, 
With  golden  pomp,  the  thronged  ethereal  rpace  j 
So  bright^  with  fuch  a  wealth  of  glory  ftorM, 
Twere  fin  in  heathens  not  to  have  ador'd.  60 

How  great,  how  firm,  how -f acred  all  appears ! 
How  worthy  an  immortal  round  of  years ! 
Yet  all  muft  drop,  as  autumn's  ficklieft  grain, 
And  earth  and  firmament  be  fought  in  vain  : 
The  tra&  forgot  where  conftellations  ftione,  65 

Or  where  the  Stuarts  fill'd  an  awful  throne  : 
Time  mall  be  (lain,  all  Nature  be  deftroy'd, 
Nor  leave  an  atom  in  the  mighty  void. 

Sooner,  or  later,  in  fome  future  date, 
<A  dreadful  fecret  in  the  book  of  fate  1)  7# 

This  hour,  for  aught  all  human  wifdom  knows, 
Or  when  ten  thoufand  harvefts  more  have  rofe  5 
When  fcenes  are  chang'd  on  this  revolving  earth. 
Old  empires  fall,  and  giro  new-  empires  birth  5 
While  other  Bourbons  rule  in  other  lands,  75 

And  (if  mart's  fin  forbids  not)  other  Annesj 

While 
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While  the  (till  bufy  world  is  treading  o'er 

The  paths  they  trod  five  thoufand  years  before, 

Thoughtlefs  as  thofe  who  now  life's  mazes  run* 

Of  earth  diflolv'd,  or  an  extinguiih'd  fun  j  S* 

(Ye  fublunary  worlds,  awake,  awake  ! 

Ye  rulers  of  the  nation,  hear,  and  fhake  !) 

Thick  clouds  of  darknefs  fhall  arife  on  day ; 

In  fudden  night  all  earth's  dominions  lay ; 

Impetuous  winds  the  fcatter'd  forefts  rend ;  %$ 

Eternal  mountains,  like  their  cedars,  bend ; 

The  valleys  yawn,  the  troubled  ocean  roar, 

And  break  the  bondage  of  his  wonted  more  $ 

A  fanguine  ftain  the  filver  moon  o'erfpread ;  r 

JXarknefs  the  circle  of  the  fun  invade ;  99 

From  inmoft  heaven  inceuant  thunders  roll. 

And  the  frrong  echo  bound  from  pole  to  pole. 

When,  lo,  a  mighty  trump,  one  half  conceal'd 
In  clouds,  one  half  to  mortal  eye  reveaTd, 
Shall  pour  a  dreadful  note ;  the  piercing  call  95 

Shall  rattle  in  the  centre  of  the  ball ; 
Th*  extended  -circuit  of  creation  make, 
The  living  die  with  fear,  the,  dead  awake. 

Oh  powerful  blaft !  to  which  no  equal  found 
J")id  e'er  the  frighted  ear  of  nature  wound,  io» 

Though  rival  clarions  have  been  ftrain'd  on  high, 
And  kindled  wars  immortal  through  the  iky, 
Though  God's  whole  enginery  difcharg'd,  and  all 
The  rebel  angels  bellowd  in  their  fall. 
'<    Have  angels  finn'd  ?  and  fhall  not  man  beware  ?  105 
How  fhall  a  ion  of  «a»th  decline  the  fhave? 

4  Not 
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Not  folded  arms,  and  flacknefs  of  the  mind, 

Can  proraiie  for  the  iafety  of  mankind  t 

None  are  fupinely  good :  through  care  and  pain, 

And  various  arts,  the  fteep  afcent  we  gain.  no 

This  is  the  icene  of  combat,  not  of  reft, 

Man's  is  laborious  happinefs  at  beft  $ 

On  thi*  fide  death  his  dangers  never  ceafc, 

His  joys  are  joys  of  conqueft,  not  of  peace. 

If  then,  obfequious  to  the  will  of  fate,  n  5 

And  bending  to  the  terms  of  human  date, 
When  guilty  joys  invite  us  to  their  arms, 
When  beauty  finiles,  or  grandeur  fpreads  her  charms, 
The  confcious  foul  would  this  great  fcene  difplay, 
Call  down  th'  immortal  hofts  in  dread  array,  120 

The  trumpet  found,  the  Chriftian  banner  fpread, 
And  raife  from  filent  graves  the  trembling,  dead  $ 
Such  deep  impreffion  would  the  picture  make, 
No  power  on  earth  her  firm  refolve  could  fhake ; 
Engag'd  with  angels  fhe  would  greatly  ftand,  125 

And  look  regardlefs  down  on  fea  and  land ; 
Not  profFerM  worlds  her  ardour  could  reftrain, 
And  death  might  (hake  his  threatening  lance  in  vain  ! 
Her  certain  conqueft  would  endear  the  fight, 
And  danger  ferve  but  to  exalt  delight.  130 

Inftru&ed  thus  to  fliun  the  fatal  fpring, 
Whence  flows  the  terrors  of  that  day  I  fing  5 
More  boldly  we  our  labours  may  purfue, 
And  all  the  dreadful  image  fet  to  view. 

The  fparkling  eye,  the  fleek  and  painted  breaft,    1 35 
The  burnifliM  fcale,  curl'd  train,  and  rifing  creft, 

All 
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All  that  is 'lovely  in  the  noxious  fnake, 
Provokes  our  fear,  and  bids  us  flee  the  brake  s 
The  fting  once  drawn,  his  guiltlefs  beauties  rife 
In  pleafing  luftre,  and  detain  our  eyes ;  T4j© 

We  view  with  joy,  what 'once  did  horror  move, 
And  ftrong  averfion  foftens  into  love. 

Say  then,  my  Mufe,  whom  difmal  fcenes  delight, 
Frequent  aftombs,  and  in  the  realms  of  night  j 
Say,  melancholy  maid,  if  bold  to  dare  *4$ 

The  laft  extremes  of  terror  and  defpair ; 
Oh  fay,  what  change  on  earth,,  what  heart  in  man, 
This  blackeft  moment  fince  the  world  began. 

Ah  mournful  turn !  the  blifsful  earth,  who  late 
At  leifure  on  her  axle  roll'd  in  ftate  j  15* 

While  thoiifand  golden  planets  knew  no  Yeft, 
Still  onward  in  their  circling  journey  preft ; 
A  grateful  change  of  feafons  fome  to  bring, 
And  fweet  viciflitude  of  fall  arid  fpring  : 
Some  through  vaft  oceans  to  conduct  the  keel,  1 5.5 

And  fome  thofe  watery  worlds  to  fink,  or  fwell : 
Around  her  fome  their  fplendors  to  difplay, 
And  gild  her  globe  with  tributary  day : 
This  world  fo  great,  .of  joy  the  bright  abode, 
Heaven's  darling  child,  and  favourite  of  her  God,  160 
Now  looks  an  exile  from  her  Father's  care, 
JDeliver'd  o'er  to  darknefs  and  defpair. 
No  fun  in  radiant  glory  mines  on  high  ; 
No  light,  but  from  the  terrors  of  the  fky : 
Fall'n  are  her  mountains,  her  famM  rivers  loft,        165 
And  all  into  a  fecond  chaos  toft  : 

r  One 
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One  universal  rain  fpreads  abroad; 
Nothiag  is  fafe  beneath  the  thrpne  of.  God, 

Such,  earth,  thy  fate :  what  then  canft  thou  afford 
To  comfort  and  fupport  thy  guilty  lord  ?  170 

Man,  haughty  lord  of  all  beneath  the  moon, 
How  muft  he  bend  hi&  foul's  ambition  down  ? 
Proftrate,  the  reptile  own,  and  difavow 
His  boafted  ftature,  and  afluming  brow  ?  * 
Claim  kindred  with  the  clay,  and  curfe  his  form,    175; 
That  Jpeaks  diftin&ion  from  his  fifter  worm  ? 
What  dreadful  pangs  the  trembling  heart  invade ! 
Lord,  why  doft  thou  forfake,  whom  thou  haft  made  ? 
Who  can  fuftain  thy  anger  ?  Who  can  ftand 
Beneath  the  terrors  of  thy  lifted  hand  ?  i8o> 

It  flies  the  reach  of  thought;  oh  fave  me,  Power 
Of  powers  fupreme,  in  that  tremendous  hour ! 
Tbou  who  beneath  the  frown  of-  fate  haft  ftood,- 
And  in  thy  dreadful  agony  fweat  blood , 
Tbou,  who  for  me,  through  every  throbbing  vein,   1&5 
Haft  felt  the  keeneft  edge  of  mortal  pain  $ 
Whom  death  led  captive  through  the  realms  below, 
And  taught  thofe  horrid  myfteries  of  woe  y 
Dtfcnd  me,  O  my  God  !  Oh  fave  me,  Power 
Of  powers  fupreme,  in  that  tremendous  hour !         190 

From  eaft  to  weft  they  fly,  from  pole  to  line, 

Imploring  ftielter  from  the  wrath  divine  5 

Beg  flames  to  wrap,  or  whelming  feas  to  fweep* 

Or  rocks  to  yawn,  compaffionately  deep  : 

itu  caft  the  monfter  forth  to  meet  his  doom,  195 

.  &ad  rocks  but  prifon  up  for  wrath  to  come. 

So 
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So  fares  a  traitor  to  an  earthly  crows  j 
While  death  fits  threatening  in  his  prince's  frown, 
Hi*  heart's  dilmay M  ;  and  now  his  fears  command* 
To  change  his  native  for  a  dlftant  land  s 
Swift  orders  fly*  the  king's  fevere  decree 
Stands  in  the  eh:innd>  and  locks  tip  the  &a  | 
The  port  he  feeks,  obedient  to  her  lord, 
Hurb  back  the  rebel  to  his  lifted  fword. 

But  why  this  idle  toil  to  paint  that  d,  10 

This  time  elabo:  .vay  ? 

Words  all  in  vain  pant  after  the  diri: 
The  height  of  eloquence  would  make  it  Id,  \ 
Heavens !  how  the  good  man  trembles  ! — 
'    And  is  there  a  Lait  Day  >  and  muii  there  come    ir 
A  fure3  a  ri.t'd,  inexorable  doom  ? 
Ambition  fwcll,  and,  thy  proud  fails  to  mow, 
Take  all  the  winds  that  Vanity  can  blow  ; 
Wealth  on  a  golden  mountain  blazing  Lland, 
And  reach  an  India  forth  in  cither  hand  j  113 

Spread  all  thy  p  tew,  tempting  <vitirt 

And  thou,  more  dreaded  foe,  bright  beauty*  fliine  r 
Shine  all  j  in  all  your  charms  together  rife  j 
That  all,  in  all  your  charms,  I  may  defpife, 
W3nle  I  mount  upward  on  a  ftrong  define, 
Borne,  like  Elijahj  in  a  car  of  fire. 

In  hopes  of  glory  to  be  quite  involved ! 
To  imile  at  death  1  to  lung  to  be  diflbVd  ! 
FiwJTi  our  decays  a  plcalure  to  receive  ! 
*  And  kindle  into  tranfport  at  a  grave ! 
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What  equals  tbis  f  And  fliall  the  victor  now 

Boaft  the  proud  laurels  on  his  loaded  brow  ? 

Religion !  Oh  thou  cherub,  heavenly  bright ) 

Oh  joys  unmix'd,  and  fathomlcfs  delight ! 

Thou ,  Thou  art  all  5  nor  find  I  in  the  whole  aja 

Creation  aught,  but  God  and  my  own  foul. 

For  ever  then,  my  foul,  thy  God  adore, 
Nor  let  the  brute  creation  praife  him  more. 
Shall  things  inanimate  my  conduct  blame, 
And  flufh  my  confcious  cheek  with  fpreading  fhame  ?  2  3  5 
They  all  for  him  purfue,  or  quit,  their  end  ; 
The  mounting  flames  their  burning  power  fufpend  5 
In  folid  heaps  th'  unfrozen  billows  ftand, 
To  reft  and  filence  aw'd  by  his  command : 
Kay,  the  dire  monfters  that  infcft  the  flood,  240- 

By  nature  dreadful,  and  athirft  for  blood, 
His  will  can  calm,  their  favage  tempers  bind, 
And  turn  to  mild  protectors  of  mankind. 
Did  not  the  prophet  this  great  truth  maintain 
In  the  deep  chambers  of  the  gloomy  main ;  245 

When  darknefs  round  him  all  her  horrors  fpread, 
And  the  loud  ocean  bellow'd  o"er  his  head  ? 

When  now  the  thunder  roars,  the  lightening  flies, 
Ar.d  all  the  warring  winds  tumultuous  rife ; 
When  now  the  foaming  furges,  toft  on  high,  356 

Ciicloie  the  fands  beneath,  and  touch  the  Iky  j 
V'htn  death  draws  near,  the  mariners  aghaft 
Lc*jk  back  with  terror  on  their  actions  paft  ; 
Tkir  courage  iickens  into  deep  difmay, 
Tiuir  hearts;  through  fear  and  anguifti,  melt  away  j   2  5  J 

Nor 
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Nor  tears,  .nor  prayers,  the  terapeft  can  appeafc  j. . 

Now  they  devote  their  treafure  to  the  feas  ; 

Unload  their  fhatter'd  barque,  though  richly  fraught, , 

And  think  the  hopes  of  life  are  cheaply  bought 

With  gems  and  gold  5  but  oh,  the  ftorm  fo  high !   26a 

Nor  gems  nor  gold  the  hopes  of  life  can  buy. 

The  trembling  prophet  then,  themfelves  to  fave, 
They  headlong  plunge  into  the  briny  wave  j , 
Down  he  defcends,  and,  booming  o'er  his  head, 
The  billows  clofe  5  he  's  number'd  with  the  dead*   265 
(Hear,  O  ye  juft  I  attend,  ye  virtuous  few! 
And  the  bright  paths  of  piety  purfue) 
Lo  !  the  great  Ruler  of  the  world,  from  high, 
Looks  fmiling.down  with  a  propitious  eye,     . 
-  Covers  his  fervant  with  his  gracious  hand,  270- 

And  bids  tempcftuous  nature  filent  ftand  ; 
Commands  the  peaceful  waters  to  give  place. 
Or  kindly  fold  him  in  a  (oft  embrace  1 
He  bridles-in  the  monfters  of  the  deep  : 
The  bridled  monfters  awful  diftance  keep :  275 

Forget  their  hunger,  while  they  view  their  preys 
And  guiltlefs  gaze,  and  round  the  ftranger  play. 

But  Aill  arife  new  wonders  5  nature's  Lord 
Sends  forth  into  the  deep  his  powerful  word, 
And  calls  the  great  leviathan :  the  great  aS» 

Leviathan  attends  in  all  his  ftate  j 
Exults  for  joy,  and,  with  a  mighty  bound,.  , 

Makes  the  fea  make,  and  heav'n  and  earth  refound  j  ' 
Blackens  the  waters  with  the  rifing  fand, 
And  drives  vail  billows  to  the  diftant  land*  t?5 

At 
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As  yawns  an  earthquake,  when  imprifon'd  air 
Struggles  for  vent,  and  lays  the  centre  bare, 
The  whale  expands  his  jaws  enormous  fize ; 
The  prophet  views  the  cavern  with  furprize  $ 
Meafures  his  monftrous  teeth,  afar  defcry'd,  ayo 

And  rolls  his  wondering  eyes  from  fide  to  fide  : 
Then  takes  pofleflion  of  the  fpacious  feat, 
And  fails  fecure  within  the  dark  retreat. 

Now  is  he  pleas'd  the  northern  blaft  to  hear, 
And  hangs  on  liquid  mountains,  void  of  fear  j        295 
Or  falls  immers'd  into  the  depths  below; 
Where  the  dead  filent  waters  never  flow $ 
To  the  foundations  of  the  hills  convey'd, 
Dwells  in  the  /helving  mountain's  dreadful  made : 
Where  plummet  never  reached,  he  draws  his  breath,  300 
And  glides  ferenely  through  the  paths  of  death. 

Two  wondrous  days  and  nights  through  coral  groves, 
Through  labyrinths  of  rocks  and  fands,  he  roves  : 
When  the  third  morning  with  its  level  rays 
The  mountains  gilds,  and  on  the  billows  plays,       305 
It  fees  the  king  of  waters  rife,   and  pour 
His  facred  gueft  un-injurM  on  the  more  : 
A  type  of  that  great  bleffing,  which  the  Mufe 
In  her  next  labour  ardently  purfues. 
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"  We  hope,  that  the  departed  will  rife  again 

"  from  the  duft :  after  which,  like  the  gods, 
"  they  will  be  immortal." 

NOW  Man  awakes,  and  from  his  filent  bed, 
Where  he  has  flept  for  ages,  lifts  his  head  5 
Shakes  off  the  /lumber  of  ten  thoufand  years, 
And  on  the  borders  of  new  worlds  appears. 
Whate'er  the  bold,  the  raih,  adventure  coft,  5 

In  wide  Eternity  I  dare  be  loft. 
The  Mufe  is  wont  in  narrow  bounds  to  fing, 
To  teach  tbefevain,  or  celebrate  the  king. 
I  grafp  the  whole,  no  more  to  parts  coniin'd, 
I  lift  my  voice,  and  fing  to  human  kind:  10 

I  fing  to  men  and  angels 5  angels  join, 
While  fuch  the  theme,  their  facred  fongs  with  mine. 

Again  the  trumpet's  intermitted  found 
Rolls  the  wide  circuit  of  creation  round, 
An  univerfal  concourfe  to  prepare  25 

Of  all  that  ever  breath'd  the  vital  air : 
In  fome  wide  field,  which  active  whirlwinds  fweep, 
Drive  cities,  forefts,  mountains,  to  the  deep, 

To 
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To  fmooth  and  lengthen  out  th'  unbounded  ipace. 
And  fpread  an  area  for  all  human  race.  ao 

Now  monuments  prove  faithful  to  their  truft, 
And  render  back  their  long-committed  duft. 
Now  charnels  rattle ;  fcatter'd  limbs,  and  all 
The  various  bones,  obiequioos  to  the  call, 
Self-mo v'd,  advance  j  the  neck  perhaps  to  meet        25 
The  diftant  head ;  the  diftant  legs  the  feet. 
Dreadful  to  view,  fee  through  the  duflcy  iky 
Fragments  of  bodies  in  confufion  fly, 
To  diftant  regions  journeying,  there  to  claim 
Deferted  members  and  compleat  the  frames  30 

When  the  world  bow'd  to  Rome's  almighty  (word, 
Rome  bow'd  to  Pompey,  and  confefs'd  her  lord. 
Vet  one  day  loft,  this  deity  below 
Became  the  fcorn  and  pity  of  his  foe. 
His  blood  a  traitor's  facrifice  was  made,  35 

And  fmok'd  indignant  on  a  ruffian's  blade. 
No  trumpet's  found,  no  gafping  army's  yell, 
Bid,  with  due  horror,  his  great  foul  farewell. 
Obfcure  his  fall !  all  weltering  in  his  gore, 
His  trunk  was  caft  to  perifh  on  the  more !  40 

While  Julius  frown'd  the  bloody  monfter  dead, 
Who  brought  the  world  in  his  great  rival's  head. 
This  fever'd  head  and  trunk  (hall  join  once  more, 
Though  realms  now  rife  between,  and  oceans  roar. 
The  trumpet's  found  each  fragrant  mote  (hall  hear,  45 
Or  fix'd  in  earth,  or  if  afloat  in  air, 
Obey  the  iignal  wafted  in  the  wind, 
And  not  one  lleeping  atom  lag  behind. 

C  2  So 
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So  fwarming  bees,  that  on  a  fummer's  day 
In  airy  rings,  and  wild  meanders  play,  $9 

Charm1  d  with  the  brazen  found,  their  wanderings  end, 
And,  gently  circling,  on  a  bough  defcend. 

The  body  thus  renew'd,  the  confcious  foul, 
Which  has  perhaps  been  fluttering  near  the  pole, 
Or  midft  the  burning  planets  wondering  ftray'd,        $$ 
Or  hover'd  o'er  where  her  pale  corpfe  was  laid ; 
Or  rather  coafted  on  her  final  ftate, 
And  fear'd,  or  wifli'd  for,  her  appointed  fate ; 
This  foul,  returning  with  a  cpnflant  flame. 
Now  weds  for  ever  her  immortal  frame.  69, 

Life,  which  ran  down  before,  fo  high  is  wound, 
The  fprings  maintain  an  everlafting  round. 

Thus  a  frail  model  of  the  work  defign'd 
Firft  takes  a  copy  of  the  builder's  mind, 
Before  the  ftru£Uire  firm  with  lading  oak,  .  6$ 

And  marble  bowels  of  the  folid  rock, 
Turns  the  ftrong  arch,  and  bids  the  columns  rife, 
And  bear  the  lofty  palace  to  the  ikies  j 
The  wrongs  of  time  enabled  to  iiirpafs, 
With  bars  of  adamant,  and  ribs  of  brafs.  7© 

That  antient,  facred,  and  illuftrious  *  dome, 
Where  foon  or  late  fair  Albion's  heroes  come, 
From  camps,  and  courts,  though  great,  or  wife,  or  juft, 
To  feed  the  worm,  and  moulder  into  duft  j 
That  folemn  manfion  of  the  royal  dead,  75 

Where  pafiing  flayes  o'er  deeping  monarchs  tread, 

Now 
*  Weftminfter  Abbey* 
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Now  populous  o'erflows  :  a  numerous  race ' 

Of  rifing  kings  fill  all  th'  extended  fpace  : 

A  life  well  fpent,  not  the  victorious  fword, 

Awards  the  crown,  and  ftiles  the  greater  lord*  80 

Nor  monuments  alone,  and  burial-earthr 
Labours  with  man  to  this  his  fecond  birth  j 
But  where  gay  palaces  in  pomp  arife, 
And  gilded  theatres  invade  the  fldes, 
Nations  fhall  wake,  whofe  urtrefpe&ed  bones  £5 

Support  the  pride  of  their  luxurious  fons. 
The  moft  magnificent  and  coftly  dome 
Is  but  an  upper  chamber  to  a  tomb. 
No  fpot  on  earth,  but  has  fupply'd  a  grave, 
And  human  fkulls  the  fpacious  ocean  pave.  90 

All  's  full  of  man  ;  and  at  this  dreaclful  turn, 
The  fwarm  mall  iflue,  and  the  hive  mall  burn. 

Not  all  at  once,  nor  in  like  manner,  rife  :  - 
Some  lift  with  pain  their  flow  unwilling  eyes  : 
Shrink  backward  from  the  terror  of  the  light,  95 

And  blefs  the  grave,  and  call  for  lafting  night. 
Others,  whofe  long-attempted  virtue  flood 
Fi\i'd  r.s  a  rock,  and  brcke  the  ruining  flood, 
V/hofe  firm  refolve,  nor  beauty  could  melt  down, 
Ncr  raging  tyi^nts  from  their  pofture  frown ;  100 

Such,  in  this  d:y  of  horrors,  fhall  be  feen 
To  face  the  thunders  with  a  god-like  mien ; 
The  planets  drop,  their  thoughts  are  fixt  above ; 
Tike  centre  ih-.ikcs,  their  hearts  clifchin  to  move  : 
An  earth  diilblving,  and  a  heaven  thrown  wide,       105 
A  yawning  gulph,  and  fiends  oh  every  Me, 

C  3  Sevens 
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Serene  they  view,  impatient  of  delay, 
And  blefs  the  dawn  of  everlafting  day.  ' 

Here  greatnefs  proftrate  falls;  there,  firength  gives 
place ; 
Here,  lazars  fmile ;  there,  beauty  hides  her  face,    no 
Chriftians,  and  Jews,  and  Turks,  and  Pagans  ftand, 
A  blended  throng,  one  undiftinguiftYd  band. 
Some  who,  perhaps,  by  mutual  wounds  expir'd, 
With  zeal  for.  their  diftinft  perfuafions  fiYd, 
In  mutual  friendship  their  long  (lumber  break,         115 
And  hand  in  hand  their  Saviour's  love  partake. 

But  none  are  fluuVd  with  brighter  joy,  or,  warm 
With  jufter  confidence,  enjoy  the  ftorm, 
Than  thofe,  whofe  pious  bounties,  unconfin'd, 
Have  made  them  public  fathers  of  mankind.  120 

In  that  illuftrious  rank,  what  mining  light 
With  fuch  diftinguinVd  glory  fills  my  fight  ? 
Bend  down,  my  grateful  Mufe,  that  homage  fhow, 
Which  to  fuch  worthies  thou  art  proud  to  owe. 
Wickham !  Fox !  Chichley !  hail,  illuftrious  *  names,  125 
Who  to  far  diftant  times  difpenfe  your  beams  j 
Beneath  your  (hades,  and  near  your  cryftal  fprings> 
I  firft  prefum'd  to  touch  the  trembling  fixings. 
All  hail,  thrice  honour'd  !  *Twas  your  great  renown 
To  blefs  a  people,  and  oblige  a  crown.  1 30 

And  now  you  rife,  eternally  to  mine, 
Eternally  to  drink  the  rays  divine. 

Indulgent 
#  Founders  of  New-College,  Corpus  Chrifti,  and  All- 
Souls,  in  Oxford  j   of   all  which  the  author  w^s  a 
mberj 
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Indulgent  God  !  Oh  how  fliall  mortal  raife 
His  foul  to  due  returns  of  grateful  praife, 
For  bounty  fo  profufe  to  human  kind,.  135 

Thy  wondrous  gift  of  an  eternal  rnind  ? 
Shall  I,  who,  fome  few  years  ago,  was  lefs 
Than  worm,  or  mite,  or  fhadow  can  exprefs, 
Was  Nothing  j  mall  I  live,  when  every  fire 
And  every  ftar  mall  languish  and  expire  ?  140 

When  earth's  no  more,  mall  I  furvive  above. 
And  through  the  radiant  files  of  angels  move  ? 
Or,  as  before  the  throne  of  God  I  ftand, 
See  new  worlds  rolling  from  His  fpacious  hand, 
Where  our  adventures  mail  perhaps  be  taught,         245 
As  we  now  tell  how  Michael  fung  or  fought  ? 
All  that  has  being  in  full  concert  join, 
And  celebrate  the  depths  of  Love  divine! 

But  oh !  before  this  bliisful  ftate,  before 
TV  afpiring  foul  this  wondrous  height  can  foar,      1 50 
The  Judge,  defcending,  thunders  from  afar, 
And  all  mankind  is  fummonM  to  the  Bar. 

This  mighty  fcene  I  next  prefume  to  draw : 
Attend,  great  Anna,  with  religious  awe. 
Expect  not  here  the  known  fuccefsful  arts  155 

To  win  attention,  and  command  our  hearts  : 
Fiction,  be  far  away ;  let  no  machine 
Dcfccnding  here,  no  fabled  God,  be  feen  j 
Bthold  the  God  of  Gods  indeed  defcend, 
And  worlds  unnumber'd  his  approach  attend!  1G9 

Lo  !  the  wide  theatre,  whofe  ample  fpace 
Muft  entertain  the  whole  of  human  race, 

C  4  At 
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At  heaven's  all-powerful  edift  is  prepaid, 

And  fenc'd  around  with  an  immortal  guard. 

Tribes,  provinces,  dominions,  worlds,  o'erflow       i6$- 

The  mighty  plain,  and  deluge  all  below : 

And  every  age,  and  nation,  pours  along  5 

Nimrod  and  Bourbon  mingle  in  the  throng  : 

Adam  falutes  his  youngeft  fon ;  no  fign 

Of  all  thofe  ages,  which  their  births  disjoin.  170 

How  empty  learning,  and  how  vain  is  art, 
But  as  it  mends  the  life,  and  guides  the  heart ! 
What  volumes  have  been  fwell'd,  what  time  been  fpent, 
To  fix  a  hero's  birth-day,  or  defcent ! 
What  joy  muft  it  now  yield,  what  rapture  raife,     17$ 
To  fee  tlie  glorious  race  of  antient  days  ; 
To  greet  thofe  worthies,  who  perhaps  have  ftood . 
Illuftrious  on  record  before  the  flood  ! 
Alas !  a  nearer  care  your  foul  demands. 
Caefar  un-noted  in  your  prefence  ftands.  180 

How  vaft  the  concourfe !  not  in  number  more 
The  waves  that  break  on  the  refounding  more, 
The  leaves  that  tremble  in  the  fhady  grove, 
The  lamps  that  gild  the  fpangled  vaults  above : 
Thofe  overwhelming  armies,  whofe  command  185 

Said  to  one  empire,  Fall ;  another  Stand : 
Whofe  rear  lay  wrapt  in  night,  while  breaking  dawn 
Rouz'd  the  broad  front,  and  call'd  the  battle  on  : 
Great  Xerxes'  world  in  arms,  proud  Cannae's  field, 
Where  Carthage  taught  victorious  Rome  to  yield,   190- 
( Another  blow  had  broke  the  Fates'  decree, 
And  earth  had  wanted  her  fourth  monarchy) 

Immortal 
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Immortal  Blenheim,  fam'd  Ramillia's  hoft, 
They  All  are  here,  and  here  they  All  are  loft  I 
Their  millions  fwell  to  be  difcem'd  in  vain,  195 .. 

Loft  as  a  billow  in  th*  unbounded  main. 

Tins  echoing  voice  now  rends  the  yielding  air, 
"  For  judgment,  judgment,  fons  of  men  prepare  V* 
Earth  makes  anew;  I  hear  her  groans  profound; 
And  hell  through  all  her  trembling  realms  refound.  iod 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  thou  greateft  power  of  earth, 
Blcft  with  moft  equal  planets  at  thy  birth  ; 
Whofe  valour  drew  the  moft  fuccefsful  fword, 
Moft  realms  united  in  one  common  lord  5 
Who,  on  the  day  of  triumph,  faidft,  Be  thine         205 
The  fkies,  Jehovah,  all  this  world  is  mine  : 
Dare  not  to  lift  thine  eye— Alas !  my  Mufe, 
How  art  thou  loft  !  what  numbers  canft  thou  chufe  ? 

A  fudden  blufli  inflames  the  waving  (ky, 
And  now  the  crimfon  curtains  open  fly;  210 

L'j!  far  within,  and  far  above  all  height, 
Where  heaven's  great  Sovereign  reigns  in  worlds  of  light,  . 
Whence  nature  Ke  informs,  and  with  one  ray 
^hct  from  his  eye,  does  all  her  works  furvcy, 
Cr  .i\:«,  ftipports,  confounds !  Where  time,  andplace,  21$ 
."./.'.'■/;.■■',  iwvAjbrm,  and  fortune,  life,  and  grace  y 
Wait  humbly  at  the  footftool  of  their  God, 
At1.  I  move  obedient  at  his  awful  nod  j 
Whence  he  beholds  us  vagrant  emmets  crawl 
At  random  on  this  air-fuipended  ball  22b 

( v.wc!c  of  creation)  :  if  he  pour  one  breath, 
1  ne  bubble  breaks,  znd  'tis  eternal  death. 

Thence 
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Thence  ifluing  I  behold  (but  mortal  fight 
Suftains  not  fuch  a  ruihing  fea  of  light!) 
I  fee,  on  an  empyreal  flying  throne  225 

Sublimely  rais'd,  Heaven's  everlafting  Son; 
Crown'd  with  that  majefty  which  fornfd  the  world. 
And  the  grand  rebel  flaming  downward  hurlM. 
Virtue,  dominion,  praife,  omnipotence, 
Support  the  train  of  their  triumphant  prince.  23* 

A  zone,  beyond  the  thought  of  angels  bright, 
Around  him,  like  the  zodiac,  winds  its  light. 
Night  fhades  the  folemn  arches  of  his  brows, 
And  in  his  cheek,  the  purple  morning  glows. 
Where-e'er  ferene  he  turns  propitious  eyes,  235 

Or  we  expect,  or  find,  a  paradife : 
But  if  refentment  reddens  their  mild  beams, 
The  Eden  kindles,  and  the  world  's  in  flames. 
On  one  hand,  Knowlege  flunes  in  pureft  light ; 
On  one,  the  fword  of  Juftice,  fiercely  bright.  24a 

Now  bend  the  knee  in  fport,  prefent  the  reed  ^ 
No<w  tell  the  fcourgM  Impoftor  he  fhall  bleed ! 

Thus  glorious  through  the  courts  of  heaven,the  fource 
Of  life  and  death  eternal  bends  his  courfe  j 
Loud  thunders  round  him  roll,  and  lightnings  play;  245. 
TV  angelic  haft  is  rang'd  in  bright  array : 
Some  touch  the  firing,  fbme  ftrike  the  founding  (hell, 
And  mingling  voices  in  rich  concert  fwell ;    . 
Voices  feraphic  j  bleft  with  fuch  a  ftrain, 
Could  Satan  hear,  he  were  a  god  again.  259 

Triumphant  King  of  Glory  1  Soul  of  Blifs ! 
BThat  a  ftupendoua  turn  of  fate  is  this  ? 

Ol 
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0  !  whither  art  thou  nuYd  above  the  fcorn 
And  indigence  of  him  in  Bethlem  born 5 

A  needlefs,  helplefs,  unaccounted,  gueaV  355 

And  but  a  fecond  to  the  fodder'd  bead  ?. 
How  chang'd  from  Aim,  who  meekly  proftrate  laid, 
Vouchfaf 'd  to  walh  the  feet  himfelf  had  made  ? 
From  htm  who  was  betray'd,  forfook,  deny'd, 
Wept,  languiuYd,  pray'd,  bled,  thirfted,  groan'd,  and 
dy*d  5  26a 

Hung  pierc'd  and  hare,  infulted  by  the  foe, 
All  heaven  in  tears  above,  earth  unconcerned  below  ? 

And  was  *t  enough  to  bid  the  Sun  retire  ? 
Why  did  not  Nature  at  thy  groan,  expire  ? 

1  fee,  I  hear,  I  feel,  the  pangs  divine;.  2.6$. 
The  world  is  vaniftfd — I  am  wholly  thine. 

Miftaken  Caiaphas !  Ah !  which  blafphem'd ;. 
Thou,  or  thy  Prifoner  ?  which  mail  be  condemn'd  ? 
Well  might'ft  thou  rend  thy  garments,  well  exclaim  5 
Deep  are  the  horrors  of  eternal  flame !  27a 

But  God  is  good !  'Tis  wondrous  all !   Ev'n  He 
Thou  gav'ft:  to  death,  fliame,  torture,  dy'd  for  Thee, 

Now  the  defcending  triumph  ftops  its  flight 
From  earth  full  twice  a  planetary  height. 
There  all  the  clouds  condensed,  two  columns  raife  275. 
Diftinft  with  orient  veins  and  golden  blaze. 
One  nVd  on  earth,  and  one  in  fea,  and  round 
Irs  ample  foot  the  fwelling  billows  found. 
Thefe  an  immeafurable  arch  fupport, 
The  grand  tribunal  of  this  awful  coiu\  2  So 

Sheets 
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Sheets  of  bright  azure,  from  the  pureft  flcy, 

Stream  from  the  cryfHJ  arch,  and  round  the  columns  fly. 

Death,  wrapt  in  chains,  low  at  the  ban's  lies, 

And  on  the  point  of  his  own  arrow  dies. 

Here  high  enthron'd  th*  eternal  Judge  is  plac'd,    2S5 
With  all  the  grandeur  of  his  Godhead  grae'd; 
Stars  on  his  robes  in  beauteous  ordeT  mat, 
And  the  fun  burns  beneath  his  awful  feet. 

Now  an  archangel  eminently  bright, 
From  off  his  (liver  ftaff  of  wondrous  height,  290 

Unfurls  the  Chriftian  flag,  which  waving  flies, 
And  fhuts  and  opens  more  th*n  hzlf  the  fkies : 
The  Crofs  fo  ftrong  a  red,  it  (beds  a  ftain, 
Where-e'cr  it  floats,  on  earth,  in  air,  or  main  5 
Flumes  the  hill,  and  fets  on  fire  the  wood,  295 

And  turns  the  deep-dy'd  ocean  into  blood. 

Oh  formidable  Glory  !  dreadful  bright'. 
Refulgent  torture  to  the  guiky  fiz^t. 
Ah  turn,  unwary  MulV,  nor  dare  reveal 
What  horrid  thoughts  with  the  polluted  dwell.        300 
Say  not,  (to  make  the  Sun  fhrink  in  his  beam) 
Dare  not  affirm,  they  v/ifh  it  all  a  dream; 
Wifh,  or  their  fouls  may  with  their  limbs  decay, 
Or  God  be  fpoil'd  of  his  eternal  fway. 
But  rather,  if  thou  know'ft  the  means,  unfold        305 
How  they  with  tranfpert  might  the  fcene  behold. 

Ah  how !  but  by  Repentance,  by  a  mind 
Qjiick,  and  fevere  its  own  offence  to  find  ? 
Xf  team,  and  groans,  and  never-ceafing  care, 

^ious  violence  of  Prayer  ?  3x0 

Thus 
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Thus  then,  with  fervency  till  now  unknown, 
I  caft  my  heart  before  th'  eternal  throne, 
In  this  great  temple,  which  the  ikies  furround, 
For  homage  to  its  Lord,  a  narrow  bound. 

"  OThou!  whofe  balance  does  the  mountains  weigh, 
"  Whofe  will  the  wild  tumultuous  feas  obey, 
"  Whofe  breath  can  turn  thole  watery  worlds  to  flame, 
"  That  flame  to  tempeft,  and  that  tempeit  tame  $ 
"  Earth's  raeaneft  ion,  all  trembling,  proftrate  falls, 
"  And  on  the  boundlefs  of  thy  goodnefs  calls.  }i» 

"  Oh !  give  the  winds  ail  pail:  offence  to  fweep, 
"  Tb  fcatter  wide,  or  bury  in  the  deep: 
"  Thy  power,  my  weaknefs,  may  I  ever  fee* 
"  And  wholly  dedicate  my  foul  to  Thee  : 
"  Reign  o'er  my  will  j  my  paifions  ebb  and  flow     3»f 
""  At  thy  command,  nor  human  motive  know ! 
"  If  anger  boil,  let  anger  be  my  praife, 
"  And  fin  die  graceful  indignation  raife. 
"  My  love  be  warm  to  iuccour  the  diftrefs'd, 
if  And  lift  the  burden  from  the  foul  opprefs'd.         33* 
"  Oh  may  my  understanding  ever  read 
"  This  glorious  volume,  which  Thy  wifdom  made ! 
"  Who  decks  the  maiden  Spring  with  flowery  pride? 
"  Who  calls  forth  Summer,  like  a  fparkling  bride  ? 
"  Who  joys  the  mother  Autumn's  bed  to  crown?    335 
u  And  bids  old  Winter  lay  her  honours  down  ? 
«'•  Not  the  Great  Ottoman,  or  Greater  Czar, 
"  Not  Europe's  arbitrefs  of  peace  and  war. 
"  May  fca  and  land,  and  earth  and  heaven  be  join'd, 
"  To  bring  th*  eternal  Author  to  my  mind!  34° 

«  When 
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**  When  oceans  roar,  or  awful  thunders  roll, 
*'  May  thoughts  of  Thy  dread  vengeance  fhake  my  foul ! 
*-  When  earth's  in  bloom,  or  planets  proudly  mine, 
"  Adore,  ray  heart,  the  Majesty  Divttte  f 

<"  Through  every  fcene  of  life,  or  peace,  or  war,  34.5 
<*  Plenty,  or  want,  Thy  glory  be  my  care  I 
*'  Shine  we  in  arms  ?  or  ling  beneath  our  vine? 
u  Thine  is  the  vintage,  and  the  con qu eft  Thine : 
,f  Thy  pleafure  points  the  [haft*  and  bends  the  bow  5 
•  The  duller  Malta,  or  bids  it  brightly  glow  :         35a 
tc  *Tis  thou  that  lead1  A:  our  powerful  armies  forth, 
"  And  giv'ft  Great  Anne  Thy  fceptre  o'er  the  north. 

M  Grant  I  may  ever*  at  the  morning- ray, 
"  Open  with  Prayer  the  confecrated  day; 
f  Tune  Thy  great  praiie,  and  bid  my  foul  arife,     35  c. 
"  And  with  the  mounting  fun  afcend  the  Odes  1 
■*  As  that  advances,  let  my  zeal  improve, 
**  And  glow  with  ardour  of  confummate  love ; 
**  Nor  ceafe  at  eve,  but  with  the  fetting  fun 
u  My  endlefs  worfhip  mall  be  dill  begun.  360 

"  And,  oh !  permit  the  gloom  of  foleran  night 
*•  To  facred  thought  may  forcibly  invite. 
"  When  this  world  *s  fhut,  and  awful  planets  rife, 
•*  Call  on  our  minds,  and  ralfe  them  to  the  Ikies  j 
*•  Compole  our  fouls  with  a  lefs  dazzling  fight,        365 
f*  And  mew  all  nature  in  a  milder  light ; 
**  How  every  boifterous  thought  in  calms  fub fides  * 
"  How  the  fmootrTd  fpirit  into  goodncfs  glides  \ 
M  O  how  divine  !   to  tread  the  milky  way, 
**  To  the  bright  palace  of  the  Lord  of  day ;  370 

"  lli* 
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«'  His  court  admire,  or  for  his  favour  fue, 
"  Or  leagues  of  friendfbip  with  His  faints  renew/ 
"  Pleas'd  to  look  down,  and  fee  the  world  afleep, 
"  While  I  long  vigils  to  its  Founder  keep ! 

«'  Canft  Thou  not  fhake  the  centre  ?   Oh  controul,  375 
u  Subdue  by  force,  the  rebel  in  my  foul : 
"  Thou,  who  canft  (till  the  raging  of  the  flood, 
"  Reftrain  the  various  tumults  of  my  blood 5 
"  Teach  me,  with  equal  firmnefs,  to  fuftain 
"  Alluring  pleafure,  and  aflaulting  pain.  380 

"  O  may  I  pant  for  Thee  in  in  each  defire  ! 
"  And  with  ftrong  faith  foment  the  holy  fire ! 
"  Stretch  out  my  foul  in  hope,  and  grafp  the  prize, 
"  Which  in  Eternity's  deep  bofom  lies ! 
"  At  the  Great  Day  of  recompence  behold,  385 

"  Devoid  of  fear,  the  fatal  Book  unfold  ! 
*'  Then  wafted  upward  to  the  blifsful  feat, 
"  From  age  to  age,  my  grateful  fong  repeat  5 
"  My  Light,  my  Life,  my  God,  my  Saviour  fee, 
"  And  rival  angels  in  the  praife  of  Thee."  390 
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BOOK    III. 

*■««  Effe  quoque  in  fatis  reminifcitur,  affore  tempus, 
* "  Quo  mare,  quo  tellus,  correptaque  regia  coel 
<€C  Ardeat;  &  mundi  moles  operofa  laboret." 

Ovid.  Met • 

'fTpHE  book  unfolding;  the  re(plendent  feat 
JL    Of  faints  and  angels ;  the  tremendous  fate 

'Of  guilty  fouls;  the  gloomy  realms  of  woe; 

lAnd  all  the  horrors  of  the  world  below; 
I  next  prefume  to  fiflg :  What  yet  remains  '5 

Demands  my  laft,  but  moft  exalted  ft  rams. 
And  let  the  Mufe  or  now  affeft  the  iky, 
Or  in  inglorious  fliades' for  ever  lie. 

**She  kindles,  fhe's  inflam'd  fo  near  the  goal  ; 
She  mounts,  flie  gains  upon  the  ftarry  pole;  10 

The  world  grows  lefs  as  flie  purfues  her  flight, 
And  the  fun  darkens  to  her  diftant  fight. 
Heaven  opening,  all  its  facred  pomp  difplays, 
And  overwhelms  her  with  the  ru filing  blaze ! 
The  triumph  rings  !  archangels  fhout  around !  1 5 

And  echoing  nature  lengthens  out  the  found ! 

Ten  thoufand  trumpets  now  at  once  advance; 
Jfow  deepeft  filence  lulls  the  vail  expanfe ; 

5  Stj 
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So  deep  the  filence,  and  Co  ftrong  the  blair, 

As  nature  dyM,  when  fhe  had  groaned  her  laft.         20 

Nor  man,  nor  angel,  moves ;  the  Judge  on  high 

Looks  round,  and  with  his  glory  fills  the  iky: 

Then  on  the  fatal  book  his  hand  he  lays. 

Which  high  to  view  (Importing  (eraphs  raife; 

In  lblemn  form  the  rituals  are  preparM,  45 

The  feal  is  broken,  and  a  groan  is  heard. 

And  thou,  my  foul,  (oh  fall  to  fudden  prayer, 

And  let  the  thought  fink  deep !)  (halt  thou  be  there  ? 

See  on  the  left  (for  by  the  great  command 
The  throng  divided  falls  on  either  hand;)  30 

How  weak,  how  pale,  how  haggard,  how  obfcene, 
What  more  than  death  in  every  face  and  mien  ? 
With  what  difrrefs,  and  glarings  of  affright, 
They  mock  the  heart,  and  turn  away  the  fight  ? 
In  gloomy  orbs  their  trembling  eye-balls  roll,  35 

And  tell  the  horrid  fecrets  of  the  fou*. 
Each  gefture  mourns,  each  look  is  black  with  care, 
And  every  groan  is  loaden  with  defpair. 
Reader,  if  guilty,  fpare  the  Mufe,  and  find 
A  truer  image  picrur'd  in  thy  mind.  40 

Shouldft  thou  behold  thy  brother,  father,  wife, 
And  all  the  foft  companions  of  thy  life, 
Whofe  blended  interefts  leveled  at  one  aim, 
Whofe  mix'd  defires  fent  up  one  common  flame, 
Divided  far ;  thy  wretched  Self  alone  45 

Call  on  the  left,  of  all  whom  thou  haft  known ; 
How  would  it  wound  ?  What  millions  wouldft  thou  give 
For  One  more  trial,  One  more  day  to  live  ? 

Vol.  I.  D  Flung 
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Flung  back  in  time  an  hour,  a  moment's  fpace, 

To  grafp  with  eagernefs  the  means  of  Grace  5  50 

Contend  for  mercy  with  a  pious  rage, 

And  in  that  moment  to  redeem  an  age  ? 

Drive  back  the  tide,  fufpend  a  ftorm  in  air, 

Arreft  the  Sun ;  but  ftill  of  this  defpair. 

Mark,  on  the  right,  how  amiable  a  grace !  55 

Their  Maker's  image  frefli  in  every  face ! 
What  purple  bloom  my  raviftfd  foul  admires, 
And  their  eyes  fparkling  with  immortal  fires ! 
Triumphant  beauty !   charms  that  rife  above 
This  world,  and  in  bleft  angels  kindle  love !  60 

To  the  Great  Judge  with  holy  pride  they  turn, 
And  dare  behold  tlT  Almighty's  anger  burn  5 
Its  flafti  fuftain,  againft  its  terror  rife, 
And  on  the  dread  tribunal  fix  their  eyes. 
Are  thefe  the  forms  that  mouldered  in  the  duft  ?         65 
Oh  the  tranfeendent  glory  of  the  juft ! 
Yet  ftill  fome  thin  remains  of  fear  and  doubt, 
Th'  infected  brightnefs  of  their  joy  pollute. 

Thus  the  chafte  bridegroom,  when  the  prieft  draws 
nigh, 
Beholds  his  bleffing  with  a  trembling  eye,  70 

Feels  doubtful  paflions  throb  in  every  vein, 
And  in  his  cheeks  are  mingled  joy  and  pain, 
Left  ftill  fome  intervening  chance  fhould  rife, 
Leap  forth  at  once,  and  fnatch  the  golden  prize j 
Inflame  his  woe,  by  bringing  it  fo  late,  75 

And  ftab  him  in  the  crifis  of  his  fate. 

Since 
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Since  Adam's  family,  from  ficft  to  lift, 
Now  into  one  diftinft  fuxrey  is  caftj 
Look  round,  vain-glorious  Mufe,  and  you  whoe'er 
Devote  yourfelves  to  fame,  and  think  her  fair  j  80 

Look  round,  and  feek  the  lights  of  human  race, 
Whole  mining  a&s  Time's  brighteft  annals  grace ; 

I      Who  founded  (efts 5  crowns  conquer'd,  or  refign'd ; 

J       Gave  names  to  nations 5  or  fam'd  empires  join'd ; 

Who  rais'd  the  vale,  and  laid  the  mountain  low;      85 
And  taught  obedient  rivers  where  to  flow; 

l      Who  with  vaft  fleets,  as  with  a  mighty  chain, 
Could  bind  the  madnefs  of  the  roaring  main : 
All  loft  ?  all  undifHnguim'd  ?  no-where  found  ? 
How  will  this  truth  in  Bourbon^s  palace  found  ?         9* 

That  bcur,  on  which  th'  Almighty  King  on  high 
From  all  eternity  has  fix'd  his  eye, 
Whether  his  right-hand  favcur'd,  or  annoy'd, 
Ccr.tinucd,  altcr'd,  threatend,  ordeftroy'd; 
Southern  or  eaftern  fceptre  downward  hurl'd,  95 

Gave  north  or  weft  dominion  o'er  the  world ; 
The  point  of  time,  for  which  the  world  was  built, 
For  which  the  blood  of  God  himfelf  was  fpilt, 
That  dreadful  moment  is  arriv'd— 

.  Aloft,  the  feats  of  blifs  their  pomp  difplay  100 

1       Brighter  than  brightnefs,  this  diftinguifti'd  day ; 
Lefs  glorious,  when  of  old  th'  eternal  Son 
From  realms  of  night  return'd  with  trophies  won : 
Through  heaven's  high  gates,  when  he  triumphant  rode, 
And  fhouting  angels  hail'd  the  Viftor  God.  105 

D  2  Horrors, 
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Horrors,  beneath,  darkriefs  in  darknefs,  hell 
Of  hell,  where  torments  behind  torments  dwell; 
A  furnace  formidable,  deep,  and  wide, 
O'er-boiling  with  a  mad  fulphureous  tide, 
Expands  its  jaws,  molt  dreadful  to  furvey,  no 

And  roars  outrageous  for  the  deftin'd  prey. 
The  fons  of  light  fcaree  unappall'd  look  down, 
And  nearer  prefs  heaven's  everlafting  throne. 

Such  is  the  fcene ;  and  one  ftiort  moment's  fpace 
Concludes  the  hopes  and  fears  of  human  race.         115 
Proceed  who  dares  !— I  tremble  as  I  write 5 
The  whole  creation  fwims  before  my  fight ; 
I  fee,  I  fee,  the  Judge's  frowning  brow; 
Say  not,  'tis  diftant  5  I  behold  it  now  5 
I  faint,  my  tardy  blood  forgets  to  flow,  120 

My  foul  recoils  at  the  ftupendous  woe  5 
That  woe,  thofe  pangs,  which  from  the  guilty  breaft, 
In  thefe,  or  words  like  thefe,  fhall  be  expreft. 

"  Who  burft  the  barriers  of  my  peaceful  grave  ? 
"  Ah!  cruel  death,  that  would  no  longer  fave,       125 
"  But  grudg'd  me  e'en  that  narrow  dark  abode, 
"  And  caft  me  out  into  the  wrath  of  God  5 
"  Where  fhrieks,  the  roaring  flame,  the  rattling  chain, 
"  And  all  the  dreadful  eloquence  of  pain, 
"  Our  only  fong ;  black  fire's  malignant  light,       130 
"  The  fole  refrefhment  of  the  blafted  fight. 
"  Muft  all  thofe  powers,  heaven  gave  me  to  fupply 
"  My  foul  with  pleafure,  and  bring-in  my  joy, 
"  Rife  up  in  arms  againft  me,  join  the  foe, 
"  Senfe,  reafon,  memory >  increafe  my  woe?  135 

"  And 
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n  And  (hall  my  voice,  ordain'd  on  hymns  to  dwell, 

"  Corrupt  to  groans,  and  blow  die  fires  of  hell  ? 

"  Ob !  muft  I  look  with  terror  on  my  gain, 

"  And  with  exiftence  only  meafure pain? 

«'  What !  no  reprieve,  no  leaft  indulgence  given,    140 

"  No  beam  of  hope,  from  any  point  of  heaven ! 

"  Ah  Mercy !  Mercy !  art  thou  dead  above  ? 

"  Is  Love  extinguiuYd  in  the  Source  of  Love  ? 

"  Bold  that  I  am,  did  heaven  ftoop  down  to  hell  ? 
««  TV  expiring  Lord  of  life  my  ranfom  feal  ?  145 

"  Have  I  not  been  induftrious  to  provoke  ? 
"  From  his  embraces  obftinately  broke  ? 
"  Purfued,  and  panted  for  his  mortal  hate,  , 

"  EarnM  my  deftru&ion,  labour' d  out  my  fate  ? 
"  And  dare  I  on  extinguiftVd  Love  exclaim  ?  150 

"  Take,  take  full  vengeance,  rouze  the  Slackening  flame ; 
"  Juft  is  my  lot—but  oh !  muft  it  tranfcend 
"  The  reach  of  time,  defpair  a  diftant  end  ? 
€t  With  dreadful  growth  moot  forward,  and  arife, 
'*  Where  thought  can't  follow,  and  bold  fancy  dies  1155 

"  NEPER !  where  falls  the  foul  at  that  dread  found  ? 
"  Down  an  abyfs  how  dark,  and  how  profound  ? 
"  Down,  down,  (I  ftill  am  falling,  horrid  pain!) 
"  Ten  thoufand  thoufand  fathoms  ftill  remain  5 
"  My  plunge  but  ftill  begun— And  this  for  fin  ?     160 
"  Could  I  offend,  if  I  had  never  been, 
"  But  ftill  increased  the  fenfelefs  happy  mafs, 
"  Flow'd  in  the  ftream,  or  fhiver'd  in  the  grafs  ? 

"  Father  of  mercies  !  why  from  filent  earth 
"  Didft  thou  awake,  and  curfe  me  into  birth,         165 
D  3  "  Tear 
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"  Tear  me  from  quiet,  ravifli  me  from  night, 
"  And  make  a  thanklefs  prefent  of  thy  light  f 
"  Puih  into  being  a  reverfe  of  Thee, 
11  And  animate  a  clod  with  mifery  ? 

1  *  The  beafts  are  happy  j  they  come  forth,  and  keep  170 
"  Short  watch  on  earth,  and  then  lie  down  to  deep 
"  Pam  is  for  man;  and  oh !  how  vaft  a  pain 
•*  For  crimes,  which  made  the  God -head  bleed  in  vain  ? 
**  Annulled  Kb  groans,  as  far  as  in  them  lay, 
**  And  flung  his  agonies,  and  death,  away  ?  175 

11  As  our  dire  punishment  for  ever  ftrong, 
"  Our  con ftit ut  1011  too  for  ever  young. 
"  Curs'd  with  returns  of  vigour,  ftill  the  fame 
11  Powerful  to  bear,  and  latisfy  the  flame  : 
"  Still  to  be  caught,  and  ftill  to  be  purfued  !  i%o 

*'  To  perifh  frill,  and  ftill  to  be  renew'd  ! 

"  And  this,  My  Helpl  My  6W  /  at  thy  decree  ? 
"  Narnre  is  changM,  and  hell  fhauld  fuccBitr  me. 
"  And  caaft  Thou  then  look  4m  from  perfect  blifs 
**  And  fee  me  plunging  in  the  dark  abyfa  ?  185 

«  Calling  Thee  Father,  in  a  fea  of  fire? 
**  Or  pouring  bJafphemies  at  Thy  defire  ? 
gi  With  mortals  anguifli  wilt  Thou  raife  Tfy  name, 
"  And  !>y  my  pangs  omnipotence  proclaim  ? 

**  Thou,  who  can  ft  tofs  the  planets  to  and  fro,      190 

■*  Contract  not  Thy  great  vengeance  to  my  woe  \ 

m  Crufti  worlds  j  in  hotter  flames  MVn  angels  lay ; 

«c  On  me  Almighty  wrath  is  caJi  away. 

«E  Call  back  Thy  thunders,  Lord,  hold-in  Thy  rage, 

**  Nor  with  a  fpeck  of  wrctchednefs  engage  :  195 

**  Forget 


THE  LAST  DAY,  Book  III.  3, 

"  Forget  me  quite,  nor  ftoop  a  worm  to  blame j 

"  But  lofe  me  in  the  greatnefs  of  Thy  name. 

"  Thou  aft  all  Love,  all  Mercy,  all  Divine, 

"  And  (hall  I  make  thofe  glories  ceafe  to  fhine? 

"  Shall  finful  man  grow  great  by  his  offence,  200 

"  And  from  its  courfe  turn  back  Omnipotence  ? 

"  Forbid  it !  and  oh !  grant,  Great  God,  at  leaft    • 
"  This  one,  this  (lender,  almoft  no  requeft  j 
"  When  I  have  wept  a  thoufand  lives  away, 
"  When  torment  is  grown  weary  of  its  prey,       205 
"  When  I  have  rav'd  ten  thoufand  years  in  fire, 
"  Ten  thoufand  thoufand,  let  me  then  expire/* 

Deep  anguiih !  but  too  late ;  the  hopelefs  foul 
Bound  to  the  bottom  of  the  burning  pool, 
Though  loth,  and  ever  loud  blafpheming,  owns       110 
He  's  juftly  doom* d  to  pour  eternal  groans  j 
Enclosed  with  horrors,  and  transfix'd  with  pain, 
Rolling  in  vengeance,  ftruggling  with  his  chain  : 
To  talk  to  fiery  tempefts  5  to  implore 
The  raging  flame  to  give  its  burnings  o'er;  215 

To  tofs,  to  writhe,  to  pant  beneath  his  load, 
And  bear  the  weight  of  an  offended  God. 

The  favoured  of  their  Judge  in  triumph  move, 
To  take  pofle/Tion  of  their  thrones  above  j 
Satan's  accurs'd  defertion  to  fupply,  220 

And  fill  the  vacant  Rations  of  the  fkyj 
Again  to  kindle  long-extinguiuYd  rays, 
And  with  new  lights  dilate  the  heavenly  blaze } 

P4  To 
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To  crop  the  rofes  of  immortal  youth, 

And  drink  the  fountain-head  of  facred  truth  j  2*5 

To  fwim  in  feas  of  blifs,  to  ftrike  the  ftring, 

And  lift  the  voice  to  their  Almighty  King; 

To  lofe  eternity  in  grateful  lays, 

And  fill  heaven's  wide  circumference  with  praife. 

But  I  attempt  the  wondrous  height  in  vain,         2 3.0 
And  leave  unfiniuVd  the  too  lofty  ft  rain  : 
What  boldly  I  begin,  let  others  end  5 
My  ftrength  exhaufted,  fainting  I  defcend, 
And  chufe  a  fefs,  but  no  ignoble,  theme, 
Diflblving  elements,  and  worlds,  in  flame.  235 

The  fatal  period,  the  great  hour,  is  come, 
And  nature  ihrinks  at  her  approaching  doom ; 
Loud  peals  of  thunder  give  the  (ign,  and  all 
Heaven's  terrors  in  array  furround  the  ball  5. 
Sharp  lightnings  with  the  meteors  blaze  confpire,     240 
And,  darted  downward,  fet  the  world  on  fire  5 
Black  riling  clouds  the  thicken'd  .£Ether  choke, 
And  fpiry  flames  dart  through  the  rolling  fmoke, 
With  keen  vibrations  cut  the  Allien  night, 
And  ftrike  the  darkened  flcy  with  dreadful  light  5     2*45 
From  heaven's  four  regions,  with  immortal  force, 
Angels  drive  on  the  wind's  impetuous  courfe, 
T'  enrage  the  flame  :  It  fpreads,  it  foars  on  high, 
Swells  in  the  ftorra,  and  billows  through  the  iky  : 
Here  winding  pyramids  of  fire  afcend,  250 

Cities  and  defarts  in  one  ruin  blend 5 
Here  blazing  volumes  wafted,  overwhelm 
The  fpacious  face  of  a  far  diftant  realm  j 

There, 
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There,  undermiiTd,  down  rufli  eternal  hills, 

The  neighbouring  vales  the  vaft  definition  fills.     %$$ 

Hear'ft  thou  that  dreadful  crack  ?    that  found  which 

broke 
Like  peals  of  thunder,  and  the  centre  fhook  ? 
What  wonders  muft  that  groan  of  nature  tell  I 
Olympus  there,  and  mightier  Atlas,  fell  5 
Which  (eem'd  above  the  reach  of  fate  to  ftand,       160 
A  towering  monument  of  God's  right  hand  5 
Now  duft  and  finoke,  whofe  brow,  fo  lately,  (pread 
O'er  flielter'd  countries  its  diffufive  made. 

Shew  me  that  celebrated  fpot,  where  all 
The  various  rulers  of  the  fever'd  ball  165 

Have  humbly  fought  wealth,  honour,  and  redrefs, 
That  land  which  heaven  feem'd  diligent  to  blefs, 
Once  caird  Britannia :  Can  her  glories  end  ? 
And  can't  furrounding  feas.  her  realms  defend  ? 
Alas  !  in  flames  behold  furrounding  feas  I  270. 

Like  oil,  their  waters  but  augment  the  blaze* 

Some  angel,  fay  where  ran  proud  Alia's  bound  ? 
Or  where  with  fruits  was  fair  Europa  crowned  ? 
Where  ftretch'd  wafte  Libya  ?  Where  did  India's  ftore 
Sparkle  in  diamonds,  and  her  golden  ore  ?  275 

Each  loft  in  each,  their  mingling  kingdoms  glow, 
And  all  diflblv'd,  one  fiery  deluge  flow  : 
Thus  earth's  contending  monarchies  are  join'd, 
And  a  full  period  of  ambition  find. 

And  now  whatever  or  fwims,  or  walks,  or  flies,  2  So 
Inhabitants  of  fea,  or  earth,  or  ikies  ; 
All  on  whom  Adam's  wifdom  fix'd  a  name, 
All  plunge,  and  periih  in  the  conquering  flame. 

This 
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This  globe  alone  would  but  defraud  the  fire. 
Starve  its  devouring  rage :  the  flakes  afpire,  185 

And  catch  the  clouds,  and  make  the  heavens  their  prey ; 
The  fun,  the  moon,  the  ftars,  all  melt  away j 
All9  all  it  loft;  no  monument,  no  fign, 
Where  once  to  proudly  biazMthe  gay  machine. 
So  bubbles  on  the  foaming  ftream  expire,  190 

So  fparks  that  /carter  from  the  kindling  fire j 
The  devaftations  of  One  dreadful  hour 
The  Great  Creator's  Six  days  work  devour. 
A  mighty,  aigbty  ruin !  yet  Owtfnd 
Has  more  to  boaft,  and  far  outweighs  the  whole  j  195 
Exalted  in  Asperior  excellence, 
Cafts  down  to  nothing,  fuch  a  vaft  expence. 
Have  you  not  feen  th*  eternal  mountains  nod, 
An  earth  dklofving,  a  defcending  God  > 
What  ftrange  furprizes  through  all  nature  ran  ?        300 
For  whom  thefe  revolutions,  but  for  Man  ? 
For  him,  Omnipotence  new  meafures  takes, 
For  him,  through  all  eternity,  awakes j 
Pours  on  him  gifts  fufficient  to  fupply 
Heaven's  lofs,  and  with  frefh  glories  fill  the  Iky.     305 

Think  deeply  then,  O  Man,  how  great  thou  artj 
Pay  thyfelf  homage  with  a  trembling  heart  j 
What  angels  guard,  no  longer  dare  negle&, 
Slighting  thyfelf,  affront  not  God's  refpe&. 
Enter  the  facred  temple  of  thy  breaft,  3x0 

And  gaze,  and  wander  there,  a  ravifh'd  gueft  j 
Gate  on  thofe  hidden  treafures  thou  (halt  find, 
ider  through  all  the  glories  of  thy  mind. 
4  Of 
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Of  perfect  knowledge,  fee,  the  dawning  light 
Foretels  a  noon  moft  exquiutely  bright !  315 

Here,  fprings  of  endlefs  joy  are  breaking  forth  I 
There,  buds  the  promife  of  celeftial  worth  ! 
Worth,  which  moft  ripen  in  a  happier  clime, 
And  brighter  Sum,  beyond  the  bounds  of  time. 
Thou,  Minor 9  canft  not  guefs  thy  vaft  cftate,  320 

What  ftores,  on  foreign  coafts,  thy  landing  wait : 
Lofc  not  thy  claim,  let  virtue's  path  be  trod  \ 
Thus  glad  all  heaven,  and  pleafe  that  bounteous  God, 
Who,  to  light  thee  to  pleafures,  hung  on  high 
Yon  radiant  orb,  proud  regent  of  the  iky :  325 

Tbat  iervice  done,  its  beams  mall  fade  away, 
And  God  mine  forth  in  one  Eternal  Day, 
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u  Ad  coelum  ardentia  lumina  tollens, 

"  Lumina $  nam  teneras  arcebant  vincula  palmas." 

Virg. 

FROM  lofty  themes,  from  thoughts  that  foar*d  on 
high, 
And  open'd  wondrous  fcenes  above  the  fky, 
My  Mufe  defcend :  Indulge  my  fond  defirej 
With  fofter  thoughts  my  melting  foul  infpire, 
And  fmooth  my  numbers  to  a  female's  praile :  5 

A  partial  world  will  liften  to  my  lays, 
While  Anna  reigns,  and  fets  a  female  name 
Unrival'd  in  the  glorious  lifts  of  fame. 

Hear,  ye  fair  daughters  of  this  happy  (and, 
Whofe  radiant  eyes  the  vanquira'd  world  command,  10 
Virtue  is  Beauty :  But  when  charms,  of  mind 
With  elegance  of  outward  form  are  join'd  5 
Whtnjoutb  makes  fuch  bright  obje&s  ftill  more  bright, 
And  fortune  fets  them  in  the  ftrongeft  light  \ 
'Tis  all  of  heaven  that  we  below  may  view,  15     >- 

And  all,  but  Adoration,  is  your  due. 

Fam'd  female  virtue  did  this  ifle  adorn, 
Ere  Ormond,  or  her  glorious  Queen,  was  born : 

When 
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When  now  Maria's  powerful  arms  prevailed, 

And  haughty  Dudley's  bold  ambition  fail'd,  20 

The  beauteous  daughter  of  great  Suffolk's  race, 

In  blooming  youth  adorn'd  with  every  grace  5 

Who  gainM  a  crown  by  treafon  not  her  own, 

And  innocently  fill'd  another's  throne  5 

Hurl'd  from  the  fummit  of  imperial  ftate,  2  5 

With  equal  mind  fuftain'd  the  ftroke  of  fate. 

.    But  how  will  Guilford,  her  far  dearer  part, 

With  manly  reafon  fortify  his  heart  ? 

At  once  flie  longs,  and  is  afraid,  to  know : 

Now  fwift  flie  moves,  and  now  advances  flow,  30 

To  find  her  lord  5  and,  finding,  pafTes  by, 

Silent  with  fear,  nor  dares  flie  meet  his  eye ; 

Left  that,  unaflc'd,  in  fpeechlefs  grief,  difclofe 

The  mournful  fecret  of  his  inward  woes. 

Thus,  after  ficknefs,  doubtful  of  her  face,  2  5 

The  melancholy  virgin  flmns  the  glafs. 

At  length,  with  troubled  thought,  but  look  ferene, 
And  forrow  foften'd  by  her  heavenly  mien, 
She  chips  her  lord,  brave,  beautiful,  and  young, 
While  tender  accents  melt  upon  her  tongue  $  4*. 

Gentle,  and  facet,  as  vernal  Zephyr  blows, 
Fanning  the  lily,  or  the  blooming  rofe. 

"  Grieve  not,  my  lord ;  a  crown  indeed  is  loft ; 

*  What  far  outfhines  a  crown,  we  ftill  may  boaft $ 

• '  A  mind  composed  5  a  mind  that  can  difdain  45 

*<  A  fruitlefs  forrow  for  a  lofs  fo  vain. 

«<  Nothing  is  lofs  that  virtue  can  improve 

"  To  wealth  eternal ;  and  return  above  $ 

«<  Above, 
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"  Above,  where  no  diftin&ion  mall  be  known 

•«  'Twixt  him  whom  ftorms  have  fhaken  from  a  throne,  50 

"  And  him,  who,  balking  in  the  (miles  of  fate, 

"  Shone  forth  in  all  the  fplendor  of  the  great : 

"  Nor  can  I  find  the  difference  here  below  j 

"  I  lately  was  a  Queen  5  I  ftill  am  fo, 

««  While  Guilford's  Wife :  Thee  rather  I  obey,         55 

"  Than  o'er  mankind  extend  imperial  fway. 

•*  When  we  lie  down  in  fome  obfoure  retreat, 

"  Incens'd  Maria  may  her  rage  forget  5 

«'  And  I  to  death  my  duty  will  improve, 

"  And  what  you  mife  in  empire,  add  in  love—         60 

ts  Your  God-like  foul  is  open'd  in  your  look, 

•'  And  I  have  faintly  your  great  meaning  fpoke. 

"  For  this  alone  I'm  pleas'd  I  wore  the  crown, 

"  To  find  with  what  content  we  lay  It  down. 

"  Heroes  may  win,  but  'tis  a  heavenly  race  65 

"  Can  quit  a  throne  with  a  becoming  grace." 

Thus  fpoke  the  faireft  of  her  fex,  and  cheer'd 
Her  drooping  lord  5  whofe  boding  bofom  fear'd 
A  darker  cloud  of  ills  would  buj  ft,  and  fhed 
Severer  vengeance  on  her  guiltbfs  head  :  70 

Too  juft,  alas,  the  terrors  which  he  felt ! 
For,  lo  !  a  guard  ! — Forgive  him,  if  he  melt — 
How  (harp  her  pangs,  when  fever' d  from  his  fide, 
The  moft  fincerely  lov'd,  and  loving  brule, 
In  fpace  confiVd,  the  Mufe  forbears  to  tell  j  7$ 

Deep  was  her  anguilh,  but  me  bore  it  well. 

Vol.  I.  E  Wft 
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His  pain  was  equal,  but  his  virtue  lefs ;  , 

He  thought  in  grief  there  could  be  no«xceft. 

Penfive  he  fat,  o'ercaft  with  gloomy  care, 

And  often  fondly  clafp'd  his  anient  fair  j  So 

Now,  filent,  wander' d  through  his  rooms  of  ftatc, 

And  uckeu'd  at  their  pomp,  and  tax'd  his  fate; 

Which  thus  adora'd,  in  all  her  ihining  ftore, 

A  fplendid  wretch,  magnificently  poor. 

Now  on  the  bridal-bed  his  eyes  were  caft,  .85 

And  anguifti  fed  on  his  enjoyments  paft  $ 

Each  recollected  pleafure  made  him  fraart, 

And  every  tranfport  (tabb'd  him  to  the  heart. 

That  happy  moon,  which  fummon'd  to  delight, 
That  moon  which  fhone  on  his  dear  nuptial  night,       9* 
Which  faw  him  fold  her  yet  untafted  charms 
(Deny'd  to  princes)  in  his  longing  arms  5 
Now  fees  the  tranfient  blefling  fleet  away, 
Empire  and  Love !  the  vifion  of  a  day. 

Thus,  in  the  Britiih  clime,  a  fummer-ftorm  95 

Will  oft  the  fmUing  face  of  heaven  deform  j 
The  winds  with  violence  at  once  defcend, 
Sweep  flowers  and  fruits,  and  make  the  foreft  bend  $ 
A  fudden  winter,  while  the  fun  is  near, 
Overcomes  the  feafon,  and  inyerts  the  year.  100 

But  whither  is  the  captive  borne  away, 
The  beauteous  captive,  from  the  chearful  day  ? 
The  fcene  is  changed  indeed  5  before  her  eyes 
Ill-boding  looks  and  unknown  horrors  rife  : 
For  pomp  and  fplendor,  for  her  guard  and  crown*     105 
A  gloomy  dungeon,  and  a  keeper's  frown.; 

Black 
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Black  thoughts  each  morn  invade  the  Lover's  breaft, 
Each  night,  a  ruffian  locks  (he  Queen  to  reft. 

Ah  mournful  change,  if  judg'd  by  vulgar  minds  I 
But  Suffolk's  daughter  its  advantage  finds.  1 14 

Religion's  force  divine  is  beft  difplay'd 
In  deep  defertion  of  all  human  aid  : 
To  fuccour  in  extremes,  is  her  delight. 
And  chear  the  heart,  when  terror  ftrikes  the  &$&. 
We,  difbelieving  our  own  fenfes,  gaze,  11  j 

And  wonder  what  a  mortal's  heart  can  raife 
To  triumph  o'er  misfortunes,  fmile  in  grief, 
And  comfort  thofe  who  come  to  bring  relief": 
We  gaze ;  and  as  we  gaze,  wealth,  fame,  decay. 
And  all  the  world's  vain  glories  fade  away.  120 

Againff  her  cares  ihe  rais'd  a  dauntlefs  mind, 
And  with  an  ardent  heart,  but  moft  refign'd, 
Deep  in  the  dreadful  gloom,  with  pious  heat^ 
Amid  the  filence  of  her  dark  retreat, 
Addrefs'd  her  God—"  Almighty  Power  Divine  1    t  1 5 
"  'Tis  thine  to  raife,  and  to  deprefs,  is  Thine  5 
41  With  honour  to  light  up  the  name  unknown, 
"  Or  to  put  out  the  luftre  of  a  throne. 
"  In  my  fliort  fpan  both  fortunes  I  have  prov'd, 
4t  And  though  with  ill  frail  nature  will  be  mov'd,  1 30 
"  I'll  bear  it  well :  (O  ftrengthen  rae  to  bear !) 
"  And  if  my  piety  may  claim  thy  care  5 
*'  If  I  remember'd,  in  youth's  giddy  heat, 
"  And  tumult  of  a  court,  a  Future  State  5 
'*  O  favour,  when  thy  mercy  I  implore  13s 

"  For  one  who  never  guilty  fceptre  bore  I 

E  2  «  Twas 
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**  Twas  I  receiVd  the  crown  j  my  lord  is  free  • 

"  If  it  mull  falJ,  let  vengeance  fall  on  me* 

"  Let  him  furvive,  liis  country's  name  to  raile, 

f*  Ami  in  a  guilty  land  to  fpeak  Thy  praife  1  143 

-*  O  may  th'  indulgence  of  a.  father**  love, 

u  Pour-1*!  forth  on  me,  be  doubled  from  above? 

C{  If  theft  art  fafe,  I'll  think  my  prayers  lucceeo1, 

*(  Andblefs  thy  tender  mercies,  whilft  I  bleed/* 

*Twas  now  the  mournful  eve  before  that  day        14.5 
In  which  die  queen  to  her  full  wrath  gave  way  j 
Through  rigid  juftjee,  ruuVd  into  offence, 
And  dranl^  in  zeal  the  blood  of  innocence  1 
The  fun  went  down  in  clouds,  and  feemd  to  mourn 
The  fad  necefTity  of  bis  return  ;  150 

The  hollow  wjnd,  and  melancholy  rain, 
Or  did,  or  was  imaginTd  to,  complain  ; 
The  tapers  cafr.  an  inauipicious  light ; 
Start  there  were  none,  and  doubly  dark  the  night. 

Sweet  innocence  in  chains  can  take  her  reft  j         155 
Soft  number  gently  creeping  through  her  breaft, 
She  finks  j  and  in  her  fleep  is  re-inthron'd, 
Mocked  by  a  gaudy  dream,  and  vainly  crowned. 
She  view*  her  fleets  and  armies,  feas  and  land. 
And  ftretches  wide  her  fhadow  of  commands  16 

With  royal  purple  is  her  vifion  hung  ^ 
By  phantom  bolts  are  ihouts  of  conqueft  rung; 
Low  at  her  feet  the  fuppUant  rival  lies  j 
Our  prifoner  mourns  her  fate,  and  bids  her  rife* 

Now  level  beams  upon  the  waters  play'd,  165 

ClancM  on  the  hills,  and  weilwardcalt  the  ihadcj 
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The  bufy  trades  in  cities  had  began 
To  found,  and  fpeak  the  painful  life  of  man. 
In  tyrants  breafts  the  thoughts  of  vengeance  rouze, 
And  the  fond  bridegroom  turns  him  to  his  fpoufe.  170 
At  this  firft  birth  of  light,  while  morning  breaks, 
Our  fpoufelefs  bride,  our  widow'd  wife,  awakes ; 
Awakes,  and  fmiles;  nor  night's  impofture  blames; 
Her  real  pomps  were  little  more  than  dreams'} 
A  (hort-liv'd  blaze,  a  lightning  quickly  o'er,  175 

That  dy'd  in  birth,  that  fhone,  and  was  no  more ; 
She  turns  her  fide,  and  foon  refumes  a  ftate 
Of  mind,  well  fuited  to  her  alter'd  fate, 
Serene,  though  ferious  ;  when  dread  tidings  come 
(Ah  wretched  Guilford  !)  of  her  inftant doom.        180 
Sun,  hide  thy  beams ;  in  clouds  as  black  as  night 
Thy  face  involve  j  be  guiltlefs  of  the  fight  ; 
Or  hafte  more  fwiftly  to  the  weftern  main  j 
Nor  let  her  blood  the  confcious  day-light  (lain ! 

Oh  !  how  fevere  !  to  fall  fo  new  a  bride,  185 

Yet  blufhing  from  the  prieft,  in  youthful  pride  ; 
When  time  had  juft  matur'd  each  perfect  grace, 
And  open'd  all  the  wonders  of  her  face  I 
To  leave  her  Guilford  dead  to  all  relief % 
Fond  of  his  woe,  and  obftinate  in  grief.  190 

Unhappy  fair !  whatever  fancy  drew, 
(Vain  promisM  bleflings)  vanifh  from  her  view} 
No  train  of  chearful  days,  endearing  nights, 
No  lweet  domeftic  joys,  and  chafte  delights } 
Pleafures  that  bloflbm  ev'n  from  doubts  and  fears }  195 
And  blifs  and  rapture  rifmg  out  of  cares; 

E  3  No 
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Alas  1  misfortunes  travel  in  a  train, 

And  oft  in  life  form  one  perpetual  chain j 

Fear  buries  fear,  and  ills  on  ills  attend, 

Till  life  and  forrow  meet  one  common  end.  130 

She  thinks  that  fhe  has  nought  but  death  to  fear, 
And  death  is  conquer'd.    Worfe  than  death  is  near  i 
Her  rigid  trials  are  not  jet  complete  5, 
The  news  arrives  of  her  great  father's  fate. 
She  fees  his  hoary  head,  all  white  with  age,  arj  c 

A  victim  to  th'  offended  monarch's  rage. 
How  great  the  mercy,  had  (he  breath'd  her  lafr, 
Ere  the  dire  fentence  on  her  father  pail ! 

A  fonder  parent  nature  never  knew; 
And  as  his  age  increased,  his  fondnefs  grew.  240 

A  parent's  love  ne'er  better  was  beftowM  5 
The  pious  daughter  in  her  heart  overflowed. 
And  can  fhe  from  all  weaknefs  ftill  refrain  ? 
And  ftill  the  firmnefs  of  her  foul  maintain? 
Impoflible  \  a  figh  will  force  its  way  $  245 

One  patient  tear  her  mortal  birth  betray; 
She  fighs  and  weeps !  but  fo  fhe  weeps  and  fighs, 
As  filent  dews  defcend,  and  vapours  rife. 

Celeftial  Patience  !  how  doft  thou  defeat 
The  foe's  proud  menace,  and  elude  his  hate  ?  2  50 

While  Paflion  takes  his  part,  betrays  our  peace ; 
To  death  and  torture  fwells  each  flight  difgrace  5 
By  not  oppofing,  thou  doft  ills  deftroy, 
And  wear  thy  conquer'd  forrows  into  joy. 
Now/^tf  revolves  within  her  anxious  mind,  255 

What  woe  ftill  lingers  in  reierve  behind, 

E  4  Griefs 
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*  S;%  jvcutii  hones  ?  He  nos  in  fceptra  reponis  ?" 

Virg. 

HV  R  Guilford  qlafps  her,  beautiful  in  utath, 
And  with  a  kiis  recalls  her.  Meeting  bradi. 
iV  Mpcis  thus,  which  by  a  Hut  expire, 
,\  lighted  taper,  touch'd,  reitores  the  lire : 
She  reai'd  her  fwimming  eye,  ziid  .'aw  :hc  light,  j. 

And  Guilford  too,  or  ilie  had  loath  *d  rhe  light : 
\lcr  father's  death  ihebore,  deipis\i  liur  ^w.-. 
J>ut  now  flie  muft,  ihe  will,  have  leave  -jj  .rraan  : 
All  !  Guilford,  ihe  b-^gan,  -aid  would  '.yjlvc   u^ks  ; 
But  fobs  mlh'd  in,  and  even'  accent  jroKu:  ia 

Reafon  itfelf,  as  ^'jtts  ct  paiiion  Mew, 
Was  ruffled  in  the  tempt i:,  .-nu  wituurew. 

So  the  youth  I  Jit  his  .mtif?  :n  rhc  veil, 

Whtn  terns  upon  the  y:cii::i£  :iir.r::cs  :"til  : 

The  fcatter'd  featuies  :i;u   mo  dtcay.  t  j 

A :;d  rereading  circles  virove  :iis  rata  .iway. 

To  touch  tin.  lure  .uftrvtuns  .iiiu  -untroui 

tuudy  temper  ox"  :::-v  biavcit  .out, 

Wha* 
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What  with  affli&ed  beauty  can  compare, 

And  drop*  of  love  difblling  from  the  fair  ?  s» 

It  melts  us  down  $  our  pains  delight  beftow; 

And  we  with  fondnefs  languish  o'er  our  woe. 

This  Guilford  prov'd;  and,  with  ezcefs  of  pain, 
And  pleafure  too,  did  to  his  bofom  ftrain 
The  weeping  fair :  funk  deep  in  foft  defire,  ty 

Indulged  his  Ions,  and  nurs'd  the  raging  fire  i 
Then  tore  himfelf  away;  and,  ftanding  wide, 
As  fearing  a  relapfe  of  fondnefs,  cry'd, 
With  ill-dinembled  grief;  "  My  life,  forbear! 
a  You  wound  your  Guilford  with  each  cruel  tear:   30 
"  Did  you  not  chide  my  grief?  Reprefs  your  own  ; 
**  Nor  want  companion  for  your f elf  alone : 
u  Have  you  beheld,  how,  from  the  difhmt  main, 
u  The  thronging  waves  roll  on,  a-  numerous  train, 
"  And  foam,  and  bellow,  till  they  reach  the  {hore ;  35: 
M  There  burft  their  noify  pride,  and  are  no  more  ? 
u  Thus  the  fucceffive  flows  of  human  race, 
"  Chas'd  by  the  coming,  the  preceding  chafe; 
u  They  (bund,  and  fwell,  their  haughty  heads  they  rear ; 
"  Then  fall,  and  flatten,  break,  and  disappear.        40 
"  Life  is  a  forfeit  we  muft  fhortly  pay; 
li  And  where  *s  the  mighty  lucre  of  a  day  ? 
"  Why  fhould  you  mourn  my  fate  ?  *Tis  moft  unkind  ; 
u  Vcur  own  you  bore  with  an  unlhaken  mind  ; 
tt  And  which,  can  you  imagine,  was  the  dart  45 

u  That  drank  moft  blood,  funk  deepeft  in  my  heart  ? 
"  I  cannot  live  without  you ;  and  my  doom 
"  J  meet  with  joy,  to  /hare  one  common  tomb.— 

"  And 
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A  (cent,  that  would  hare  damp  d  with  rifing  cues* 
And  quite  extinguilh'd,  every  lore  but  theirs*  £• 

What  can  they  do  ?  They  fix  their  mournful  tytj— 
Then  Guilford,  thus  abruptly-;  "  I  deipue 
**  An  empire  loft;  I  fling  away  the  crown  ; 

Numbers  hare  laid  that  bright  delnfion  down  ; 

But  where  *s  the  Charles,  or  Diodefian  where,     S5 

Could  quit  the  blooming,  wedded,  weeping  fair? 

Oh!  to  dwdl  ever  on  thy  lip !  to  ftand 

In  full  pofleffion  of  thy  fhowy  hand! 

Andy  through  th*  undoudod  cryflal  of  thine  eye, 

The  heavenly  treafures  of  the  mind  to  fpy !  00 

Till  rapture  reafon  happily  deftroys, 

And  my  foul  wanders  through  immortal  joys ! 

Give  me  the  world,  and  alk  me,  Where  *s  my  blift  ? 

I  clafp  thee  to  my  breaft,  and  anfwcr,  Tbu. 

And  fliall  the  grave"— He  groans,  and  can  no  more  $95 
But  all  her  charms  in  filence  traces  o'er  ; 
Her  lip,  her  cheek,  and  eye,  to  wonder  wrought; 
And,  wondering,  fees,  in  fad  pre/aging  thought, 
From  that  fair  neck,  that  world  of  beauty  fall, 
And  roll  along  the  duft,  a  ghaftly  ball !  100 

Oh  !  let  thofe  tremble,  who  are  greatly  blefs'd  ! 
For  who,  but  Guilford,  could  be  thus  diitrtiVd  ? 
Come  hither,  all  you  Happy,  all  you  Great, 
From  flowery  meadows,  and  from  rooms  of  ftate  5 
Nor  think  I  call,  your  pleafures  to  deftroy,  105 

But  to  refine,  and  to  exalt  your  joy : 
Weep  not;  but,  fmiling,  fix  your  ardent  care 
Onnohkr  nn  the  Brave  or  Fair. 


.   ...«s.  til: 

-*..-A--i*s.      .U;I1:   .        I 

.      •      .*     .'tZui-     Wife-, 

'-■ =.  ■«Ur> 

I 

- *  :*uiiinat 


.:^    *«:, 


1 

i  - 


... :->    *ji     :lc    p^oc   JV.-JJC 

Thu  ,-. -*        •  .irnuVi*.::  tic  TUIt  JC  5toff» 

\ud  it .. -  ,  . -•  >.<>4if .  -ui  giu"?  uiu rioter* ittom. 


FORCE  OF  RELIGION,  Book  U.    *t 
Ye  blefied  Spirits  1  now  your  charge  fuftain  5 
The  paft  was  eafe ;  now  jtrft  flic  fuffers  pain.  14a 

Muft  (he  pronounce  her  father's  death  ?  muft  (he 
Bid  Guilford  bleed  ?— It  muft  not,  cannot,  be. 
It  cannot  be !  Sat  'tis  the  Christian's  praife* 
Above  inipoffibilities  to  raife 

The  weakneft  of  our  nature  j  and  deride  14.1 

Of  vain  philoibphy  the  boafted  pride. 
What  though  our  feeble  finews  (carce  impart 
A  moment's  fwiftnefs  to  the  feather'd  dart; 
Though  tainted  air  our  vigorous  ^Mrtfr  can  break. 
And  a  chill  blaft  the  hardy  warrior  (hake,  *$• 

Yet  are  we  ftrong :  Hear  the  loud  tempeft  roar 
From  eaft  to  weft,  and  call  us  weak  no  more) 
The  lightning's  unrefifted  force  proclaims 
Our  might  j  and  thunders  raife  our  humble  names  \ 
'Tis  our  Jehovah  fills  the  heavens ;  as  long  1 55 

As  He  (hall  reign  Almighty,  We  are  ftrong: 
We,  by  devotion,  borrow  from  his  throne  5 
And  almoft  make  Omnipotence  our  own : 
We  force  the  gates  of  heaven,  by  fervent  prayer  j 
And  call  forth  triumph  out  of  marts  defpair.  160 

Our  lovely  mourner,  kneeling,  lifts  her  eyes 
And  bleeding  heart,  in  filence,  to  the  ikies, 
Devoutly  (ad— Then,  brightening,  like  the  day, 
When  fudden  winds  (weep  fcatter'd  clouds  away, 
Shining  in  majefty,  till  now  unknown  $  165 

And  breathing  life  and  fpirit  fcarce  her  own  j 
She,  rifing,  (peaks  $  "  Jf  thefe  the  terms  " 

Here, 
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Here,  Guilford,  cruel  Guilford,  (barbarous  man  I 
Is  this  thy  love  ?)  as  fwift  as  lightning  ran  ; 
O'erwhefafd  her  with  tempeftuous  forrow  fraught,    1 70 
And  Aided,  in  its  birth,  the  mighty  thought; 
Then  burfting  frelh  into  a  flood  of  tears, 
Fierce,  refolute,  delirious  with  his  fears ; 
His  fears  for  her  alone  :  he  beat  his  breaft, 
And  thus  the  fervour  ef  his  foul  expreft  :  175 

u  Oh  !  let  thy  thought  o'er  our  paft  converfe  rove, 
'  And  (hew  one  moment  uninflam'd  with  love  I 
'  Oh !  if  thy  kindnefs  can  no  longer  laft, 
"  In  pity  to  thyfelf,  forget  the  paft ! 
"  Elfe  wilt  thou  never,  void  of  fhame  and  fear,     180 

Pronounce  bis  doom,  whom  thou  haft  held  fo  dear* 
"  Thou  who  haft  took  me  to  thy  arms,  and  fwore 
Empires  were  vile,  and  Fate  could  give  no  more ; 
'  That  to  continue,  was  its  utmoft  power, 
;<  And  make  the  future  like  the  prefent  hour.  1 85 

'  Now  call  a  ruffian  j  bid  his  cruel  fword 
1  Lay  wide  the  bofora  of  thy  worthlefs  lord ; 
'  Transfix  his  heart  (fince  you  its  love  difclaim), 
4  And  ftain  his  honour  with  a  Traitor's  name. 
c  This  might  perhaps  be  borne  without  remorfej     190 
f  But  fure  a  father's  pangs  will  have  their  force  ! 
'  Shall  his  good  age,  fo  near  its  journey's  end, 
'  Through  cruel  torment  to  the  grave  defcend  ? 
f.His  (hallow  blood  all  iflue  at  a  wound, 
'«  Warn  a  flave's  feet,  and  fmoak  upon  the  ground  ?  195 
f  But  he  to  you  has  ever  been  fevere;  » 

Then  take  you*  vengeance"— Suffolk  now  drew  neaf ; 

Bending 
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Bending  beneath  the  burden  of  his  care  ,♦ 

His  robes  negle&ed,  and  his  head  was  bare ; 

Decrepit  winter,  in  the  yearly  ring,  200 

Thus  (lowly  creeps,  to  meet  the  blooming  fpring  : 

Downward  he  caft  a  melancholy  look ; 

Thrice  turned,  to  hide  his  grief;  than  faintly  fpoke, 

"  Now  deep  in  years,  and  forward  in  decay, 

"  That  ax  can  only  rob  me  of  a  day;  205 

"  For  tbeey  my  foul's  defire !  I  can't  refrain ; 

M  And  (hall  my  tears,  my  laft  tears,  flow  in  vain  ? 

"  When  you  (hall  know  a  mother's  tender  name, 

"  My  heart's  diftrefs  no  longer  will  you  blame." 

At  this,  afar  his  burning  groans  were  heard  ;  210 

The  tears  ran  trickling  down  his  (ilver  beard  : 

He  fhatch'd  her  hand,  which  to  his  lips  he  preft, 

And  bid  her  plant  a  dagger  in  his  breaft ; 

Then,  finking,  call'd  her  piety  unjuft, 

Ar.d  foil'd  his  hoary  temples  in  the  duft.  215 

Hard-hearted  men!  will  you  no  mercy  know? 
Has  the  Queen  briVd  you  to  diftrefs  her  foe  ? 
O  weak  dtierters  to  misfortune's  part, 
By  falfe  affection  thus  to  pierce  her  heart ! 
When  me  had  foar'd,  to  let  your  arrows  fly,  22 • 

And  fetch  her  bleeding  from  the  middle  Iky ! 
And  can  her  virtue,  fpringing  from  the  ground, 
Her  flight  recover,  and  difdain  the  wound, 
When  cleaving  love,  and  human  intereft,  bind 
The  broken  force  of  her  afpiring  mind  ;  225 

A*  round  the  generous  eagle,  which  in  vain 
Exerts  her  ftrength,  the  ferpent  wreaths  his  train, 

Vol.  I.  F  Her 
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Her  ftraggling  *»2»g5  ectangles,  cxaiing  piies 
Hit  poiibnoa*  tail,  and  fcizgs  her  a*  &e  £ies  ! 

While yctthe blow  sfr&  dreadful  weignt  me feds,  230 
.And  win  u^s  force  her  resolution  reds, 
Large  doors,  unfolding  with  a  mournful  found, 
To  view  difcorer,  weltering  on  the  ground, 
Three  beadlefs  trunks,  of  thole  whole  arms  maintained, 
And  in  her  wars  immortal  glory  gaufd;  235 

The  lifted  ax  afEur'd  herready  doom. 
And  filent  momneis  fadden'd  all  die  room. 
Shall  I  proceed  ?  or  here  break  off  my  tale  ? 
Nor  troths,  to  ftagger  human  faith,  reveal. 

She  met  this  utmoft  malice  of  her  fate  140 

With  ChrifKan  dignity,  and  pious  ftate  : 
The  beating  ftoraTs  propitious  rage  me  bleft, 
And  all  the  rzzrtyr  triuniph'd  in  her  breaft  : 
Her  lard  zn  I  father,  for  a  moment's  fpace, 
She  ftrictl v  folded  in  her  fort  embrace !  245 

Then  thus  the  fpoke,  while  angels  heard  on  high, 
And  iudden  gladnefs  finil'd  along  the  fky  : 

"  Your  over-fondnefs  has  not  mov'd  my  hate ; 
"  I  am  well  pleas'd  you  make  my  death  fo  great ; 
"  I  joy  I  cannot  fave  you  5  and  have  given  250 

*'  Two  lives,  much  diarer  than  my  own  to  heaven, 
"  If  fo  the  Queen  decrees  *  : — But  I  have  caufe 
"  To  hope  my  blood  will  fatisfy  the  laws  ; 
"  And  there  is  mercy  ftili,  for  you,  in  ftore : 
"  With  me  the  bitternefs  of  death  is  o'er.  155 

«  He 
*  Here  ihe  embraces  them. 
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m  He  (hot  his  fting  in  that  farewel-embrace  ; 

««  And  all,  that  is  to  come,  is  joy  and  peace. 

"  Then  let  miftaken  forrow  be  (uppreft, 

u  Nor  feem  to  envy  my  approaching  reft." 

Then,  turning  to  the  minifters  of  fate,  s6o 

She,  fmiling,  fays,  "  My  victory's  complete  i 

"  And  tell  your  Queen,  I  thank  her  for  the  blow, 

"  And  grieve  my  gratitude  I  cannot  (how : 

"  A  poor  return  I  leave  in  England's  crown, 

"  For  everlafb'ng  pleafure,  and  renown :  265 

"  Her  guilt  alone  allays  this  happy  hour; 

"  Her  guilt— the  only  vengeance  in  her  power." 

Not  Rome,  untouched  with  forrow,  heard  her  (ate; 
And  fierce  Maria  pity'd  her  too  late. 
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PREFACE. 


THESE  Satires  hare  been  faTonrably  iccemd  at 
home  and  abroad.  I  am  not  comJboos  of  the 
leaft  malerolence  to  any  particular  person  ihiwgh  afl 
the  characters  j  though  (bme  persons  may  be  so  senssn, 
2*  to  engrots  a  general  application  to  the  myites,  A 
writer  in  polite  letters  mould  be  content  with  fipuU  ■ 
uon  ;  the  private  anmfement  he  finds  in  his  cunifiofi 
dons  j  the  good  influence  they  hare  oo  his  ftwmr  An* 
dies;  that  adrniffion  they  give  him  to  his  Inferior*  g 
and  the  poiEble  good  eflfeft  they  may  hare  en  the  pub- 
lic ;  or  effe  he  fcculd  join  to  hi*  poiitenek  feme  more 
lucrative  qualification. 

But  it  is  poffible,  that  Satire  may  not  do  much  good  s 
men  may  rile  in  their  affections  to  their  follies,  as  they 
do  to  their  friend*,  when  they  are  abided  by  others  :  It 
it  much  to  he  feared,  that  misconduct  will  never  be 
chafed  out  of  the  world  by  Satire ;  all  therefore  that  is 
to  be  did  for  it,  is,  that  mifcondoct  will  certamfy  be 
sever  chafed  oat  of  the  world  by  Satire,  if  no  Satires 
ire  written  :  nor  is  that  term  ^inapplicable  to  graver 
cuspofitiont.  Ethics,  Heathen  and  Chriftian,  and  the 
Scriptures  themfflves,  are,  in  a  great  raeafure,  a  Satire 
<*  the  weakness  and  iniquity  of  men ;  and  feme  port 
«"  that  Satire  is  in  verie  too  :  nay,  in  the  firft  Ages, 
F+  FnilofofH? 
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Philofophy  and  Poetry  were  the  fame  thing;  wifdom 
wore  no  other  drefs  :  fo  that,  I  hope,  thefe  Satires  will 
be  the  more  eafily  pardoned  that  misfortune  by  the  fe- 
vere.  If  they  like  not  the  fafhion,  let  them  take  them 
by  the  weight  5  for  fome  weight  they  have,  or  the  au- 
thor has  failed  in  his  aim.  Nay,  Hiftorians  themfelves 
may  be  confidered  as  Satirifts,  and  Satirifts  moft  fevere  j 
fince  fuch  are  moft  human  actions,  that  to  relate  is  to 
expofe  them. 

No  man  can  converfe  much  in  the  world,  but,  at 
what  he  meets  with,  he  muft  either  be  infenfible,  or 
grieve,  or  be  angry,  or  fmile.  Some  pafiion  (if  we  are 
not  impaffive)  muft  be  moved  j  for  the  general  conduct 
of  mankind  is  by  no  means  a  thing  indifferent  to  a  rea- 
fonable  and  virtuous  man.  Now  to  fmile  at  it,  and 
turn  it  into  ridicule,  I  think  moft  eligible ;  as  it  hurts 
ourfelves  leaft,  and  gives  vice  and  folly  the  greateft  of- 
fence :  and  that  for  this  reafon  j  becaufe  what  men 
aim  at  by  them,  is,  generally,  public  opinion  and 
cfteemj  which  truth  is  the  fubjeft  of  the  following 
Satires ;  and  joins  them  together,  as  feveral  branches 
from  the  fame  root :  an  unity  of  defign,  which  has 
not,  I  think,  in  a  fet  of  fatires,  been  attempted 
before. 

Laughing  at  the  mifconducl  of  the  world,  will,  in  a 
great  mealure,  t/.ife  us  of  any  more  difagreeable  paflion 
about  it.  One  paflion  is  more  effectually  driven  out 
by  another,  than  by  reafon ;  whatever  fome  may  teach : 
For  to  reafon  wo  owe  our  paifions ;  had  we  not  reafon, 

we 
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we  mould  not  be  offended  at  what  we  find  amifs :  and 
the  Caufe  feems  not  to  be  the  natural  cure  of  any 
Effea. 

Moreover,  Laughing  Satire  bids  the  faireft  for  fuc- 
cefs  :  the  world  is  too  proud  to  be  fond  of  a  ferious 
tutor ;  and  when  an  Author  is  in  a  pafiion,  the  laugh, 
generally,  as  in  converfation,  turns  againft  him.  This 
kind  of  Satire  only  has  any  delicacy  in  it.  Of  this 
delicacy  Horace  is  the  beft  matter:  he  appears  in  good 
humour  while  he  cenfures  5  and  therefore  his  cenfure 
has  the  more  weight,  as  fuppofed  to  proceed  from  judg- 
ment, not  from  paflion.  Juvenal  is  ever  in  a  paflion  : 
He  has  little  valuable  but  his  eloquence  and  morality : 
The  laft  of  which  I  have  had  in  my  eye  5  but  rather 
for  emulation,  than  imitation,  through  my  whole, 
work. 

But  though  I  comparatively  condemn  Juvenal,  in 
part  of  the  fixth  Satire  (where  the  occafion  moft  requir- 
ed it),  I  endeavoured  to  touch  on  his  manner ;  but  was 
forced  to  quit  it  foon,  as  difagreeable  to  the  writer,  and 
reader  too.  Boileau  has  joined  both  the  Roman  Satirifts 
with  great  fuccefs ;  but  has  too  much  of  Juvenal  in  his 
very  ferious  Satire  on  Woman,  which  mould  have  been 
the  gayeft  of  all.  An  excellent  critic  of  our  own  com- 
mends Boileau's  clofenefs,  or,  as  he  calls  it,  prejfnefs% 
particularly ;  whereas,  it  appears  to  me,  that  repetition 
is  his  fault,  if  any  fault  mould  be  imputed  to  him. 

There  are  fome  profe  Satirifts  of  the  greateft  delicacy 
and  wit  j  the  laft  of  which  can  never,  or  fhould  never, 

fuccetd 
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I u cecal  without  the  former.  An  Author  without  it, 
K'truys  too  great  a  contempt  for  mankind,  xnd  opinion 
of  himfclf  j  which  are  bad  advocates  for  reputation  and 
luccefs.  What  a  difference  is  there  between  the  merit, 
if  not  the  <wit,  of  Cervantes  and  Rabelais !  The  lalt  has 
a  particular  art  of  throwing  a  great  deal  of  genius  and 
learning  into  frolic  and  jett 5  but  the  genius  and  the 
fchqjar  is  all  you  can  admire  ;  you  want  the  gentleman 
to  converfe  with  in  him  :  he  is  like  a  criminal  who  re- 
ceives his  life  for  fome  fervice*  j  you  commend,  but  you 
pardon  too.  Indecency  offends  our  pride,  as  men; 
and  our  unaffected  taftc,  as  judges  of  compofition : 
Nature  has  wifely  formed  us  with  an  averfion  to  it ; 
and  he  that  fucceeds  in  fpight  of  it  is,  *  "  aliena 
*'  venia,  quam  fua  providentia  tutior." 

Such  wits,  like  faiie  oracles  of  old  (which  were  wits 
and  cheats),  mould  let  up  for  reputation  among  the 
itcaky  in  fome  Bceoua,  which  was  the  land  of  oracles ; 
for  the  wife  will  hold  them  in  contempt.  Some  wits 
too,  like  oracles,  deal  in  ambighitus ;  but  not  with 
equal  fuccefs  :  for  though  ambiguities  are  the  fa-Jf  ex- 
cellence of  an  impoiior,  they  are  the  loft  of  a  wit. 

Some  fatirical  wits  and  humcuriirs,  like  their  father 
Lucian,  laugh  at  every  ;hing  indilcrirainateJy  $  which 
betrays  fuch  a  poverty  of  wit,  as  cannot  afford  to  part 
with  any  thing ;  and  luch  a  want  of  virtue,  as  to  poft- 
Done  it  to  a  jelL     Such  writers  encourage  vice  and  folly* 

which 
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which  they  frrettnd  to  Combat*  by  Jetting  tbtnrtn  an 
6|ual  foot  with  better  things  :  and  while  they  labour 
to  bring  every  thing  into  contempt,  how  €an  they  ex- 
pea  their  own  parts  fhould  efcape?  Some  French  wri- 
ters  particularly,  are  guilty  of  this  in  matters  of  the 
laft  confequence ;  and  fome  of  our  own.  They  that 
are  for  leflening  the  true  dignity  of  mankind,  are  not 
fare  of  being  fuccefsful,  but  with  regard  to  one  indivi- 
dual in  it.  It  is  this  conduit  that  juftly  makes  a  Wit 
a  term  of  reproach. 

Which  puts  me  mind  of  Plato's  fable  of  the  birth 
of  Love  ;  one  of  the  prettied  fables  of  all  antiquity  j 
which  will  hold  likewife  with  regard  to  modern  Poetry, 
Lore,  fays  he,  is  the  fon  of  the  goddefs  Poverty,  and 
the  god  of  Riches:  he  has  from  his  father  his  daring 
genius  j  his  elevation  of  thought ;  his  building  caftles 
in  the  air,  his  prodigality;  his  neglect  of  things  feri- 
ous  and  ufeful ;  his  vain  opinion  of  his  own  merit  j 
and  his  affectation  of  preference  and  diftin&ion  :  from 
his  mother  he  inherits  his  indigence,  which  makes  him  a 
conftant  beggar  of  favours  ;  that  importunity  with 
which  he  begs;  his  flattery;  his  fervility;  his  fear  of 
being  defpifed,  which  is  infeparable  from  him.  This 
addition  may  be  made ;  was.  That  Poetry,  like  Love, 
it  a  little  iubjeft  to  hlindnefs,  which  makes  her  miftake 
her  way  to  preferments  and  honours  ;  that  (he  has  her 
fatirical  quiver;  and,  laftly,  that  (he  retains  a  dutiful 
admiration  of  her  father's  family;  but  divides  her 
favours,  and  generally  lives  with  her  mother's  rela- 
tions. 

However, 
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However,  this  is  not  neceffity,  but  choice :  were- 
Wifdom  her  governefs,  ihe  might  have  much  more  of 
the  father  than  the  mother ;  efpecially  in  fuch  an  age 
as  this,  which  fhews  a  due  paffion  for  her  charms. 
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SATIRE       I. 

T  O 

HIS  GRACE  THE  DUKE  OF  DORSET. 

"  — -Tanto  major  Famae  fitis  eft,  quam 

"  Virtutis."  Juv.  Sat.  x. 

MY  verfe  is  Satire;  Dorfet,  lend  your  ear, 
And  patronize  a  Mufe  you  cannot  fear. 
To  poets  facred  is  a  Dorfefs  name  : 
Their  wonted  paflport  through  the  gates  of  fame; 
It  bribes  the  partial  reader  into  praife,  5 

And  throws  a  glory  round  the  ihelter'd  lays  : 
The  dazzled  judgment  fewer  faults  can  fee, 
And  gives  applaufe  to  Blackmore,  or  to  me. 
But  you  decline  the  miftrefs  we  purfue ; 
Others  are  fond  of  Fame,  but  Fame  of  you.  10 

Inftru&ive  Satire,  true  to  virtue's  caufe  ! 
Thou  mining  fupflement  of  public  laws  I 
When  flattered  crimes  of  a  licentious  age 
Reproach  our  filence,  and  demand  our  rage  5 
When  purchased  follies,  from  each  diftant  land,  15 

Like  arts,  improve  in  Britain's  (kilful  hand ; 
When  the  Law  (hews  her  teeth,  but  dares  not  bite, 
And  South  -fea  treafures  are  not  brought  to  light ; 
When  Churchmen  Scripture  for  the  Claflics  quit, 
Polite  apoftates  from  God's  grace  to  Wit ;  *o 

When  men  grow  great  from  their  revenue  Jj>etlt, 
And  fly  from  bailiffs  into  parliament ; 

VAvcm 
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.    .,  ..        ...  -.  ..■  >«s  out  L'wir  i'core, 

« ^^  .'*.-..   :*.«.  .ciwngs  of  a  whores 

.• ". ' ■:•:% » : »"    "^ ■  ■  • %*  "Ul  Jhc»ue;>  ^^e  tneie  >ncrea^e>   *S 
v       2V^o  ■  ■»'<  ■»■£"•  ■»n*l  Ceniure  ceafe  ? 

v-x*:;  *W».     «  l«*w»  turn  wrong  to  right, 
x      .  ,v  -,  *.  .*  ">  ^."h  an  JEthiop  white, 
v.       .  ., x  \-.=.,/.ci*  wretch  for  nature's  boaft, 
. *■.      v.      ■•  -  v  chines,  as  trophies  on  a  poft  f  30 

,  .,.■  v.  s^uence  her  colours  fpread, 
^  v  -..■«■    vOi  on  the  wealthy  dead  ? 

.■v.x  *uile  ou  luch  iUuftrious  days, 
.;»•  ■,:  \\\\\\  nothing— but  their  praife  ? 
•'i  i.»     '..-.iX-is  Pope,  who  leads  the  tuneful  train,  35 
\. .   v-.  %  ;hui  \  li  cue,  which  he  loves,  complain  ? 
•u.    s,  '.Vact.  Drjdcii,  Kocholter,  are  dead, 
...    ;u   in  chief  foe,  in  Addiibn,  is  fled; 
.    .  ,l-,  i»-%  who,  crownM  with  laurels,  fairly  won, 
^. .  \  :m£  ;u  the  goal,  while  others  run,  4.0 

..  ■•    .  not  write;  and  (more  provoking  (till!) 
*  -   „o%'.<  '   he  will  not  write,  and  Maevius  will. 

Ws.>\  JiLrivLc,  what  author  lhall  we  find, 
'•-s»wil\  daring,  :uui  feverely  kind, 
■  V  courtly  *  Roman's  lhining  path  to  tread,  45 

V  id  ihsiply  miU  prevailing  folly  dead? 
**  *ii  no  luperior  genius  match  the  quill, 

V  »»l  u\c  iiie,  on  the  brink,  from  writing  ill  ? 

1  tU'ii^h  vain  the  rhitc,  I'll  ltrive  my  voice  to  raiie. 
^  lui  will  not  men  attempt  for  facreU  praife  f  50 

The 
*  Horace. 
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The  Love  of  Prsii/e,  fcowe'er  conoeaTd  by  art, 
Reigns,  more  or  left,  and  glows,  in  emery  heart  4 
The  proud,  to  gain  it,  toils  on  toils  endure  $ 
The  modeft  fhun-it,  hot  to  make  it  fure. 
O'er  globes,  and  fceptres,  now  on  .thrones  it  fWelb;  55 
Now,  trims  the  midnight  lamp  in  college  cells : 
'Tis  Tory,  Whig;  it  plots,  frays,  preaches,  pleads, 
Harangues  in  Senates,  iqueaks  in  Mafquerades. 
Here,  to  Steele's  humour  -makes  a  hold  pretence,; 
There,  bolder,  aims  at  Pulteney's  eloquence.  .  6% 

It  aids  the  dancer's  heel,  the  writer's  head, 
And  heaps  the  plain  with  mountains  a£  the  dead.j 
Nor  ends  with  life ;  but  nods  in  fable  phones* 
Adorns  our  bearfe,  and  flatters  on  our  tombs. 

'What  is  not  proud?  The  pimp  is  proud  to  fee       45 
So  many  like  himfelf  in  -high  degree : 
The  ivbore  is  proud  her  beauties  are  the  dread 
Of  peevifli  virtue  and  the  marriage-bed  5 
And  the  bribed  cuckold,  like  crown'd  vi&ims  born 
To  daughter,  glories  in  his  gilded  horn.  70 

Some  go  to  church,  proud  humbly  to  repent, 
And  come  back  much  more  guilty  than  they  went : 
One  way  they  look,  another  way  they  fleer, 
Pray  to  the  gods,  but  would  have  mortals  hear  j 
And  when  their  fins  they  fet  (incerely  down,  ^5 

They  *11  find  that  their  religion  has  been  one. 

Others  with  wifliful  eyes  on  glory  look, 
When  they  have  got  their  piSure  towards  a  book: 
Or  pompous  title,  like  a  gaudy  fign, 
Meant  to  betray  dull  fots  to  wretched  wine.  Ho 
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If  at  his  title  T  had  dropt  his  quill, 

T'      i      might  have  pafs'd  for  a  great  genius  dill. 

But  T     '      alas  1  (excufe  him,  if  you  can) 

Is  now  a.fcribbler>  who  was  once  a  man* 

Imperious  fome  a  clzffic  fame  demand,  85 

For  heaping  up,  with  a  laborious  hand, 

A  waggon-load  of  meanings  for  one  word, 

While  A's  deposed,  and  B  with  pomp  reftor'd. 

Some,  for  renown,  on  fcraps  of  learning  doaft 
And  think  they  grow  immortal  as  they  quote.  90 

To  patch-work  learn'd  quotations  are  ally'd ; 
Bothftrive  to  make  owe  poverty  our  pride* 

On  glafi  how  witty  i6  a  noble  peer ! 
Did  ever  diamond  coft  a  man  fo  dear  ? 

Polite  difeafes  make  fome  ideots  <vain  ;  95 

Whifch,  if  unfortunately  well,  they  feign. 

Of  folly,  vice,  difeaie,  men  proud  we  fee ; 
And  (ftranger  ftill!)  of  blockheads*  flattery; 
Whofe  praife  defames  j  as  if  a  fool  mould  mean, 
By  fpitting  on  your  face,  to  make  it  clean.  100 

Nor  is  't  enough  all  hearts  are  fwoln  with  pride. 
Her- power  is  mighty,  as  her  realm  is  wide. 
What  can  fhe  not  perform  ?  The  Love  of  Fame 
Made  bold  Alphonfus  his  Creator  blame  : 
Empedocles  hurl'd  down  the  burning  deep  :  105 

And  (ftronger  ftill !)  made  Alexander  weep. 
Nay,  it  holds  Delia  from  a  fecond  bed, 
Though  her  lov'd  lord  has  four  half-months  been  dead. 

This  paflion  with  a  pimple  have  I  feen 
Retard  a  caufe,  and  give  a  judge  the  fpleen.  1 10 
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By  this  infpir'd  (O  ne'er  to  be  forgot !) 

Some  lords  have  learn'd  to  fpell,  and  fome  to  kmi. 

It  makes  .Globofe  a  fpeaker  in  the  houfe  ; 

He  hems,  and  is  delivered  of  his  moufe. 

It  makes  dear  f elf  on  well-bred  tongues  prevail,      tif 

And  I  the  little  hero  of  each  tale. 

Sick  with  the  Love  of  Fame,  what  throngs  pour  in, 

Unpeople  court,  and  leave  ihefenate  thin  ? 

My  growing  fubje&  feems  but  juft  begun, 

And,  chariot-like,  I  kindle  as  I  run.  lao 

Aid  me,  great  Homer!  with  thy  epic  rules, 
To  take  a  catalogue  of  Britiih  fools. 
Satire  !  had  I  thy  Dorfet's  force  divine, 
A  knave  or. fool  mould  perifli  in  each  line; 
Though  for  the  firft  all  Weftminfterfliould  plead,    125 
And  for  the  laft  all  Grefham  intercede. 

Begin.     Who  firft  the  catalogue  mail  .grace  ? 
To  quality  belongs  the  higheft  place. 
My  lord  comes  forward ,  forward  let  him  come ! 
Ye  vulgar  \  at  your  peril,  give  him  room  :  1 30 

He  (lands  for  fame  on  his  forefathers'  feet, 
By  heraldry,  prov'd  valiant  or  difcreet. 
With  what  a  decent  pride  he  throws  his  eyes 
Above  the  man  by  three  defcents  lefs  wife ! 
If  virtues  at  his  noble  hands  you  crave,  133 

You  bid  him  raife  his  father's  from  the  grave. 
Men  mould  pfefs  forward  in  fame's  glorious  chacej 
Nobles  look  backward,  and  fo  lofe  the  race. 

Let  high  birth  triumph  !  What  can  be  more  great  ? 
Nothing — but  merit  in  a  low  eftate.  1^0 

Vol.  J.  G  To 
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To  virtue**  humblcft  fon  let  none  prefer 

Vice,  though  descended  from  the  Conqueror. 

Shall  men,  like  JSgutvs,  pafs  for  high,  or  baft, 

Slight,  or  important,  only  by  their  place  ? 

Titles  are  marks  of  htneft  men,  and  wife  $  145 

The  fool,  or  knave,  that  wean  a  title,  lyes. 

They  that  on  glorious  ancestors  enlarge, 
Produce  their  debt,  inftead  of  their  Sfcbarge. 
Dorfct,  let  thofe  who  proudly  boaft  their  line, 
Like  thee,  in  worth  hereditary,  mine.  150 

Vain  as  falfV  greatnefs  is,  the  Mufe  muft  own 
We  want  not  fools  to  buy  that  Briftol  ftone. 
Mean  fons  of  earthy  who,  on  a  South -fea  tide 
Of  full  fucceft,  fwam  into  wealth  and  pride. 
Knock  with  a  purfe  of  gold  at  Anftis*  gate,  155 

And  beg  to  be  defcended  from  the  great. 

When  men  of  infamy  to  grandeur  foar, 
They  light  a  torch  to  fhew  their  fhame  the  more. 
Thofe  governments  which  curb  not  evils,  caufe  J 
And  a  rich  knave  *$  a  libel  on  our  laws.  j6o 

Belus  with  folid  glory  will  be  crown'd ; 
He  buys  no  phantom,  no  vain  empty  found 5 
But  builds  himfelf  a  name ;  and,  to  be  great, 
Sinks  in  a  quarry  an  immenfe  eftate ! 
In  coft  and  grandeur,  Chandos  he'll  out-do ;  165 

And,  Burlington,  thy  tafte  is  not  fo  true. 
The  pile  is  finiuVd;  every  toil  is  paftj 
And  full  perfection  is  arriv'd  at  laftj 
When,  lo !  my  lord  to  fome  finall  corner  runs, 
And  Jeaves  date-rooms  to  Grangers  and  to  duns.      170 

The 
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The  man  who  builds,  and  wants  wherewith  to  pay,, 
Provides  a  home  from  which  to  run  away* 
In  Britain,  what  is  many  a  krdiy  feat, 
Butadi&hargemfuU£araA4bser  ' 

In  finaller  compafi  lies  Pygmalion's  lame?  1751 

Not  domes,  but  antique  ftataeg,  are  hi*  flam*  * 
Not  Fountaine's  felf  more  Parian  charms  has  known  ; 
Nor  is  good  Pembroke  more  in  love  with  ftone. 
The  bailhTs  come  (rude  men  propkanely  bold!) 
And  bid  him  turn  his  Venus  into  gold.  xto. 

"  No,  firs,  he  cries;  I'll  fboner-  rot  in  jail  3 
«  Shall  Grecian  arts  be  trucked  for  EngHffc  bad  r 
Such  beads  might  make  their  vary  bujh's  laughs 
His  daughter  ftarves;  but  *  Cleopatra  *s  fafe* 

Men,  overloaded  with  a  large  eftate,  if  5" 

May  fpill  their  treafiive  in  a  nice  conceit : 
The  rich  may  be  polite;  but,  oh  !  'tis  fad 
To  fay  you  *»  curious,  when  we  rwear  you  're  mad. 
By  your  revenue  meafure  your  expence; 
And  to  your  funds  und  acres  join  yowfenfe*  19s* 

No  man  is  bleft'd  by  accident'  orguefs  j 
Trtie  ivifdom  is  the  price  of  bapfitufs : 
Yet  few  without  long  difcipline  are  iagej 
And  our  joutb  only  lays  up  ugh$  for  age* 
But  how,  my  Mafe,  canft  thon  *e£ft  £».  long  *9  J- 

The  bright  temptation  of  the  Courtly  throng, 
Thy  moft  inviting  theme  >  The  court  affords 
Much  food  for  fatirej— it  abounds  in  lords* 

G  2  "  What 

*  A  famous  ifafne. 
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*'.  WJiat  lords  are  thdfe  faluting  with  a  grin •?'* 

One  is  juft  out,  and  one  as  lately  in,  200 

"  How  comes  it.then  to  pafs  we  fee  prefide 

u  On  both  their  brows  an  equal  (hare  of  pride  f 

$ride,  that  impartial  paffion,  reigns  through  all, 

Attends  our  glory,  nor  deferts  our  fall. 

A*  in  its  home  it  triumphs  in  high  place >  105 

And  frowns  a  haughty  exile  in  difgrace. 

Some  lords  it  bids  admire  their  wands  fo  white, 

Which  bloom,  like  Aaron's,  to  their  ravifh'd  fight-; 

.Some  lords  it  bid* rejig*}  and  turns  their  wands, 

Like'Mofes',  into  ferpents  in  their  hands.  210 

Thefe  fink,  as  diyers,  for  renown ;  and  boaft, 

With  pride.  i**vtrUdy  of  their  honours  loft. 

JJut  againft  reafon  Aire  'tis  equal  fin, 

The  boaft  of  merely  being  out,  or  in. 

What  numbers  here,  through  odd  ambition,  ftrivc  2*5 
To  feem  tfcejnoft  tranfported  things  alive? 
As  if  by  joy,  defert  was  underftood : 
And  all  thcfortunate  were  nvife  and  good. 
Hence  aching  bofoms  wear  a  vifage  gay, 
And  ftifled  groans  frequent  the  ball  and  play.  no 

.Completely  draft  by  *  Monteuil  and  grimace, 
They  take  their  birtb-day  fuit  and  public  face : 
Their  fmiles  are  only  part  of  what  they  wear. 

Put  off  at  night,  with  Lady  B 's  hair. 

What  bodily  fatigue  is  half  fo  bad  ?  22$ 

JVith  anxious  cafe  they  labour  to  be  glad. 
.  ;  *  What 

*  A  famous  taylor. 
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tVhat  numbers,  here,  would  into  fame  advance, 
Confcious  of  merit,  in  the  coxcomb's  dance ; 
The  tavern !  park !  aflembly !  nrafk !  and  play ! 
Thofe  dear  deftroyers  of  the  tedious  day !  230 

That  wheel  of  fops !  that  faunter  of  the  town  ! 
Call  it  diver/ion,  and  the  fill  goes  down. 
Fools  grin  on  fools,  and,  Jfoic -like,  fupport, 
Without  one  figh,  the  pleafures  of  a  court. 
Courts  can  give  nothing,  to  the  wife  and  goody        235 
But  fcora  of  pomp,  and  love  of  folitude. 
High  ftations  tumult,  but  not  blifs,  create  : 
None  think  the  Great  unhappy,  but  the  Great : 
Fools  gaze,  and  envy;  envy  darts  a  fting, 
Which  makes  a  fwain  as  wretched  as  a  king,  440 

I  envy  none  their  pageantry  and  mow  y 
I  envy  none  the  gilding  of  their  woe. 
Give  me,  indulgent  Gods  !  with  mind  ferene, 
And  guiltlefs  heart,  to  range  the  fylvan  fcene  ; 
No*  fplendid  poverty,  no  fmiling  care,  245 

No  well-bred  hate,  or  fervile  grandeur,  there : 
There  pleafing  objects  ufeful  thoughts  fuggeft  j 
The  fenfe  is  ravifiVd,  and  the  foul  is  bleft  j 
On  every  thorn  delightful  wifdom  grows ; 
Tn  every  rill  a  fweet  inftru&ion  flows.  250 

But  fome,  untaught,  o'erhear  the  whifpering  rill, 
In  fpite  of  facred  leifure,  blockheads  ftill  : 
Nor  moots  up  folly  to  a  Nobler  bloom 
In  her  own  native  foil,  the  drawing-room. 

The  Squire  is  proud  to  fee  his  couriers  ftram,         255 
Or  well-breath'd  beagles  {weep  along  the  plain, 

O  3  Say, 
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MY  Mufe,  proceed,  and  reach  they  deftin'd  end  j 
Though  tdils  and  danger  the  bold  talk  attend. 
Heroes  and  Gods  make  other  poems  fine  j 
Plain  Satire  calls  for  fenfe  in  every  line : 
Then,  to  what  fwarms  thy  faults  I  dare  expofe  I  5 

All  friends  to  vice  and  folly  are  thy  foes. 
When  fueb  the  foe,  a  war  eternal  wage ; 
*Tis  moft  ill-nature  to  reprefs  thy  rage : 
And  if  thefe  ftrains  fome  nobler  Mufe  excite, 
I  '11  glory  in  the  verfe  I  did  not  write.  10 

So  weak  are  human-kind  by  nature  made, 
Or  to  fuch  weaknefs  by  their  vice  betray'd. 
Almighty  vanity  /  to  thee  they  owe 
Their  xeji  of  plealure,  and  their  balm  of  woe. 
Thou,  like  the  fun,  all  colours  doft  contain,  15 

Varying,  like  rays  of  light,  on  drops  of  rain. 
For  every  foul  finds  reafons  to  be  proud, 
Though  hifs'd  and  hooted  by  the  pointing  crowd. 

Warm  in  purfuit  of  foxes  and  renown, 

*  Hippolytus  demands  the  Jy Ivan  crown  j  2« 
But  Florio's  fame,  the  product  of  a  fliower, 

Grows  in  his  garden,  an  illuftrious  flower  ! 

Why  teems  the  earth  ?  Why  melt  the  vernal  fkies  ? 

Why  mines  the  fun  ?  To  make  f  Paul  Diack  rile. 

G  4.  From 
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A  (hort-liv'd  flower ;  and  which  has  often  fprung      55 
From  fordid  arts,  as  Florio's  out  of  dung. 

With  what,  O  Codrus  !  is  thy  fancy  finit  ? 
The  flower  of  learning,  and  the  bloom  of  wit. 
Thy  gaudy  tfielves  with  crimfon  bindings  glow, 
And  Epi&etus  is  a  perfect  beau.  60 

How  fit  for  thee,  bound  up  in  crimfon  too. 
Gilt,  and,  like  them,  devoted  to  the  view ! 
Thy  Books  are  furniture,     Methinks  'tis  hard 
That  fcience  mould  be  purchased  by  the  yard  5 
And  Tonfon,  turn'd  upholfterer,  fend  home  6$* 

The  gilded  leather  to  fit  up  thy  room. 
If  not  to  fome  peculiar  end  defign'd, 

Study  *s  the  fpecious  trifling  of  the  mind  5 

Or  is  at  beft  a  fecondary  aim, 

A  chace  for  Jport  alone,  and  not  for  game.  70- 

If  fo,  fure  they  who  the  mere  volume  prize, 

But  love  the  thicket  where  the  quarry  lies. 
On  buying  books  Lorenzo  long  was  bent, 

But  found  at  length  that  it  reduced  his  rent  $ 

His  farms  were  flown  5  when,  lo  !  a  fale  comes  on",.  75 

A  choice  collection  !  what  is  to  be  done  ? 

He  fella  his  loft  5  for  he  the  whole  will  buy; 

Sells  eVn  his  houfe;  nay,  wants  whereon  to  lie : 

So  high  the  generous  ardour  of  the  man 

For  Romans,  Greeks,  and  Orientals  ran.  So 

When  terms  were  drawn,  and  brought  him  by  the  clerk,. 

Lorenzo  fign'd  the  bargain— with  his  mark., 

Unlearned  men  of  books  affume  the  care, 

At  eunuchs  ape  the  guardians  of  the  fain 
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1.9  Gvuraa'  erati.ce  isic.ir.cii  inwn  . 
EdiciiMSft  variaa*.  at  oi^h  prices  acu^ac, 
la&rm  the  -»or*Ui  wise  Codrns  -vmLi  ae  :£ng&*y 
Jlfl4ft>  this  c&tfc  annrher  mmr.  riccfd 
T*  pay  i  2251,  -vhajltrs  rbar  a*  cm  radj  90 

W&o  *£&/  icnonn,  and  iw^iexer  has  tirea  5 
Bat  leavr*  to  deirerixeid  what  iies  between j 
Of  pemc<A4  bcck-i  who  £uxns  tbe  prcad  expescs, 
And  humbly  »  contented  with  their  jixfir. 

O  StanAoftt,  wbofe  acampUBUBents  nuke  good    95 
The  frtmfe  of  a  Toag-Zfcftrioas  blood, 
In  tfr//  and  manntrt  eminently  gnu:" J, 
The  ftrideft  boncur!  and  die  fineft  fcr/fc/ 
Accept  this  wfe  *  if  Satire  can  agree 
With  Co  consummate  an  humanity.  ico 

By  your  example  would  Hilario  mend  j 
How  would  it  grace  xht  talents  cf  my  friend, 
V/ho,  with  the  charms  of  his  own  genius  fmit, 
Conceives  all  virtues  are  coxnpriz'd  in  wit ! 
But  time  his  fervent  petulance  may  cool 5  105 

For  though  he  is  a  nuit,  he  is  no  f$ol. 
In  time  he  '11  learn  to  ufe9  not  ivajfe,  his  fenie; 
Nor  make  a  frailty  of  an  excellence, 
Mr  fpsirrft  nor  friend  nor  foe*  but  calls  to  mind, 
Like  doom'i-day9  all  the  faults  of  ail  mankind.        119 

VVhut  though  nvit  tickles?  tickling  is  unfafe, 
II  (till  'tip  faithful  while  it  makes  us  Icugk, 
Who,  lor  thr  poor  renown  of  being  /mart, 
IVc/i/JJ  Jrnvc  u  iling  within  a  brother's  heart? 

5  Parts 
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Parts  may  be  prais'd,  good-nature  is  ador'd  ;        115 
Then  draw  your  <wit  as  feldora  as  your  fword 1 
And  never  on  the  weak ;  or  you  '11  appear 
As  there  no  hero,  no  great  genius  here. 
As  in  fmooth  oil  the  razor  beft  is  whet, 
So  <wit  is  by  politenefs  &arpeft  fet  j  12O 

Their  want  of  edge  from  their  offence  is  feen| 
Both  pain  us  leaft  when  exquifitely  keen*. 
The  fame  men  give  is  for  thtjoy  they  find  j 
Dull  is  tYiejeflery  when  the  joke 's  unkind. 

Since  Marcus,  doubtlefs,  thinks  himfelf  a  wit,      225 
To  pay  my  compliment,  what  place  fo  fit  ? 
His  raoft  facetious  *  letters  came  to  hand, 
Which  my  Firft  Satire  fweetly  reprimand  1 
If  that  ajufl  offence  to  Marcus  gave, 
Say,  Marcus,  which  art  thou,  a  Fool,  or  Kna*ve?     13b 
For  all  but  fuch  with  caution  I  forebore  $ 
That  thou  waft  either,  I  ne'er  knew  before : 
I  know  thee  now,  both  ivbat  thou  art,  and  who  $ 
No  raaik  fo  good,  but  Marcus  muft  fhine  through; 
Falfe  names  are  vain,  thy  lines  their  author  tell  $     135, 
Thy  beft  concealment  had  been  writing  ivellt 
But  thou  a  brave  neglect  of  fame  haft  mown* 
Of  others*  fame,  great  genius  I  and  thy  own*. 
Write  on  unheeded  5  and  this  maxim  know, 
The  man  who  pardons,  difappoints  his  foe.  24a 

In  malice  to  proud  wits,  fome  proudly  lull . 
Their  peevijb  reafon  1  <vain  of  being  dull  j 

When 

•  Letters  fent  to  die  author,  figned  Marcus* 
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When  fome  home  joke  has  ftung  their  folemn  fouls> 

In  vengeance  they  determine—to  befools  5 

Through  fpleen,  that  little  nature  gave,  make  lefs,     14$ 

Quite  zealous  in  the  ways  of  beavinefs  5, 

To  lumps  inanimate  a  fbndnefs  take  y 

And  difinherit  fons  that  are  awake. 

Thefe,  when  their  utmoft  venom  they  would  fpit, 

Moft  barbaroufly  tell  you—"  He's  a  wif ."  1 50/ 

Poor  negroes,  thus,  to  fliew  their  burning  fpite 

To  cacodemons,  fay,  they  're  de<vilijb  white. 

Lampridius,  from  the  bottom  of  his  breaft, 

Sighs  o'er  one  child  j  but  triumphs  in  the  reft. 

How  juft  his  grief!  one  carries  in  his  head  155- 

A  lefs  proportion  of  the  father's  leadj 

And  is  in  danger,  without  fpecial  grace, 

To*  rife  above  a  juftice  of  the  peace. 

The  dunghill-breed  of  men  a  diamond  fcorrr, 

And  feel  a  paflion  for  a  grain  of  corn  5  160 

Some  ftupid,  plodding,  money-loving  wight, 

Who  wins  their  hearts  by  knowing  black  from  white, 

Who  with  much  pains,  exerting  all  his  fenfe, 

Can  range  aright  his  millings,  pounds,  and  pence. 

The  booby  father  craves  a  booby  fon  5  165' 

And  by  Heaven's  blejfing  thinks  himfelf  undone. 

Wants  of  all  kinds  are  made  to  fame  a  plea; 

One  learns  to  lifp  5  another,  not  to  fee  : 

Mifs  D ,  tottering,  catches  at  your  hand : 

Was  ever  thing  £0  pretty  bora  to  ftand  ?  170 

Wfiilft  thefe,  what  nature  gave,  difown,  through  pride, 

Others  affect  what  nature  has  deny'd:  - 

What 
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What  nature  has  deny'd,  fools  will  purfue  : 

As  apes  are  ever  walking  upon  two. 

•   Craflus,  a  grateful  fage,  our  awe  and  fport !         175 

Supports  grave  forms  ;  for  forms  the  fage  fupport. 

He  hems  ;  and  cries,  with  an  important  air, 

u  If  yonder  clouds  withdraw,  it  will  be  fair :" 

Then  quotes  the  Stagyrite,  to  prove  it  true  5 

And  adds,  "The  learn'd  delight  infomething*r*<u;."i8o 

It 't  not  enough  the  blockhead  fcarce  can  read, 

Bat  mflft  he  wifely  look,  and  gravely  plead  ? 

As  far  nformalift  from  <wifdom  fits, 

In  judging  eyes,  as  libertines  from  nmts. 

Thefe  fubtle  wights  (fo  blind  are  mortal  men,     1S5 
Though  Satire  eoucb  them  with  her  keenelt  pen) 
For  ever  will  hang  out  a  folemn  face, 
To  put  off  nonfenfe  with  a  better  grace : 
As  pedlars  with  fome  hero's  head  make  bold, 
Bluftrious  mark  !  where  pins  are  to  be  fold.  190 

What  's  the  bent  brow,  or  neck  in  thought  reclin'd  ? 
The  bodfs  wifdom  to  conceal  the  mind. 
A  man  of  fenfe  can  artifice  difdain ; 
As  men  of  wealth  may  venture  to  go  plain  \ 
And  be  this  truth  eternal  ne'er  forgot,  195 

Solemnity  's  a  cover  for  nfot. 
I  find  the  fool,  when  I  behold  thejireen;   • 
For  'tis  the  wife- man's  intereft  to  be  feen. 

Hence,   Chefterneld,  that  opennefs  of  heart, 
And  juft  difdain  for  that  poor  mimic  art $  200 

Hence  (manly  praife !)  that  manner  nobly  free,  . 
Which  sill  admire,  and. I  commend,  in  thee. 

With 
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live  meafcres,  brought  from  France,  be  wheels, 
triumphs,  eonfeious  of  his  learned  heels. 
have  I  feen,  on  fome  bright  dimmer's  day,      235 
If  of  genius,  debonnair  and  gay, 
e  on  the  bank,  as  if  infpir'd  by  fame, 
of  the  pretty  fetionv  in  the  ftream. 
orofe  is  funk  with  ftiame,  whene'er  furprisM 
aen  clean,  or  peruke  undifguis'd.  140 

lblunary  chance  his  veftments  fear ; 
id,  like  leopards,  as  their  Jpots  appear, 
rn'd  fartout  he  wears,  which  once  was  blue, 
his  foot  fwims  in  a  capacious  flioe ; 
lay  his  wife  (for  who  can  wives  reclaim  ?)        445 
'd  her  barbarous  needle  at  his  fame : 
>pen  force  was  vain  5  by  night  me  went, 
while  he  flept,  furpris'd  the  darling  rent : 
■e  yawn'd  the  frieze  is  now  become  a  doubt ; 
id  glory,  at  one  entrance,  quite  (hut  out #."  450 
fcorns  Florello,  and  Florello  him  ; 
hates  the  jilt by  creature  5  that,  the  prim  : 
,  in  each  other,  both  thefe  fools  defpife 

•  own  dear  felves,  with  undifcerning  eyes ; 

•  methods  various,  but  alike  their  aim  ;  a  55 
<loven  and  the  J opting  are  the  fame. 

whigs  and  tones  !  thus  it  fares  with  you, 
1  party-rage  too  warmly  you  purfue ; 
both  club  nonfenfe,  and  impetuous  pride, 
rolly  joins  whom  fentiments  divide.  %6o 

rent  your  fpleen,  as  monkeys,  when  they  pafs, 
h  at  the  mimic  monkey  m  the  gl&fs} 

'Milton.  While 
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S    A    T    I    RE      III. 

T  O 
THE  RIGHT  HON.  MR.  DODINGTON. 

LONG,  Dodington,  in  debt,  I  long  have  fought 
To  eafe  the  burthen  of  my  grateful  thought  j 
And  now  a  poet's  gratitude  you  fee ; 
Grant  him  two  favours,  and  he  *ll  aflc  for  threw  t 
For  whole  the  prefent  glory,  or  the  gain  r  5 

You  give  protection,  I  a  worthlefs  ftrain. 
You  love  and  feel  the  poet's  facred  flame, 
And  know  the  bafis  of  a  folid  fame  j 
Though  prone  to  like,  yet  cautious  to  commend, 
You  read  with  all  the  malice  of  a  friend;  10 

Nor  favour  my  attempts  that  way  alone, 
But,  more  to  raife  my  verfe,  conceal  your  own. 

An  ill-tim'd  modefty !  turn  ages  o'er, 
When  wanted  Britain  bright  examples  more  ? 
Her  learning,  and  her  genius  too,  decays,  15 

And  dark  and  cold  are  her  declining  days  ; 
As  if  men  now  were  of  another  caft, 
They  meanly  live  on  alms  of  ages  paft. 
Men  ftill  are  men ;  and  they  who  boldly  dare, 
Shall  triumph  o'er  the  fons  of  cold  defpair;  2© 

Or,  if  they  fail,  they  juftly  ftill  take  place 
Of  fuch  who  run  in  debt  for  their  dtignce ; 
j      Vol.  J.  H  Who 


LOVE    OF   FAME,   Sat.  HI.  „ 

Since  his  great  anceftors  in  Flanders  fell, 
The  poem  doubtlefs  muir.  be  written  well. 
Another  judges  by  the  writer's  look  ;  55 

Another  judges,  for  he  bought  the  book ; 
Some  judge,  their  knack  of  judging  wrong  to  keep; 
Some  judge,  becauie  it  is  too  foon  to JUep. 

Thus  all  will  judge,  and  with  one  tingle  aim, 
To  gain  themfelves,  not  give  the  writer,  fame.         60 
The  very  beft  ambitioufiy  advife, 
Half  to  fenre  you,  and  half  to  pafs  for  wife. 

Critics  on  verfe,  z&Jquibi  on  triumphs  wait, 
Proclaim  the  glory,  and  augment  the  ftatej 
Hot,  envious,  noify,  proud,  the  fcribbling  fry  65 

Burn,  hifs,  and  bounce,  wade  paper,  ra'nk,  and  die. 
Rail  on,  my  friends  !  what  more  my  verfe  can  crown 
Than  Compton's  fmile,  and  your  obliging  frown  ? 

Net  ail  on  books  their  criticifm  wafte : 
The  genius  of  a  dijb  fome  juftly  tafte,  70 

And  eat  their  way  to  farm ;  with  anxious  thought 
The  falmon  is  refused,  the  turbot  bought. 
Impatient  ait  rebukes  the  fun's  delay, 
And  bids  December  yield  the  fruits  of  May ; 
Their  various  cares  in  one  great  point  combine  75 

The  buiineis  of  their  lives,  that  is— to  dine. 
Half  of  their  precious  day  they  give  xh&feafi  ; 
And  to  a  kind  digeftion  fpare  the  reft. 
Apicius,  here,  the  tailer  of  the  town, 
feeds  twice  a  week,  to  fettle  their  renown.  5c 

Thtfe  worthies  of  the  palate  guard  with  care 
The  Ucred  annals  of  their  bills  of  fare ; 
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O  fruitful  Britain !  doubtlefs  thou  waft  meant 

A  nurfe  of  fools,  to  iock  the  continent. 

Though  Phoebus  and  the  Nine  for  ever  mow,  1x5 

Rank  tolly  underneath  the  icythe  will  grow. 

The  plenteous  harreft  calls  me  forward  fbll, 

'Till  I  furpafs  in  length  my  lawyer's  bill ; 

A  Welfli  defcent,  which  well-paid  heralds  damn ; 

Or,  longer  ftill,  a  Dutchman's  epigram.  xso 

When,  doy'd,  in  fury  I  throw  down  my  pen. 

In  comes  a  coxcomb,  and  I  write  again. 

See  Tityrus,  with  merriment  pofleft, 
Is  burft  with  laughter,  ere  he  hears  the  jeft : 
What  need  he  flay?  for  when  the  joke  is  o'er,         125 
His  teeth  will  be  no  whiter  than  before. 
Is  there  of  theft,  ye  fair!  fo  great  a  dearth, 
That  you  need  purchafe  monkeys  for  your  mirth  ? 

Some,  vain  of  paintings,  bid  the  world  admire  ; . 
Of  toufes  fome ;  nay,  houfes  that  they  hire :  150 

Some  (perfeft  wifdom  !)  of  a  beauteous  wife  \ 
And  boaft,  like  Cordeliers,  a  fcourge  for  life. 

Sometimes,  through  pride,  the  fexes  change  their  airs  ; 
My  lord  has  vapours,  and  my  lady/ziyw/ ; 
Then,  ftranger  ftill !  on  turning  of  the  wind,  135 

My  lord  tutors  breeches,  and  my  lady 's  kind. 

To  mew  the  ftrength,  and  infamy  of  pride, 
By  all  'tis  followM,  and  by  all  deny'd. 
What  numbers  are  there,  which  at  once  purfue 
Esaife,  and  the  glory  to  contemn  it,  too  ?  14.0 

Vincenna  knows  felf-praife  betrays  to  flame. 
And  therefore  lays  a  ftratagem  for  fame  3 

H  3  "MaVts 
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Ukjr  fortunes  thire,  r.or  :.;;.i.  •.,■.   '.    h.."    "viw. 
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£,  at  hit,  ionic  .'.":;•*■  ;.'.:*■:  by  it  vim  ; 

Enough 


LOVE   OF   FAME,   Sat,  III.        ioj 

Enough  to  keep  Uwojboes  on  Sunday  clean, 

Andftarve  upon  difcreetly,  in  Sheer-Lane. 

Already  this  thy  fortune  can  afford ;  X  75 

Then  ftarve  without  the  favour  of  my  lord. 

*Tis  true,  great  fortunes  fome  great  men  confer : 

But  often,  even  in  doing  right,  they  err  : 

From  caprice,  not  from  choice,  their  favours  come  : 

They  give,  but  think  it  toil  to  know  to  whom :        180 

The  man  that  *s  neareff,  yawning,  they  advance  : 

Tis  inhumanity  to  blefs  by  chance. 

If  merit  fues,  and  greatnefs  is  fo  loth 

To  break  its  downy  trance,  I  pity  both, 

I  grant  at  court,  Philander,  at  his  need,  185 

(Thanks  to  his  lovely  wife)  finds  friends  indeed. 
Of  every  charm  and  virtue  /he 's  pofleft : 
Philander  !  thou  art  exquifitely  bleft; 
The  public  envy  !  now  then,  'tis  allowM, 
The  man  is  found,  who  may  btjuftly  proud ;  190 

But,  fee !  how  fickly  is  ambition's  taite  I 
Ambition  feeds  on  train,  and  loaths  a  feaft; 
For,  lo !  Philander,  of  reproach  afraid, 
Infecret  loves  his  wife,  but  keeps  her  maid. 

Some  nymphs  fell  reputation;  others  buy;  195 

And  love  a  market  where  the  rates  run  high : 
Italian  raufic  's  fweet,  becaufe  'tis  dear; 
Their  vanity  is  tickled,  not  their  ear  : 
Their  taftes  would  leflen,  if  the  prices  fell, 
And  Shakefpeare's  wretched  fluff  do  quite  as  well ;  100 
Away  the  difinchanted  fair  would  throng, 
And  vwn,  that  Englifh  is  their  mother  tongue. 

H  4.  To 
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Thy  faciificc  i'uprcmc,  an  huttunu  muius  . 

That  foicr.n:  rite  of  midiiigh:  inoi^titiaues  ' 

Is"  maids  the  ignite  cxhuuittd  town  Jcu.o, 

An  hundred  head  of  c^koiis  m*;.  luiiiv:^.  35c 

t,  well  pka»'d  with  the  inrr^irtea  Lmd, 

^  cbwrtkis  at  a  itand* 

Ana 
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And  that  thy  minifier  may  never  fail. 

But  what  thy  hand  has  planted  fbU  prevail, 

Of  minor  prophets  a  fucceffion  Aire  139 

The  propagation  of  thy  zeal  fecure. 

See  commons,  peers,,  and  minifies*  of  ftate, 
In  folemn  council  met,  and  deep  debate ! 
What  Godlike  enterprize  is  taking  birth  ? 
What  wonder  opens  on  th*  expecting  earth  ?  24* 

'Tis  done !  with  loud  applanfe  the  council  rings* 
FixM  is  die  fate  of  tubores  ixA  fiddb* firings  I 

Though  bold  thefe  truths,  thou,.  Mufe,  with  truths 
likethefe, 
Wilt  none  offend,  whom  'tis  a  praife  to  pleafe : 
Let  others  natter  to.be  flatter'd,  thou,  145 

Like  juft  tribunals,  bend  an  awful  brow. 
How  terrible  it  were  to  common-fenfe, 
To  write  a  Satire,  which  gave  none  offence  ! 
And,  fince  from  life  I  take  the  draughts  you  fee, 
If  men  diflike  them,  do  they  cenfure  me  ?  25a- 

The  fool,  and  knave,  'tis  glorious  to  offend, 
And  Godlike  an  attempt  the  world  to  mend  j 
The  world,  where  lucky  throws  to  blockheads  fall, 
Knaves  know  the  game,  and  honeft  men  pay  all. 

How  hard  for  real  worth  to  gain  its  price !  255 

A  man  (hall  make  his  fortune  in  a  trice, 
If  bleft  with  pliant,  though  but  (lender,  fenfe, 
Feign'd  modeuy,  and  real  impudence : 
A  fupple  knee,  fmooth  tongue,  an  eafy  grace, 
A  curfe  within,  a  fmile  upon  his  face $  z6o 

A  beau- 
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A  beauteous  fifter,  or  convenient  wife, 
Are  prizes  in  the  lottery  of  life ; 
Geaius  and  Virtue  they  will  foon  defeat. 
And  lodge  you  in  the  boibm  of  the  great. 
To  merit,  is  hut  to  provide  a  pain  265 

For  men's  refuting  what  you  ought  to  gain. 
May,  Dodington,  this  maxim  fail  in  you, 
Whom  my  prefaging  thoughts  already  view 
By  Wajpok's  omdu&fir'd,  andiriendflup  grac'd, 
Still  higher  in  your  Prince's  favour  pkc'd;  270 

And  lending,  here,  thofe  awful  councils  aid, 
Which  you,  abroad,  with  fuch  fuccefs  obey'd ! 
Bear  this  from  onej  who  holds  your  friendship  dear  $ 
What  moft  we  wi/h,  with  eafe  we.  faLcy  near. 
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SATIRE        IV, 

T  O 
THE  RIGHT  HON.  SIR  SPENCER  COMPTON. 

ROUND  foroe  fair  tree  th*  ambitious  woodbine 
grows, 
And  breathes  her  fweets  on  the  fupporttng  boughs  i  ' 
So  fweet  the  tuerfe9  th'  ambitious  verfe,  mould  be, 
(O  !  pardon  mine)  mat  hopes  (import  from  thee  j 
Thee,  Compton,  born  o'er  fenates  to  prrfide,  5 

Their  dignity  to  raife,  their  councils  guide  5 
Deep  to  difcern,  and  widely  to  furvey, 
And  kingdoms  fates,  without  ambition,  weigh  \ 
Of  diftant  virtues  nice  extremes  to  blend, 
The  Crown's  aflerter,  and  the  People's  friend  :  JO 

Nor  doft  thou  fcorn,  amid  fublimer  views, 
To  liften  to  the  labours  of  the  Mufe  5 
Thy  fmiles  froteR  her,  while  thy  talents//**, 
And  'tis  but  half  thy  glory  to  injpire. 
Vex'd  at  a  public  fame,  fo  juftly  won,  15 

The  jealous  Chremes  is  with  fpleen  undone ; 
Chremes,  for  airy  penfions  of  reno<ivnf 
Devotes  his  fervice  to  the  State  and  Crown ; 
All  fchemes  he  knows,  and,  knowing,  all  improves, 
Though  Britain 's  thanklefs,  ftill  this  fttriot  loves  ■  to 

But 
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While  the   fun  fhines,   Blunt  talks   with  wondrous 

force  j 
But  thunder  ntars/nudi  Beer,  and  iveak  difconrfe. 
Such  ufeful  infiruments  the  weather  (how, 
Juft  as  their  mercury  is  high  or  low  : 
Health  chiefly  keeps  an  Atheift  in  die  dark;  55 

A  fever  argues  better  than  a  Clarke: 
Let  but  the  logick  in  his  JwJfe  decay, 
The  Grecian  he  '11  renounce,  and  learn  to  prxyj 
While  C—  mourns,  with  an  unfeigned  real, 
Th*  apofiate  youth,  who  reafon'd  om&  £6  well.  60 

•C        ,  who  makes  merry  with  the  Creed, 
He  almoft  thinks  he  difbelieves  indeed -9 
But  only  thinks  fo.j  to  give- both  their  due, 
Satan,  and  be,  believe,  and  tremble  «too. 
Of  fome  for  glory  fuch  the  boundlefs  rage,  6$ 

That  they  're  the  blzcke&fcandal  of  their  age. 

Narciflus  the  Tartarian  club  difclairas  ; 
Nay,  a  Free-mafon,  with  fome  terror,  names  j 
Omits  no  duty ;  nor  can  ewvy  fay, 
He  mifs'd,  thefe  many  years,  the  Church,  or  Play  :  y 
He  makes  no  noife  in  Parliament,  'tis  true  ; 
But  pays  his  debts,  and  vifit,  when  'tis  due  $ 
His  cbaraQer  and  glows  are  ever  clean, 
And  then,  he  can  out-bow  the  bowing  dean  5 
A  fmile  eternal  on  his  lip  he  wears,  75 

Which  equally  the  wife  and  worthlefs  mares. 
In  gay  fatigues,  this  moft  undaunted  chief, 
Patient  of  idlenefs  beyond  belief, 
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Moft  charitably  lends  the  town  Yds  face, 
For  ornament,  in  every  public  place  5  So 

As  Aire  as  cards,  he  to  th*  ajfembly  comes. 
And  is  the  furniture  of  drawing-rooms  : 
When  Ombre  calls,  his  hand  and  heart  are  free, 
And,  join'd  to  two,  he  fails  not— to  make  three  : 
NarchTus  is  the  glory  of  his  race;  85 

For  who  does  nothing  with  a  better  grace  ? 

To  deck  my  lift,  hy  nature  were  defign'd 
Such  mining  expletives  of  human  kind, 
Who' want,  whilexnrough  blank  life  they  dream  along, 
'  Senfe  to  be  right,  and  paffkm  to  be  wrong.  90 

To  counterpoife  this  hero  of  the  mode, 
-Some  For  renown  zrejingular  and  odd; 
What  other  men  diflike,  is  fare  to  pleafe, 
Of  all  mankind,  thefe  dear  antipodes ; 
Through  pride,  not  malice,  they  run  counter  ftill,    95 
And  birth-days  are  their  days  of  dreffing  ///. 
Arbuthnot  is  a  fool,  and  F—  a  fage, 
S— ly  will  fright  you,  E—  engage  5 
By  nature  ftreams  run  backward,  flame  defcends, 
Stones  mount,  and  Suflfex  is  the  worft  of  friends ;    zoo 
They  take  their  reft  by  day,  and  wake  by  night y 
And  blufti,  if  you  furprize  them  in  the  right ; 
If  they  by  change  blurt  out,  ere  well  aware, 
A  fwan  is  white,  or  Queeniberry  is  fair. 

Nothing  exceeds  in  ridicule,  no  doubt,  105 

A  fool  in  faihion,  but  a  fool  that 's  out.  • 
His  paflion  for  abfurcUjy  's  fo  ftrong, 
He  cannot  bear  a  rival  in  the  wrong  5 

4  Though 
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Though  wrong  the  mode,  comply ;  more  fenfe  is  mew* 

In  wearing  others*  follies,  than  your  own.  no 

If  what  is  out  of  faftiion  raoft  you  prize, 

Methinks  you  mould  endeavour  to  be  wife. 

But  what  in  oddnefs  can  be  more  fublime 

Than  Sloane  the  foremoft  toyman  of  his  time  ? 

His  nice  ambition  lies  in  curious  fancies,  115 

His  daughter's  portion  a  rich  Jhell  inhances, 

And  Alhmole's  baby-boufe  is,"  in  his  view, 

Britannia's  golden  mine,  a  rich  Peru ! 

How  his  eyes  languifh  !  how  his  thoughts  adore 

That  painted  coat,  which  Jofeph  never  wore  f  tig 

He  fliews,  on  holidays,  a  facred  pm, 

That  touch'd  the  ruff,  that  touched  Queen  Befs's  chin* 

"  Since  that  great  dearth  our  chronicles  deplore, 
"  Since  that  grtztj>lague  that  fwept  as  many  more, 
"  Was  ever  year  unbleft  as  this?"  he'll  cry,  -2x5 

"  It  has  not  brought  us  one  new  butterfly  /" 
In  times  that  fuffer  fuch  learn'd  men  as  tbefi9 
Unhappy  I      ■  y !  how  came  jro*  to  pleafe  ? 

Not  gaudy  butterflies  are  Lico's  game j 
But,  in  effect,  his  chace  is  much  the  fame  1  230 

Warm  in  purfuit,  he  levees  all  the  great, 
Stanch  to  the  foot  of  title  and  eft  ate : 
Where-e'er  their  lordjbips  go,  they  never  find 
Or  Lico,  or  their  Jbadows9  lag  behind ; 
He  fits  them  fure,  where-e'er  their  lordjbips  run,      235 
Clofe  at  their  elbows,  as  a  morning-dun  j 

At 


\\ 
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For  fame  no  cully  makes  (b  much  her  jeft,  165 

As  her  old  conftant  ipark,  die  bard  profcft. 

+'  Boyle  (hines  in  council,  Mordauat  in  the  fight, 

w  Pelham  ^magnificent;  but  I  can  write, 

-"  And  what  to  my  great  foul  like  glory  dear  ?" 

Till  fome  god  whifpers  in  his  tingling  ear,  770 

That  fame  's  unwhplefome  taken  without  meaty 

And  life  is  beft  fuftain'd  by  what  is  eats 

Grown  lean,  and  wife,  he  curies  what  he  writ, 

And  wiihes  all  his  wants  were  in  his  wit. 

Ah !  what  avails  it,  when  his  dinner  *s  loft,         475 
That  his  triumphant  name  adorns  a  poft  ? 
Or  that  his  mining  page  (provoking  fate |.) 
Defends  Sirloins,  which  ions  of  dulnefs  eat? 

What  foe  to  verfe  without  companion  hears, 
What  cruel  profe-man  can  refrain  from  tears,  i%m 

When  the  poor  Mufe,  for  lefs  than  half  a  crown, 
A  proftitute  on  every  bulk  in  town, 
With  other  whores  undone,  -though  not  in  print, 
Clubs  credit  for  Geneva  in  the  Mint  ? 

Ye  bards  !  why  will  you  fing,  though  uninfpir'd?  iSc 
Ye  bards  !  why  will  you  ffarve,  to  be  admird? 
Defuncl  by  Phoebus'  laws,  beyond  redrefs, 
Why  will  your  fpeQres  haunt  the  frighted  prefs  > 
Bad  metre,  that  excrefcence  of  the  head, 
Like  hairy  will  fprout,  although  the  poet  *s  dead.    199 

All  other  trades  demand,  verfe-makers  beg\ 
A  dedication  is  a  wooden  leg  j 
A  barren  Labco,  the  true  mumper's  fafhion, 
Kxpofes  borrowed  brats  to  move  companion. 

Vol.  J-  I  T\\ou^\ 


.»  -  .i..«.\\:..:^iiu j         !■)> 

i  .■  ".  .?  .'•"' m,w  "-.».'»•• 

-" ■      —  *T    i-.tLIlZ  id!*; 

.  ■.         .  .     ■■•    >  :ovv.r: 
*.".'*   "■ -1 .   :  '  i  ■'»■»'  -.i«t.c-raiiuied  men, 

..  "  '   .     ..'.-..>  .-:"  :iic  j-cn;  soo 

* .  *•      '.  <     .-..■...■..:  :hc:-«.rore  court, 

:v.;v.:y  hfriupport; 

:" .    ..   "  _-*/.vr.v  ::*  wit; 
.  ■. .        »       ...:...■&:  w:.:. 

»:....%:.'  :■.  .i^re  ;  205 


,.    .       .V.  v<     ".i-      "J. 


LOVE  OF  FAME,   Sat.  IV.        115 

From  refcued  candles*  ends,  who  rais'd  a  fum,        225 
And  ftarves,  to  join  &  fenny  to  a  plumb* 
A  beardlefs  mifer !  Tis  a  guilt  unknown 
To  former  times,  a  fcandal  all  our  own. 

Of  ardent  lovers,  die  true  modern  band 
Will  mortgage  Celia  to  redeem  their  land.  230 

For  love,  young,  noble,  rich,  Caitalio  dies ; 
Name  but  the  fair,  love  fwells  into  his  eyes. 
Divine  Monimia,  thy  fond  fears  lay  down  j 
No  rival  can  prevail — but  half  a  cwvum. 

He  glories  to  late  times  to  be  conveyed,  235 

Not  for  the  poor  he  has  relieved,  but  made : 
Not  fuch  ambition  his  great  fathers  nVd, 
When  Harry  conquered,  and  half  France  expir'd : 
He  'd  be  a  flave,  a  pimp,  a  dog,  for  gain : 
Nay,  a  dull  Jheriff  for  his  golden  chain,  241 

(i  Who  *d  be  a  flave  ?"  the  gallant  Colonel  cries, 
While  love  of  glory  fparkles  from  his  eyes  : 
To  deathlefs  fame  he  loudly  pleads  his  right— 
Jtijt  is  his  title — for  he  will  not  fight : 
All  foldiers  'valour,  all  divines  have  grace,  245 

As  maids  of  honour  beauty — by  their  place  : 
But,  when  indulging  on  the  lait  campaign, 
His  lofty  terms  climb  o'er  the  hills  of  flain  j 
He  gives  the  foes  he  flew,  at  each  vain  won!, 
A  fwcet  revenge,  and  half  abfol-ves  his  fword.  250 

Of  bcafibig  more  than  of  a  bomb  afraid, 
HfoUier  fhould  be  modeft  as  a  maid: 
Fame  is  a  bubble  the  referv'd  enjoy  9 
Who  ftrive  to  grafp  it,  as  they  touch,  defiroy  : 
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O  N 

WOMEN. 

"  O  faireft  of  creation  !  laft  and  beft 

"  Of  all  God's  works !  Creature  In  whom  excelled, 

"  Whatever  can  to  fight,  or  thought,  be  foruTd 

"  Holy,  divine,  good,  amiable,  or  fweet ! 

"  How  art  thou  loft!" —  MiLTON, 

NOR  reigns  ambition  in  bold  man  alone ; 
Soft  female  hearts  the  rude  invader  own  i 
But  there,  indeed,  it  deals  in  nicer  things, 
Than  routing  armies,  and  dethroning  kings : 
Attend,  and  you  difcern  it  in  the  fair  5 

Conduct  a  f  tiger,  or  reclaim  a  kair  -, 
Or  roll  the  lucid  orbit  of  an  eye 3 
Or,  in  full  joy,  elaborate  zfgb. 

The  fex  we  honour,  though  their  faults  we  blame; 
Nay,  thank  their  faults  for  fuch  &  fruitful  theme :      10 

A  theme,  fair !  doubly  kind  to  me, 

Since  latirizing  tbcfe  is  praiiing  tbee\ 

Who  wouldil  not  bear,  too  modeftiy  refin'd, 

A  panegyric  of  a  grofler  kind. 

Britannia's  daughters,  much  more  fair  than  nice,  15 
Too  fond  of  admiration,  lofe  their  price  $ 

/  3  >  Wor  a 
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Worn  in  the  public  eye,  ^ive  cheap  diLi^h.: 
To  throngs,  and  tarnifli  to  the  fated  light ; 
As  unreferv'd,  and  beauteous,  as  tie  ruz, 
Through  every  Jign  of  vanity  they  run  ;  20 

AJFemblies,  Parks,  coar£e  fea&s  in  City-hal!*, 
Lectures,  and  Trials,  Plays,  Committees,  Balis, 
Wells,  Bedlams,  Executions,  Smithfield  fcenes, 
And  Fortune-teiiers  Caves,  and  Lions  Dens, 
Taverns,  Exchanges,  Bridewells,  Drawing-rooms,  25 
Inftailments,  Pillories,  Coronations,  Tombs, 
Tumblers,  and  Funerals,  Puppet-fliows,  Reviews, 
Sales,  Races,  Rabbets,  (and,  ftill  ftranger!)  Pews. 

Clarinda's  bofom  burns,  but  burns  for  Fame  j 
And  Love  lies  vanquiflVd  in  a  nobler  flame  ;  30 

Warm  gleams  of  hope  me,  no<w,  difpenfes  j  then, 
Like  April  funs,  dives  into  clouds  again  : 
With  all  her  iuftre,  ncn-j,  her  lover  warms ; 
The/i,  out  of  often  tat  ten,  hides  her  charms: 
'Tis,  next,  her  pleafure  fweetiy  to  complain,  35 

And  to  be  taken  with  a  fudden  pain  ; 
Then,  (he  ftarts  up,  all  ecftafy  and  blifs, 
And  is,  fweet  foul !  juft  as  fincere  in  this  : 
O  how  me  rolls  her  charming  eyes  \r\fpigbt! 
And  looks  delightfully  with  all  her  might !  40 

But,  like  our  heroes,  much  more  brave  than  wife, 
She  conquers  for  the  triumph,  not  the  prize* 

ZsLi'd  refembles  -#£tna  crown'd  with  fnows  5 
Without  (lie  freezes,  and  within  fhe  glows : 
Twice  ere  the  fun  defcends,  with  zeal  infpir'd,  45 

-nm  the  vain  (.onverfe  of  the  world  retir'd, 

She 
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She  reads  the  pfalms  and  chapters  for  the  day, 

In  —  Cleopatra,  or  the  Jaft  new  play. 

Thus  gloomy  Zara,  with  a  folemn  grace, 

Deceives  mankind,  and  bides  behind  her  face.  50 

Nor  far  beneath  her  in  renown,  is  fhe, 
Who  through  good-breeding  is  ill  company  j 
Whofe  manners  will  not  let  her  J  arum  ceafe, 
Who  thinks  you  are  unhappy ,  when  at  peace ; 
To  find  you  news,  who  racks  her  fubtle  head,  55 

And  vows — "  that  her  great-grandfather  is  dead." 

A  dearth  of  words  a  woman  need  not  fear  $ 
But  'tis  a  talk  indeed  to  learn — to  bear : 
In  that  the  /kill  of  converfation  lies  ; 
That  flews,  or  makes,  you  both  polite  and  wife.       60 

Xantippe  cries,  "  Let  nymphs  who  nought  can  fay 
"  Be  loft  in  filence,  and  refign  the  day ; 
"  And  let  the  guilty  wife  her  guilt  confefs, 
"  By  tame  behaviour,  and  a  foft  addrefs  !" 
Through  evirtuei  Jbe  refufes  to  comply  65 

With  all  the  dictates  of  humanity  j 
Through  wifdom,  Jbe  refufes  to  fubmit 
To  wifdom's  rules,  and  raves  to  prove  her  wit ; 
Then,  her  unblemifiYd  honour  to  maintain, 
Rejects  her  hulband's  kindnefs  with  difdain:  70 

But  if,  by  chunce,  an  ill-adapted  word 
Drops  from  the  lip  of  her  unwary  lord, 
H'.r  darling  china,  in  a  whirlwind  fent, 
Ju:t  intimates  the  lady's  difcontent. 

Wine  may  indeed  excite  the  meekeftdamej  75 

But  keen  Xantippe,  fcoraing  borrow  d  flame, 

I  4  Can 
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Can  vent  her  thunders,  and  her  lightnings  play, 

O'er  cooling  gruel,  and  compofing  tea  : 

Nor  refts  by  night,  but,  more  fincere  than  nice, 

Shejbakes  the  curtains  with  her  kind  advice:  So 

Doubly,  like  echo,  found  is  her  delight, 

And  the  lafl  word  is  her  eternal  right. 

Is  't  not  enough  plagues,  wars,  and  famines,  rife   - 

To  lam  our  crimes,  but  muft  our  wives  be  wife  ? 

Famine,  plague,  war,  and  an  unnumbered  throng  85 
Of  guilt-avenging  ills,  to  man  belong : 
What  blacky  what  ceafelefs  cares  befiege  our  ftate  ! 
What  ftrokes  we  feel  from  fancy,  and  from  fate  ! 
If  fate  forbears  us,  fancy  ftrikes  the  blow 5 
We  make  misfortune  5  filicides  in  woe.  90 

Superfluous  aid !  unnecefTary  fkiH  !• 
Is  nature  backward  to  torment,  or  kill  ? 
How  oft  the  noon,  how  oft  the  midnight,  bell, 
(That  iron  tongue  of  death  !)  with  folemn  knell, 
On  Follfs  errands  as  we  vainly  roam,  95 

Knocks  at  our  hearts,  and  finds  our  thoughts  from  home  ? 
Men  drop  fo  faft,  ere  life's  mid  ftage  we  tread, 
Few  know  fo  many  friends  alive,  as  dead. 
Yet,  as  immortal,  in  our  up-hill  chace 
We  prefs  coy  Fortune  with  unilacken'd  pace  j  100 

Our  ardent  labours  for  the  toys  we  feek, 
Join  night  to  day,  and  Sunday  to  the  week: 
Our  veiy  joys  are  anxious,  and  expire 
Between  faticty  and  fierce  defire. 
Now  what  reward  for  all  this  grief  and  toil  ?  105 

But  one  j  a  female  friend's  endearing  fmile  j 

5  A  tender 
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A  tender  fmile,  our  forrowe'  only  balm, 
And,  in  life's  tempeft,  the  fad  failor's  calm. 

How  have  I  feen  a  gentle  nymph  draw  nigb^ 
Peace  in  her  air,  perfuafion  in  her  eye;  no 

Victorious  tendernefs !  it  all  overcame, 
Hujbands  look'd  mild,  andfavages  grew  tame. 

The  Sylvan  race  our  active  nymphs  purfue  j 
Man  is  not  all  the  game  they  have  in  view : 
In  woods  and  fields  their  glory  they  complete  5         115 
There  Mafier  Betty  leaps  a  five-barrM  gate ; 
While  fair  Mifs  Charles  to  toilets  is  confin'd, 
Nor  raihly  tempts  the  barbarous  fun  and  wind. 
Some  nymphs  affect  a  more  heroic  breeds 
And  volt  from  hunters  to  the  managdfleed;  120 

Command  his  prancings  with  a  martial  air, 
And  Fobert  has  the  forming  of  the  fair. 

More  than  one  fteed  muft  Delia's  empire  feel, 
Who  fits  triumphant  o'er  the  flying  'wheel ; 
And  as  me  guides  it  through  th'  admiring  throng,  12$ 
With  what  an  air  /he  fmacks  the  filhen  thong ! 
Graceful  as  John,  me  moderates  the  reins, 
And  whiftles  fweet  her  diuretic  drains : 
Sefoftris  like,  fuch  charioteers  as  thefe 
May  drive  fix  harnefs'd  tnonarcbs,  if  theypleafe:     13a 
They  drive,  rotv,  run,  with  love  of  glory  fmit, 
Leap,  pwim,  /hoot flying,  and  pronounce  on  ivit. 

O'er  the  Belle- lettres  lovely  Daphne  reigns  j 
Again  the  god  Apollo  wears  her  chains: 
With  legs  tofs'd  high,  on  her  fophee  fhe  fits,  135 

Vouchfafing  audience  to  contending  wits  : 
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Of  each  performance  fhe  's  the  final  teft  5 

One  aft  read  o'er,  fhe  prophefies  the  reft; 

And  then,  pronouncing  with  decifive  air, 

Fully  convinces  all  the  town— -Jbe  'sfair.  140 

Had  lovely  Daphne  HecatefiVs  face, 

How  would  her  elegance  of  tafte  decreafe ! 

Some  ladies'  judgment  in  their  features  lies, 

And  all  their  genius  fparkles  from  their  eyes. 

But  hold,  me  cries,  lampooner !  have  a  care ;      145 
Muft  I  want  common  fenfe,  becaufe  I  'm  fair  ? 
O  no:  fee  Stella;  her  eyes  mine  as  bright, 
As  if  her  tongue  was  never  in  the  right ; 
And  yet  what  real  learning,  judgment,  fire ! 
She  feems  infpir'd,  and  can  herfelf  infpire :  1 50 

How  then  (if  malice  ruPd  not  all  the  fair) 
Could  Daphne  publifh,  and  could  fhe  forbear? 
We  grant  that  beauty  is  no  bar  to  fenfe y 
Nor  is  't  a  fanclion  for  impertinence. 
.  Sempronia  lik'd her  man;  and  well  fhe  might;     155 
The  youth  in  perfon,  and  in  parts,  was  bright; 
Poffefs'd  of  every  virtue,  grace,  and  art, 
That  claims  juft  empire  o'er  the  female  heart: 
He  met  her  paflion,  all  her  fighs  return'd, 
And,  in  full  rage  of  youthful  ardour,  burn'd:        160 
Large  his  pofleflions,  and  beyond  her  own ; 
Their  blifs  the  theme  and  envy  of  the  town  : 
The  day  was  fiVd,  when,  with  one  acre  more, 
In  ftepp'd  deform'd,  debauched,  difeas'd,  three/core. 
The  fatal  fequel  I,  through  fhame,  forbear  :  165 

Of  pride  and  avarice  who  can  cure  the  fair  ? 

Man's 
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Man  's  rich  with  little,  were  his  judgment  true  j 
Nature  is  frugal,  and  her  wants  are  few; 
Thofe  few  wants  anfwerM,  bring  fincere  delights; 
But  fools  create  themfelves  new  appetites;  170 

Fancy  and  pride  ftek  things  at  vaft  expence, 
Which  relifh  not  to  rcafon>  nor  to  fenfe. 
When  forfeit,  or  unthankfulncfs,  deftroys, 
In  nature  s  narrow  fphere,  our  folid  joys, 
In  fane/ s  airy  land  of  noife  and  (how,  17$ 

Where  nought  but  dreams,  no  real  pleafures  grow  5 
Like  cats  in  air-pumps,  to  fubfift  we  ftrive 
On  joys  too  thin  to  keep  the  foul  alive. 
Lemira  's  fick 5  make  hafte  ;  the  doctor  call : 
He  comes;  but  where 's  his  patient?  At  the  ball.    180 
The  doctor  flares ;  her  woman  curtYies  low, 
And  cries,  "  My  Lady,  Sir,  is  always  fo  : 
"  Diverfions  put  her  maladies  to  flight ; 
"  True,  me  can't  fandy  but  (lie  can  dance  all  night  \ 
"  I  *ve  known  ray  Lady  (for  (lie  loves  a  tunc)     185 
"  For  fevers  take  an  opera  in  June : 
"  And,  though  perhaps  you  '11  think  the  practice  bold, 
"  A  midnight  Park  is  ibvereign  for  a  cold: 
"  With  colics,  breakfafts  of  green  fruit  agree; 
"  With  indigejlions,  fupper  juft  at  three."  190 

A  ftrange  alternative,  replies  Sir  Hans, 
Mult  women  have  a  doclor,  or  a  dance? 
Though  fick  to  death,  abroad  they  fafely  roam, 
But  droop  and  die,  in  perfect  health,  at  heme: 
For  want — but  not  of  health,  are  ladies  ill ;  195 

And  tickets  cure  beyond  the  doclor"  s  bill. 

Alas, 


/* 
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Alas,  my  heart !  how  languifliingly  fair 
Yon  lady  lolls  !  With  what  a  tender  air  I 
Pale  as  a  young  dramatic  author,  when, 
O'er  darling  lines,  fell  Cibber  waves  his  pen.  200 

Is  her  lord  angry,  or  has  *  Veny  chid  ? 
Dead  is  her  father,  or  the  made  forbid  ? 
w  Late  fitting-up  has  turn'd  her  rofes  white." 
Why  went  ftie  not  to  bed  ?  "  Becaufe  'twas  night." 
Did  flie  then  dance,  or  play  ?  "  Nor  this,  nor  that."  205 
Well  night  foon  fteals  away  in  pleafing  chat. 
"  No,  all  alone,  her  prayers  me  rather  chofe ; 
"  Than  be  that  wretch  to  deep  till  morning  rofe." 
Then  Lady  Cynthia,  miftrefs  of  the  fhade, 
Goes,  with  the  fajhionable  owls,  to  bed:  210 

This  her  pride  covets,  this  her  health  denies  j 
Her  foul  is  filly,  but  her  body  's  wife. 

Others,  with  curious  arts,  dim  charms  revive, 
And  triumph  in  the  bloom  ot  fifty -five. 
You,  in  the  morning,  zfair  nymph  invite;  215 

To  keep  her  word,  a  bro<wn  one  comes  at  night : 
Next  day  ihe  mines  in  glofly  black ;  and  then 
Revolves  into  her  native  red  again  : 
Like  a  dove's  neck,  (he  ihifts  her  tranfient  charms, 
And  is  her  own  dear  rival  in  your  arms.  220 

But  one  admirer  has  the  painted  lafs ; 
Nor  finds, that  one,  but  in  her  looking-glafs : 
Yet  Laura 's  beautiful  to  fuch  excefs, 
That  all  her  art  fcarce  makes  her  pleafe  us  left. 

*  Lap-dog. 

To 
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To  deck  the  female  cheek,  HE  only  knows,  225 

Who  paints  left  fair  the  lily  and  the  rofe. 

How  gay  tbey  finile!  Such  bleflings>  nature  pours, 
O'erftock'd  mankind  enjoy  but  half  her  ftores : 
In  diftant  wilds,  by  human  eyes  unfeen, 
She  rears  her  flowers,  and  fpreads  her  velvet  green:  230 
Pure  gurgling  rills  the  lonely  defart  trace, 
And  nvafte  their  mufic  on  the  lavage  race. 
Is  nature  then  a  niggard  of  her  blifs  ? 
Repine  we  guiltlefs  in  a  world  like  this  ? 
But  our  lewd  taftes  her  lawful  charms  refute,        231 
And  painted  arfs  deprav'd  allurements  chufe. 
Such  Fulvia's  paflion  for  the  town;  frefh  air 
(An  odd  effect !)  gives  vapours  to  the  fair; 
Green  fields,  and  fhady  groves,  and  cryftal  iprings, 
And  larks,  and  nightingales,  are  odious  things ;    240 
But  fmoke,  and  duft,  and  noife,  and  crowds,  delight; 
And  to  be  prefs'd  to  death,  tranfports  her  quite ; 
Where  filver  rivulets  play  through  flowery  meads, 
And  'woodbines  give  their  fweets,  and  limes  their  lhades, 
Black  kennels'  abfent  odours  fhe  regrets,  24$ 

And  flops  her  nofe  at  beds  of  violets. 

Is  ftormy  Hfe  preferred  to  the  ferene  ? 
Or  is  the  public  to  the  private  fcene  ? 
Retir'd,  we  tread  a  fmooth  and  open  way; 
Through  briars  and  brambles  in  the  world  we  ftray  5  2  50 
^//^"oppofition,  and  perplex' d  debate, 
And  thorny  care,  and  rank  andJHnging  hate, 
Which  choak  our  paflage,  our  career  controul, 
And  wound  the  firmed  temper  of  our  foul. 

O  facred 
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But  fhe  dares  never  boaft  the  prefent  hour  5  285 

So  grofs  that  cheat,  it  is  beyond  her  power: 

For  fuch  is  or  our  weaknefs,  or  our  curie, 

Or  rather  fuch  our  crime,  which  frill  is  worfe, 

The  prefent  moment,  like  a  wife,  we  Aran, 

And  ne'er  enjoy,  becaufe  it  is  our  own.  290 

Pleafures  are  few,  and  fewer  we  enjoy  j 
Pleafure,  like  quick/fiver,  is  bright y  and  coy\ 
We  ftrive  to  grafp  it  with  our  utmoft  flrill, 
Still  it  eludes  us,  and  it  glitters  frill : 
If  feiz'd  at  laft,  compute  your  mighty  gains  j  195 

What  is  it,  but  rank  poifon  in  your  veins  ? 

As  Flavia  in  her  glafs  an  angel  fpies, 
Pride  whifpers  in  her  ear  pernicious  lyes  j 
Tells  her,  while  flie  furveys  a  face  fo  fine, 
There 's  no  fatiety  of  charms  divine :  300 

Hence,  if  her  lover  yawns,  all  chang'd  appears 
Her  temper,  and  fhe  melts  (iweet  foul!)  in  tears  : 
She,  fond  and  young,  laft  week,  her  wifli  enjoy 'd, 
In  loft  amufement  all  the  night  employed  ; 
The  morning  came,  when  Strephon,  waking,  found  305 
(Surprizing  fight!)  his  bride  in  forrow  drcwn'd. 
"  What  miracle,  fays  Strephon,  makes  thee  weep  ? 
"  Ah,  barbarous  man",  fhe  cries,  "  how  could  you— 
"  JUep?" 

Men  love  a  miftrefs,  as  they  love  ifeafl\ 
How  grateful  one  to  touch,  and  one  to  tajle!  31* 

Yet  fure  there  is  a  certain  time  of  day, 
We  wilh  our  miftrefs,  and  our  meat,  away: 

But 
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To  ■     turn;  (he  never  took  the  height 

Of  Saturn,  yet  is  ever  in  the  right. 
She  ftrikes  each  point  with  native  force  of  mind,      345 
While  puzzled  Learning  blunders  far  behind, 
Graceful  to  fight,  and  elegant  to  thought. 
The  great  are  vanquifh'd,  and  the  wife  are  taught. 
Her  breeding  finiuVd,  and  her  temper  fweet, 
When  ferious,  eafy;  and  when  gay,  difcreet;         350 
In  glittering  fcenes,  o'er  her  own  heart,  fevere  5 
In  crouds,  collected  $  and  in  courts,  fincere  ; 
Sincere,  and  warm,  with  zeal  well-undei  flood, 
She  takes  a  noble  pride  in  doing  good; 
Yet,  not  fuperior  to  her  fex's  cares,  355 

The  mode  (he  fixes  by  the  gown  (he  wears ; 
Of  filks  and  china  (he  's  the  laft  appeal ; 
In  thefe  great  points  (he  leads  the  commonweal ; 
And  if  difputes  of  empire  rife  between 
Mechlin  the  queen  cf  lace,  and  Colberteen,  360 

'Tis  doubt!  'tis  darknefs!  till  fuipciided  fate 
Aflumes  her  nod,  to  clofe  the  grand  debate. 
When  fuch  her  mind,  why  will  the  fair  exprefs 
Their  emulation  only  in  their  drefs? 

But  oh !  the  nymph  that  mounts  above  the  flies,  365 
And,  gratis,  clears  religious  myfteries, 
RefolvM  the  church's  welfare  to  enfure, 
And  make  her  family  a  fine-cure : 
The  theme  divine  at  cards  (he  '11  not  forget, 
But  takes  in  texts  of  Scripture  at  picquet;  370 

In  thofe  licentious  meetings  a&s  the  prude, 
And  thanks  her  Maker  that  her  cards  are  good. 

Vol.  I.  K  What 
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iy  n?1**'1*^  more  an  eagle  rftnn  2  Js*ue9 
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Can  wealth  g^re  xxppineis  ?  look  rocsd,  2nd  tec 
What  gay  du$re» '  what  ipcendid  miiery ! 
Whaflcvei  fortune  fcmihly  can  pour,  395 

The  mind  annihilates*  and  calls  for  more. 
Wealth  is  a  cheat;  believe  not  what  it  fays  ; 
like  any  lord,  it  frrmift*— and  /arr- 
How  will  die  mifer  ftartk,  to  be  told 
Of  inch  a  wonder,  as  imfthjemt  gold !  400 

What  nature  ixmxts  has  an  intrinfic  weight; 
All  more  is  but  the  fafhion  of  the  plate, 

Which, 
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Which,  for  one  moment,  charms  the  fickle  view; 
It  charms  us  nvw\  anon  we  caft  anew; 
To  fome  frefli  birth  of  fancy  more  inclined :  405 

Then  wed  not  acres,  but  a  noble  mind. 

Miftaken  lovers,  who  make  worth  their  care, 
And  think  accomplishments  will  win  the  fair : 
The  fair,  'tis  true,  by  genius  mould  be  won, 
As  flowers  unfold  their  beauties  to  theyiwr ;  41© 

And  yet  in  female  fcales  a  fop  out-weighs, 
And  wit  mult  wear  the  willow  and  the  bays. 
Nought  mines  fo  bright  in  vain  Liberia's  eye 
As  riot,  impudence,  and  perfidy; 
The  youth  of  fire,  that  has  drunk  deep,  and  play'd,  415 
And  kilPd  his  man,  and  triumphed  o'er  his  maid ; 
For  him,  as  yet  unhang'd,  me  fpreads  her  charms, 
Snatches  the  dear  deftroyer  to  her  arms  ; 
And  amply  gives  (though  treated  long  amifs) 
The  man  of  merit  his  revenge  in  this.  42a 

If  you  refent,  and  wifh  a  woman  ill, 
But  turn  her  o'er  one  moment  to  her  will. 

The  languid  lady  next  appears  in  date, 
Who  was  not  born  to  carry  her  own  weight ; 
She  lolls,  reels,  daggers,  till  fome  foreign  aid        425 
To  her  own  ftature  lifts  the  feeble  maid. 
Then,  if  ordauVd  to  fofe>vere  a  doom, 
She,  by  juft  ftages,  journeys  round  the  room : 
But,  knowing  her  own  weaknefs,  /he  defpairs 
To  fcale  the  Alps— that  is,  afcend  the  flairs.  430 

My  fan  !  let  others  fay,  who  laugh  at  toil ; 
Fan  !  hood!  glove!  icarf!  is  her  laconic  ftile; 

K  2  And 
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And  that  is  fpoke  with  fuch  a  dying  fall, 

That  Betty  rather  fees,  than  bears  the  call : 

The  motion  of  her  lips,  and  meaning  eye,  43  5 

Piece  out  th'  idea  her  faint  words  deny. 

O  liften  with  attention  moft  profound ! 

Her  voice  is  but  the  fhadow  of  a  found. 

And  help  !  oh  help !  her  fpirits  are  fo  dead, 

One  hand  fcarce  lifts  the  other  to  her  head.  440 

If,  there,  a  fhibborn  pin  it  triumphs  o'er, 

She  pants !  the  finks  away !  and  is  no  more. 

Let  the  robuft  and  the  gigantic  carve, 

Life  is  not  worth  fo  much,  me  *d  rather  flame : 

But  chew  me  muft  herfelf ;  ah  cruel  fate !  445 

That  Rofalinda  can't  by  proxy  eat. 

An  antidote  in  female  caprice  lies 
(Kind  heaven  !)  againft  the  poifon  of  their  eyes. 

Thaleftris  triumphs  in  a  manly  mien ; 
Loud  is  her  accent;  and  her  phrafe  obfcene.  450 

In  fair  and  open  dealing  where  's  the  fhame  ? 
What  nature  dares  to  give,  fhe  dares  to  name. 
This  boneflfeUoiv  is  fmcere  and  plain, 
And  juftly  gives  the  jealous  hufband  pain. 
(Vain  is  the  taflc  to  petticoats  aflign'd,  455 

If  wanton  language  fhews  a  naked  mind.) 
And  now  and  then,  to  grace  her  eloquence, 
An  oath  fupplies  the  vacancies  of  fenfe.  , 

Hark  !  the  mrill  notes  tranfpierce  the  yielding  air, 
And  teach  the  neighbouring  echoes  how  to  fwear.   460 
By  Jove,  is  faint,  and  for  the  fimple  fwain  j 
She,  on  the  Chriftian  Syftem,  is  prophane. 

But 
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But  though  the  volley  rattles  in  your  ear, 

Believe  her  drefi,  (he  's  not  a  grenadier. 

If  thunder  *s  awful,  how  much  more  our  dread,      465 

When  Jove  deputes  a  lady  in  his  ftead  ? 

A  lady  !  pardon  my  miftaken  pen, 

A  (hamelefs  woman  is  the  word  of  men. 

Few  to  good-breeding  make  a  juft  pretence ; 
Good-breeding  is  the  bloffom  of  good~fenfe;  470 

The  laft  refult  of  an  accomplifiVd  mind, 
With  outward  grace,  the  body's  virtue,  joinM. 
A  violated  decency  now  reigns ; 
And  nymphs  for  failings  take  peculiar  pains. 
With  Chinefe  painters  modern  toafls  agree,  475 

The  point  they  aim  at  is  deformity : 
They  tbrotv  their  perfons  with  a  hoyden  air 
Acrofs  the  room,  and  tofs  into  the  chair. 
So  far  their  commerce  with  mankind  is  gone, 
They,  for  our  manners,  have  exchanged  their  own.  480 
The  modeft  look,  the  caftigated  grace, 
The  gentle  movement,  and  flow-meafur'd  pace, 
For  which  her  lovers  dfd,  her  parents  payyd, 
Are  indecorums  with  the  modern  maid. 
Stiff  forms  are  bad;  but  let  not  worfe  intrude,         4S5 
Nor  conquer  art  and  nature,  to  be  rude. 
Modern  good-breeding  carry  to  its  height, 
And  Lady  D 's  felf  will  be  polite. 

Ye  riling  fair !  ye  bloom  of  Britain's  ifle  ! 
When  high-born  Anna,  with  a  foftcn'd  fmile,        490 
Leads  on  your  train,  and  fparkles  at  your  head, 
What  feems  mod  hard,  is,  not  to  be  well-bred. 

K  3  Her 
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That,  and  that  only,  can  old  age  fuftain; 

Which  yet  all  wilh,  nor  know  they  wi/h  for  fam. 

Not  numerous  are  our  joys,  when  life  is  new  $        5*5 

And  yearly  (bme  are  falling  of  thefrw, 

But  when  we  conquer  life's  meridian  ftage, 

And  downward  tend  into  the  vale  of  age, 

They  drop  apace ;  by  nature  ibme  decay, 

And  fbrne  the  blails  of  fortune  fweep  away;  550 

Till,  naked  quite  of  happinefs,  aloud 

We  call  for  death,  and  /belter  in  a  fhroud. 

Where  \  Portia  now  ? — But  Portia  left  behind 

Two  lovely  copies  of  her  form  and  mind. 

What  heart  untouched  their  early  grief  can  view,    5  jc 

Like  blufhing  rofe-buds  dipp'd  in  morning  dew  ? 

Who  into  (helter  takes  their  tender  bloom, 

And  forms  their  minds  to  flee  from  ills  to  come  ? 

The  mind,  when  turned  adrift,  no  rules  to  guide, 

Drives  at  the  mercy  of  the  wind  and  tide  ;  540 

Fancy  and  pajfion  tofs  it  to  and  fro  ; 

A  while  torment,  and  then  quite  fink  in  woe. 

Ye  beauteous  orphans,  fince  in  ftlent  dufk 

Your  beft  example  lies,  my  precepts  truft. 

Life  fwarms  with  ills ;  the  boldefi  are  afraid ;  545 

Where  then  is  fafety  for  a  tender  maid? 

Unfit  for  conflict,  round  befet  with  woes, 

And  many  whom  leaft  me  fears,  her  worft  of  foes  1 

When  kind,  mod  cruel ;  when  oblig'd  the  moft, 

The  leaft  obliging ;  and  by  favours  loft.  550 

Cruel  by  nature,  they  for  kindnefs  hate  j 

And  fcorn  you  for  thofe  ills  tbcmfclvcs  create. 

K+  If 
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If  on  yaw  fane  or  fex  a  blot  baa  thrown, 
Twill  ever  ftkfc,  through  malice  of  yoor  awn. 
Motft  bavdf  m  pieafing  yror  chief  £&rjr  Iks  ;  555 

And  yet  6om  pirating  your  chief  dangers  rife : 
Tbea  pJeaie  the  Bejt\  and  know,  for  men  of  fenfe, 
Yew  Arangeft  charms  are  native  innocence. 
Jrts  on  die  mind,  like  paint  upon  the  face, 
Fright  him,  that  Ts  worth  your  lore,  from  roar  em- 
brace. 560 
In  Jbmple  manners  all  the  ferret  lies ; 
Be  kind  and  wirtooos,  yon  'II  be  bleft  and  wife. 
\zmfbrw  and  noije  intoxicate  the  brain, 
Begin  with  guUbufs,  and  end  in  pain. 
Affe&  not  empty  fame,  and  idle  praife,  565 
Which,  all  thole  wretches  I  defcribe,  betrays. 
Ysur  fine's  glory  'tis,  to  mine  unbttnvn ; 
Of  all  applauie,  be  fondeft  of  your  own. 
Beware  the  fever  of  the  mind  I  that  thirft 
With  which  the  age  is  eminently  curft  :  570 
To  drink  of  pleafmre,  bat  inflames  delire; 
And  abftinence  alone  can  quench  the  fire  j 
Take  pain  from  life,  and  terror  from  the  tomb  j 
Give  peace  in  band\  and  promife  blifs  to  come- 
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SATIRE       VI. 

O  N 

W     O     M     EN. 

INSCRIBED    TO 

The  RigiitHon.  the  Lady  ELIZABETH  GERMAIN. 

"  Interdum  tamen  &  tollit  comoedia  vocem." 

HOR. 

IS  OUGHT  a  patronefs,  but  fought  in  vain. 
Apollo  whifperM  in  my  ear—"  Germain."— 
I  know  her  not. — "  Your  reafon's  fomewhat'odd  } 
"  Who  knows  his  patron,  now  ?"  reply'd  the  god. 
««  Men  write,  to  me,  and  to  the  world,  unknown  ;       5 
"  Then  fteal  great  names,  to  fiiield  them  from  the  town. 
"  Dete&ed  <wortb,  like  beauty  difarray'd, 
"  To  covert  flies,  of  fraife  itfelf  afraid : 
"  Should  Jbe  refufe  to  patronize  your  lays, 
*«  In  vengeance  write  a  volume  in  her  praife.  10 

"  Nor  think  it  hard  fo  great  a  length  to  run  ; 
**  When  fuch  the  theme,  'twill  eafily  be  done." 

Ye  fair !  to  draw  your  excellence  at  length, 
Exceeds  the  narrow  bounds  of  human  ftrength  5 
You,  here,  in  miniature  your  picture  fee  j  t$ 

Nor  hope  from  Zinck  more  juftice  than  from  me. 

My 
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My  portraits  grace  your  mind,  as  his  your  fide\ 
His  portraits  will  inflame,  mipe  quench,  your  pride  : 
He's  dear,  you  frugal ;  choofe  my  cheaper  \zy\ 
And  be  your  reformation  all  my  /*y.  20 

Lavinia  is  polite,  but  not  prophane; 
To  Church  as  conftant  as  to  Drury-lane. 
She  decently,  inform,  pays  heaven  its  due; 
And  makes  a  civil  vifit  to  her  pew. 
Her  lifted  fan,  to  give  a  folemn  air,  25 

Conceals  her  face,  which  pajfes  for  a  prayer  t 
Curffies  to  curt'fies,  then,  with  grace,  fucceed  $ 
Not  one  the  fair  omits,  but  at  the  Creed. 
Or  if  me  joins  the  Service,  'tis  to  Jpeak  j 
Through  dreadful  JUence  the  pent  heart  might  break ;  30 
Untaught  to  bear  it,  women  talk  away 
To  God  himfelf,  and  fondly  think  they  pray. 
But fweet  their  accent,  and  their  air  refined. 
For  they  're  before  their  Maker— and  mankind : 
.When  ladies  once  are  proud  of  praying  well,  35 

Satan  himfelf  will  toll  the  parifh  bell. 

Acquainted  with  the  world,  and  quite  well-bred, 
Drufa  receives  her  vifitants  in  bed ; 
But,  chafte  as  ice,  this  Vefta,  to  defy 
The  very  blackeft  tongue  of  calumny.  40 

When  from  the  meets  her  lovely  form  me  lifts, 
She  begs  yowjujl  would  turn  you,  while  (hejbifts. 

Thofe  charms  are  greateft  which  decline  the  fight, 
That  makes  the  banquet  poignant  and  polite. 
'There  is  no  woman,  where  there  's  no  referve  \        45 
And  'tis  on  plenty  your  poor  lovers  Jlarve* 

But 
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But  with  a  modern  fair,  meridian  merit 

Is  a  fierce  thing,  they  call  a  nympb  of  fpirit, 

Mark  well  the  rollings  of  her  flaming  eye  $ 

And  tread  on  tiptoe,  if  you  dare  draw  nigh.  50 

•«  Or  if  you  take  a  lion  by  the  beard  *, 

"  Or  dare  defy  the  fell  Hyrcanian  pard, 

"  Or  arm'd  rhinoceros,  or  rough  Ruffian  bear/* 

Firft  make  your  will,  and  then  converfe  with  her. 

This  lady  glories  in  profufe  expence 5  55 

And  thinks  diftraBion  is  magnificence. 

To  beggar  her  gallant,  is  feme  delight  j 

To  be  more  fatal  ftill,  is  exquifite ; 

Had  ever  nymph  fuch  reafon  to  be  glad  ? 

In  duel  fell  two  lovers  ;  one  run  mad,  60 

Hct/qcs  their  honeft  execrations  pour 5 

Her  lovers  only  mould  deteft  her  more. 

Flavia  is  conftant  to  her  old  gallant, 
And  generoufly  fupports  him  in  his  want. 
But  marriage  is  a  fetter,  is  a  mare,  65 

A  hell,  no  lady  fo  polite  can  bear. 
She  "s  faithful,  (he  's  obfervant,  and  with  pains 
Her  angel-brood  of  bafiards  fhe  maintains. 
Nor  leaft  advantage  has  the  fair  to  plead, 
But  that  of  guilty  above  the  marriage-bed,  7c* 

Amafia  hates  a  prude,  and  fcorns  reftraint ; 
Whatever  fhe  is,  fhe  '11  not  appear  a  faint : 
Her  foul  fuperior  flies  formality  ; 
So  gay  her  air,  her  conduct  is  fo  free, 

Some 
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:Stf";  ;h*"  nymph  not  over-good—        75 
\      „^  v.  £Kv"v  mittakcn,  if  they  fliould. 

V^rrsw  Abm  put*  on  formal  airs  ; 
it"  jt'Awn  N  rhrwid-bare  with  her  conftant  prayers. 

Hr-  «*  r**" is  lhal  <hc  cannot  bc 

A:  V-w  wip^  ;"  /r-*>*r  and  '**"£•  8o 

a-,   •hit.  to  Ho  her  jultice,  muft  bc  laid, 
n"V  ,«*'1  **  xwt  think  that  Abra  was  a  maid  r" 
^.^  i-sN+  *»^  tiH>  beauteous  to  be  wed ; 
v,  .-V-*  **  &*  man  tnmt  *•  worthy  of  their  bed? 
,    .,    .;:<*£  :vduce  her  pride  before,  85 

.     .:„..  Wn\  bc  v.i\  ilh'd  :»t  threeicore. 
«k-.  4K    «;buuts  to  venture  in  the  dark  ; 
«...  ,v»VM£  now  is  wanting— but  her  fpark. 

....:.  .:tink»  luppiiiciii  con  tilts  in  (kite; 
».  **v>»  m\  i.i'fu/,  but  the  eats  in  plate.  90 

*'%  ^wds  of  fortune*  which  her  foul  poftefs, 
*.  .  >ui  chr  ground  of  h tumult  happinefs  ; 
.  «w    udc  mal  en  at :  ivij'Unm  add  to  this, 
vti'i^n,  the  lble  artificer  of'  blifs  ; 
v.    i\»m  hciiclf,  if  io  compell'd  by  need,  95 

v\     :.-*  ^Mtrnt  can  draw  the  fubtlo  thread  ; 
-su".  viu»  detraction  ti»  her  lacred  ikill) 
1:   .S»-  tan  work  in  »c//V,  'tis  better  ftill. 

It    l'u Ilia  had  Kt-n  Melt  with  half  her  fenlc, 
\01u-  iv»uld  too  much  admire  her  excellence  :  100 

KuJ  iiiue  ihe  can  make  error  mine  lb  bright, 
Vu  thinks  it   vulgiir  to  defend  the  right, 
Wiri\  uiukutuiKlin:;  lhe  is  quite  o'er-run  ; 
by  too  great  accompli  laments  undone  : 

Witk 
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With  fkill  fhe  vibrates  her  eternal  tongue,  105 

For  ever  moft  divinely  in  the  wrong. 

Naked  in  nothing  fhould  a  woman  be  $ 
But  veil  her  very  <wit  with  madefy  : 
Let  man  difcwer%  let  not  her  difplay, 
But  yield  her  charms  of  mind  with  fweet  delay.       no 

For  pleafure  fornTd,  perverfely  fome  believe, 
To  make  themfelvcs  import  ant  %  men  muft^rvw, 
Lcfbia  the  fair,  to  fire  her  jealous  lord, 
Pretends,  the  fop  (he  laughs  at,  is  ador'd. 
In  vain  me  *s  proud  of  fecret  innocence  $  115 

The  faft  fhe  feigns  were  fcarce  a  worfe  offence. 

Mira,  endow'd  with  every  charm  to  blefs, 
Has  no  defign,  but  on  her  hufband's  peace : 
He  lov'd  her  much  ;  and  greatly  was  he  mov'd 
At  fraall  inquietudes  in  her  he  lov'd.  120 

"  How  charming  this  l"— The  pleafure  lafted  long; 
Nov/  every  day  the  fits  come  thick  and  flrong ; 
At  laft  he  found  the  charmer  only  feign' *d\ 
And  was  diverted  when  he  Jbould  be  pain'd. 
What  greater  vengeance  have  the  gods  in  ftore  ?      1*5 
How  tedious  life,  now  fhe  can  plague  no  more ! 
She  tries  a  thoufand  arts  ;  but  none  fucceed  : 
She  's  fbrc'd  a  fever  to  procure  indeed: 
Thus  ftriclly  provM  this  virtuous,  loving  <wife% 
Her  hufband's  pain  was  dearer  than  her  life.  1 30 

Anxious  Melania  rifes  to  ray  view, 
Who  never  thinks  her  lover  pays  his  due  1 
Vifit,  prefent,  treat,  flatter,  and  adore  j 
Her  majefty,  to-morrow,  calls  for  more. 

His 
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Her  IcveraBXjE  '■tejkd,  as  pkate  ier  iji'rei  ; 
Mis  worth  is  as.  inexpiable  in.: 
For  of  aJ.  rvzais  tint  cm  pais  ier  jmi, 
Taere  ~t  anr,  taac  wmads  fir  <£rrpex  faaa  tie  rt£j 
To  wreck  her  ^gsbs,  sac  *n«i  Maoist  irsx  14.5 

I*  If  hex  fcpm  dams  cape*  kanarlf 

And  ibis,  hmararnW  taqciaacrrng: 
Sboaia  1  rf|iw  hgfccaty,  Wriic  dfere? 
Bow  wqbum  bMoobmul  be  nrpnia  so  scar 
She  r«  <rartr  defocm'd  ?  And  yet  tic  cue  is  clear  ;    15* 
What  *  fonaie  hearty,  b^t  an  air  divide, 
Through  which  the  gitraTt  ali-grctL*  graces  &isc? 
Tarr,  like  the  fin,  irradLizc  all  between  \ 
The  body  charwu  oceanic  the  fixzl  i%fiem. 
Hence,  mat  arc  often  caperres  of  a  face,  155 

They  know  not  why,  of  no  peculiar  grace : 
Some  forms,  though  bright,  no  mortal  man  can  bear-, 
Some,  none  refifl  though  not  exceeding  fair. 

Arpafia  *s  highly  bom,  and  nicely  bred, 
Of  tafte  rtnVd,  in  life  and  manners  read;  160 

Yet  reaps  no  fruit  from  her  fuperior  icnie, 
But  to  be  teaz?d  by  her  own  excellence. 
"  Folk*  are  fo  aukward !  Things  fo  impolite  !" 
She  '§  tUgantlj  pain'd  from  morn  till  night. 

Her 
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Her  delicacy 's  (hock*d  where-e'er  (he  goes  5  165 

Each  creature's  imferfeSions  are  her  woes. 

Heaven  by  its  favour  has  the  fair  diftrcft, 

And  pour'd  fuch  bleflings— -that  (he  canU  be  bleft. 

Ah  !  why  fo  vain,  though  blooming  in  thy  fpring  ? 
Thou  Jhining,  frail,  ador'd,  and  wretched  thing }    170 
Old-age  will  come ;  difeafe  may  come  before 5 
Fifteen  is  full  as  mortal  as  threefcore. 
Thy  fortune,  and  thy  charms,  may  foon  decay  1 
But  grant  thefe  fugitives  prolong  their  ftay, 
Their  bafis  totters,  their  foundation  (hakes  j  17$ 

Life,  that  fupports  them,  in  a  moment  breaks ; 
Then  wrought  into  the  foul  let  virtues  (hine  j 
The  ground  eternal,  as  the  work  divine. 

Julia  's  a  manager;  (he  's  born  for  rule } 
And  knows  her  wifer  hu(band  is  a/00/;  i8# 

Affemblies  holds,  and  fpins  thefttbtle  thread 
That  guides  the  lover  to  his  fair-one's  bed : 
For  difficult  amours  can  fmooth  the  way, 
And  tender  letters  ditfate,  or  convey. 
But,   if  deprived  of  fuch  important  cares,  185 

Her  wifdom  condefcends  to  lefs  affairs. 
For  her  own  breakfaft  (he  11  projecl  afcbeme, 
Nor  take  her  tea  without  nftratagem  \ 
Prefides  o'er  trifles  with  zfcrious  face  5 
Important,  by  the  virtue  of  grimace.  190 

Ladies  fupreme  among  amufements  reign ; 
By  nature  born  to  foot b,  and  entertain. 
Their  prudence  in  a  (hare  of  folly  lies : 

Why  will  they  be  fo  weak,  as  to  be  wife  ? 

J  '  Syrena 
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Syrena  is  for  ever  in  extremes.  125 

And  avitb  a  vengeance  (he  commends,  or  blames, 
Confcious  of  her  difcernment,  which  is  good, 
She  (trains  too  much  to  make  it  underftood. 
Her  judgment  juft,  htrfentence  is  too  ftrong  $ 
Becaufe  ihe  's  right,  fhe  's  ever  in  the  wrong.  200 

Brunetta  's  wife  in  actions,  great,  and  rare; 
But  fcorns  on  trifles  to  beftow  her  care. 
Thus  every  hour  Brunetta  is  to  blame, 
Becaufe  th*  occafion  is  beneath  her  aim. 
Think  nought  a  trifle,  though  it  fmall  appear;         205 
Small  fands  the  mountain,  moments  make  the  year, 
And  trifles  life.     Your  care  to  trifles  give, 
Or  you  may  die,  before  you  truly  live. 

Go  breakfaft  with  Alicia,  there  you  '11  fee, 
Simplex  munditiis,  to  the  laft  degree:  210 

Unlac'd  her  ftays,  her  night-gown  is  unty'd, 
And  what  me  has  of  head-dref%  is  afide. 
She  draws  her  words,  and  waddles  in  her  pace ; 
UnwafhM  her  hands,  and  much  befnufPd  her  face. 
A  nail  uncut,  and  head  uncomb'd,  ihe  loves  j         2 1 5 
And  would  draw  on  jack -boots,  as  foon  as  gloves. 
Gloves  by  Queen  Befs's  maidens  might  be  mill ; 
Her  blefled  eyes  ne'er  faw  a  female^. 
Lovers,  beware !  to  wound  how  can  me  fail 
With  fcarlet  finger,  and  long  jetty  nail  ?  220 

For  Harvey,  the  firft  ivit  (he  cannot  be, 
Nor,  cruel  Richmond,  the  firft  toafl,  for  thee. 
Since  full  each  other  ftation  of  renown^ 
Who  would  not  be  the  greateft  trapes  in  town? 

Women 
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Women  were  made  to  give  our  eyes  delight ;  315 

A  female  JUmen  is  an  odious  fight. 

Fair  Iiabella  is  fo  fond  of  fame, 
That  her  dearfelf  is  her  eternal  theme; 
Through  hopes  of  contradiction,  oft  flic  '11  fay, 
"  Metliinks  I  look  fo  wretchedly  to-day!"  239 

When  moft  the  world  applauds  you,  moft  beware, 
'Tis  often  lefs  a  bleffing  than  zfnare. 
Diftruft  mankind-,  with  your  own  heart  confer} 
And  dread  even  there  to  find  a  flatterer. 
The  breath  of  others  raifes  our  renown ;  135 

Our  own  as  furely  blows  the  pageant  down. 
Take  up  no  more  than  you  by  worth  can  claim, 
Left  foon  you  prove  a  bankrupt  in  your  fame. 

But  own  I  rauft,  in  this  perverted  age, 
Who  moft  defer*ve,  can't  always  moft  engage*  249 

So  far  is  worth  from  making  glory  fure, 
It  often  hinders  what  it  Jhoidd  procure. 
Whom  praife  we  moft?  The  virtuous,  brave,  and  wife? 
No ;  wretches,  whom,  in  fecret,  we  defpife. 
And  who  fo  blind,  as  not  to  fee  the  cauie  ?  245 

No  rivals  rais'd  by  fuch  difcreet  applauie  -, 
And  yet,  of  credit  it  lays  in  a  (lore, 
By  which  our  fpleen  may  wound  true  worth  the  more. 

Ladies  there  are  who  think  one  crime  is  alls 
Can  women,  then,  no  way  but  backward  fall*       250 
So  fweet  is  that  one  crime  they  don't  purfue, 
To  pay  its  lofs,  they  think  all  others  few. 
Who  hold  that  crime  fo  dear,  muft  never  claim 
Of  injured  modefty  the  facred  name. 

Vol,  I.  L  But 
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You  feek  perfections  worthy  of  her  rank ;  *8'$ 

Go,  feek  for  her  perfections  at  the  Bank. 

By  wealth  unquench'd,  by  reafon  uncontrouPd, 

For  ever  burns  her  facred  thirft  of  gold. 

As  fond  of  five-pence,  as  the  verfrft  cit\ 

And  quite  as  much  detefted  as  a  *wit.  290 ; 

Can  gold  calm  paf/ion,  or  make  reafon  mine  ? 
Can  we  dig  peace ,  or  <wifd<m,  from  the  mine  ? 
Wifdom  to  gold  prefer;  for  'tis  much  lefs 
To  make  our  fortune,  than  our  bappinefs. 
That  happinefs  which  great-ones  often  fee,  boj- 

With  rage  and  wonder,  in  a  low  degree ; 
Themfelves  unbleft.     The  poor  are  only  poor ; 
But  what  are  they  who  droop  amid  their  ftore  ? 
Nothing  is  meaner  than  a  wretch  qfflmte  5 
The  happy  only  are  the  truly  great,  300 

Peafants  enjoy  like  appetites  with  kings ; 
And  thofe  belt  fatisfied  with  cheapeft  things. 
Could  both  our  Indies  buy  but  one  nevrfenfe, 
Our  envy  would  be  due  to  large  expencel 
Since  not,  thofe  pomps  which*  to  the  great  belong,  305 
Are  but  poor  arts  to  mark  ttom  from  the  throng. 
See  how  they  beg  an  alms  of  flattery ! 
They  languifh !  oh  fupport  them  with  a  lye  ! 
A  decent  competence  we  fully  taftej 
Jt  ftrikes  our  fenfe%  and  gives  a  conftant  feaft:  310 

More,  we  perceive  by  dint  of  thought  alone  j 
The  rich  muft  labour  to  poflefs  their  own. 
To  feel  their  great  abundance;  and  requeft 
Their  humble  friends  to  help  them  to  be  bleft; 

L  z  To 


•V  ■      •*■-■      "nuti:1^-    .*.*""  ibc^r  r-  ar  tcl£,  315 

+i-      ir«i£   jr^cx.  Jaux  .    *z»£  r:-LL"£  ^::h  warns  fa 

■\  .  ***  •*.-*•  .mJ-rs*  ihty  rExuis  £  load; 

K'"  *  »^»«k»K^&!'-r,«c?iltJirr/r'r-=::'T,  till  wt'«  beftow'd.     310 

• :  *  aiu   x. ,;  -r  s jr-.-  c f  pub- ic  r. a-. j  Irsfs, 
>»uu^    v.  -,-  breams  diiFu^vily  they  :  Icfs ; 

*•*%!»  win.*  ti^r  bounties  glide,  conceaTd  from  view, 
MUpve  our  tvazts,  2nd  J}  are  cur  blujbes  too. 
^t  Satire  is  my  talk  j  and  theie  deitroy  315 

'itr  gloomy  province,  and  malignant  joy. 
■■ifip  me,  ye  mifers !  help  me  to  complain, 

vjua  bia.it  cur  common  enemy,  Germain : 
liuCvTJx  .a-iy.^-.v  mult  defpedr  Uicceis  ; 
-  o»>,  3KXt  zcprai.l\  ike  values  nothing  kfs.  330 

Whit  picture  *s  yonder,  looicn'd  from  its  frame ? 
^i*'t  Anuria,  that  alfeCled  dame  ? 

t  he  brighteft  forms,  through  affectation,  fade 
'I ";*  ;trange  neiv  things,  which  nature  never  made. 
V:  own  not,  ye  fair !  lb  much  your  lex  we  prize,         3.35 

V\  *■  hate  thofe  arts  that  take  you  from  our  eyes. 

In  Albucinda's  native  grace  is  feen 

What  you,   who  labour  at  perfection,  mean. 

5SK*rt  is  the  rule,  and  to  be  learnt  with  ealc, 

Retain  your  gentle  felves,  and  you  mitfi  pleaie.        .,340 

Here  might  I  fing  of  Memmia's  mincing  mien, 

And  all  the  movements  of  the  foft  machine : 

How 
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How  two  red  lips  aftecled  Zephyrs  blow, 
To  cool  the  Bohea,  and  inflame  the  Beau : 
While  one  white  finger  and  a  thumb  confpire  345 

To  lift  the  cup,  and  make  the  world  admire. 

Tea !  how  I  tremble  at  thy  fatal  ftream ! 
As  Lethe,  dreadful  to  the  Love  of  Fame. 
What  devaluations  on  thy  banks  are  feen ! 
•What  Jhades  of  mighty  names  which  wee  have  been !  350 
An  hecatomb  of  characters  fupplrc*  , 
Thy  painted  altars  daily  facrifice. 

H— ,  P— — ,  B ,  aijperVd  by  thee,  deday, 

As  grains  of  fined  fugars  melt  away, 

And  recommend  the  more  to  mortal  tafte  ;  355 

Scandal  *s  the  fweetner  of  a  female  feaft. 

But  this  inhuman  triumph  fliall  decline,  . 
And  thy  revolting  Naiads  call  for  wine} 
Spirits  no  longer  (hall  ferve  under  thee ; 
But  reign  in  thy  own  cup,  exploded  tea  !  36$ 

Citronia's  nofc  declares  thy  ruin  nigh, 
And  who  dares  give  Citronia's  nofe  the  lye  ? 

The  ladies  long  at  men  of  drink  cxclaim'd, 
And  what  impaired  both  health  and  virtue,  blam'd  5 
At  length,  to  refcue  man,  the  generous  lafs  365 

Stole  from  her  con  fort  the  pernicious  glafs. 
As  glorious  as  the  Britifh  queen  renowned, 
Who  fuck'd  the  poifon  from  herhuiband's  wound. 

Nor  to  the  glafs  alone  are  nymphs  inclined, 
But  every  bolder  vice  of  bold  mankind,  370 

O  Juvenal !  for  thy  feverer  rage  ! 
To  lain  the  ranker  follies  of  our  age. 

L3  Are 
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Are  there,  among  the  females  jpf  our  ifle, 
Such  faults,  at  which  it  is  a  fault  to /mile  ? 
There  are.     Vice,  once  by  modeft  nature  chained'     375 
And  legal  ties,  expatiates  uiu^ftrain'd  j. 
Without  thin  decency  iteld  up.  to  view, 
Naked  flie  ftalks  o'er  Law  and  Gofpel  too. 
Our  matrons  lead  fuch  exemplary  lives, 
Men  figh  in  vain  for  none  but  for  their  wives  y       3  So 
Who  marry  to  be^r^,  to  range  the  more, 
And  wed  one  man,  to  wanton  with  a  fcore- 
Abroad  too  kind,  at  home  ''tis  ftedfaft  hate, 
And  one  eternal  tempeft  of  debate. 
What  foul  eruptions,  from  a  look  moll  meek  I        385 
What  thunders  burfting,  from  a  dimpled  cheek ! 
Their  pajjions  bear  it  with  a  lpfty  hand ! 
But  then,  their  reafon  is  at  due  command* 
Is  there  whom  you  deteft,  and  feek  his  life  ? 
Truft  no  foul  with  the  fecret — but  his  wife.  390 

Wives  wonder  that  their  conduct  I  condemn, 
And  afk,  what  kindred  is  afpoufe  to  them  ? 

What  fwarms  of  amorous  grandmothers  I  fee ! 
And  miffes,  antient  in  iniquity ! 

What  blading  whifpers,  and  what  loud  declaiming !  395 
What  lying,  drinking,  bawdirig,  fwearing,  gaming ! 
Friendship  fo  cold,  fuch  warm  incontinence  5 
Such  griping  avarice,  fuch  profufe  expence  j 
Such  dead  devotion,  fuch  a  zeal  for  crimes ; 
Such  licens'd  ill,  fuch  mafquerading  times ;  400 

Such  venal  faith,  fuch  mifapply'd  applaufej 
Such  flatter' d  guilt,  and  fuch  inverted  laws  \ 

Such 
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Such  diflblution  through  the  whole  I  find, 
Tis  not  a  world,  but  chaos  of  mankind. 

Since  Sundays  have  no  balls,  thewell-drefs*d£i/fc  405 
Shines  in  the  pew,  but  fmiles  to  hear  of  heU\ 
And  cafts  an  eye  of  fweet  difdain  on  all, 
Who  liften  Iefs  to  Collins  than  St.  Paul. 
Atheifts  have  been  but  rare  j  fince  nature's  birth, 
Till  now,  She-atheifts  ne'er  appear'd  on  earth.        41^ 
Ye  men  of  deep  refearches,  fay,  whence  fprings 
This  daring  character,  in  timorous  things  ? 
Who  ftart  at  feathers,  from  an  infe&  fly* 
A  match  for  nothing-— but  the  Deity, 
But,  not  to  wrong  the  fair,  the  Mufe  muft  own      415 
In  this  purfuit  they  court  not  fame  alone  j 
But  join  to  that  a  more  fubftantial  view, 
u  From  thinking  free,  to  be  free  agents  too." 

They  ftrive  with  their  own  hearts,  and  keep  them  down, 
In  coinplai lance  to  all  the  fools  in  town.  4*0 

O  how  they  tremble  at  the  name  of  prude ! 
And  die  with  fhame  at  thought  of  being  good! 
For  what  will  Artimis,  the  rich  and  gay, 
What  will  the  wits,  that  is,  the  coxcombs,  fay? 
They  heaven  defy,  to  earth's  vile  dregs  a  (lave  5      425 
Through  cowardice,  moil  execrably  brave. 
With  our  own  judgments  durft  we  to  comply, 
In  virtue  fhould  we  live,  in  glory  die. 
Rife  then,  my  Mufe,  in  honeft  fury  rife  5 
They  dread  a  Satire,  who  defy  the  Skies.  430 

Atheifts  are  few :  moft  nymphs  a  Godhead  own ; 
And  nothing  but  his  attributes  dethrone. 
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Letangel-forms  angelic  truths  maintain  j 
Nature  disjoins  the  beauteous  and  fropbane. 
For  what  *s  true  beauty,  but  fair  mxta^tfacef      46$ 
Virtue  made  4/^6/;  in  outward  grace? 
Sho»  then,  that 's  haunted  with  aa  impious  mind, 
The  more  me  c barms,  the  more  me  yftft-4/ mankind. 

But  charms  decline  »  the  Fair  long  vigils* keep  s 
They  deep  no  more !  Quadrille  has  *  murder'd  deep.  470 
"  Poor  K— -p  !  cries  Li  via;  I  have  not  been  there 
"  Thefe  two  nights  j  the  poor  creature' will  defpair. 
"  I  hate  a  croud— but  to  do  good,  you  know— 
"  And  people  of  condition  mould  beftow." 
Convinced,  overcome,  to  K— p's  grave  matrons  run  |  475- 
Howfet  a  daughter,  and  nowjfaie  a  ion  j 
Let  health,  fame,  temper,  beauty,  fortune,  flyj 
And  beggar  half  their  race— through  charity. 

Immortal  were  we,  or  elfe  mortal  quitey 
I  lefs  (houldi>lame  this  criminal  delights  4$* 

But  fince  the  gay  aflembly's  gayeft  room 
Is  but  an  upper  ftory  to  fome  tomb, 
Methinks,  we  need  not  oyirjhort  being  mun> 
And,  thought  to  fly,  contend  to  be  undone. 
We  need  not  buy  our  ruin  with  our  crime,  4S4 

And  give  eternity  to  murder  time. 

The  love  of  gaming  is  the  worft  of  ills-; 
With  ceafelefs  ftorms  the  blacken'd  foul  it  fills  j 
Inveigh*  at  heaven,  negle&s  the  ties  of  blood; 
Deftroys  the  power  and  will  of  doing  good  )  49* 
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Why  that  drawn  fword  ?  and  whence  that  difinal  cry  ? 
'Why  pale  distraction  through  the  family  ? 
See  my  lord  threaten,  and  my  lady  weep, 
■  And  trembling  fervants  from  the  tcmpeft  creep. 
Why  that  gay^or  to  diftant  regions  lent?  545 

What  fiends  that  daughter's  dettin'd  match  prevent? 
Why  the  whole  houle-in  fudden  ruin  laid  ? 
O  nothing,  but  laft  night— -my  lady  plafd. 

But  wanders  not  my  Satire  from  her  theme  ? 
Is  this  too  owing  to  the  love  of  fame  ?  530 

Though  now  your  hearts  on  lucre  are  beftow'd, 
'Tvsras  firft  a  vain-devotion  to  the  mode\ 
Nor  ceafe  we  here,  fince  'tis  a  vice  (b  ftrongj 
The  torrent  fweeps  all  womankind  along. 
This  may  be  (aid,  in  honour  of  our  times,  535 

That  none  now  (land  difiinguijb'd  by  their  crimes. 

If  fin  you  muft,  take  nature  for  your  guide : 
Love  has  fome  foft  excule  to  footh  your  pride : 
Ye  fair  apoftates  from  love's  antient  power ! 
Can  nothing  ravijb,  but  a  golden  flower  ?  540- 

Can  cards  alone  your  glowing  fancy  feize  ; 
Muft  Cupid  learn  to  punt,  ere  he  can  pleafe  ? 
When  you  "re  enamoured  of  a  lift  or  caft9 
What  can  the  preacher  more,  to  make  us  chafie  r* 
Why  muft  ftrong  youths  unmarryd  pine  away?       545; 
TIk-v  find  no  woman  difengag'd — from  play. 
Why  pine  the  marrfdf—O  feverer  fate  ! 
They  find  from  play  no  difengagM — eftate. 
Fhvia,  at  lovers  falfe,  untouched,  and  bard, 
Turns  pale,  and  trembles  at  a  cruel  card.  55° 

Not 
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Nor  Arria's  Bible  can  fecure  her  age ; 

Her  threefcore  years  are  muffling  with  her  page. 

While  death  /lands  by,  but  till  the  game  is  done, 

To  fwtepjbat  fiake,  in  juftice,  long  his  own  j 

Like  old  cards  .ting'd  with  fulphur,  flie  takes  fire;  .555 

Or,  like  ihuffs  funk  in  fockets,  blazes  higher. 

Ye  gods !  with  new  delights  infpire  the  Fair  -r 

Or  give  us  fons,  and  fave  us  from  defpair. 

Sons,  brothers,  fathers,  hufbands,  trade/men,  clofe 
la.  my  complaint,  and  brand  your  fins  in  profs :       560 
Yet  I  believe*  as  firmly  as  my  Creed, 
In  fpite  of  all  our  wifdom,  you  'fl  proceed  :. 
Our  pride,  fa  great,,  our  pafllon  is  fo  fixong, 
Advice  to  r/gi6/,  confirms  us  in  the  wrong* 
I-hear  you  cry,  (€  This. fellow  's  very  odd."  565 

When  you  chaftife,  who  would  not  kifs  the  rod  ? 
But  I  *ve  a  charm  your  anger  (hall  controul, 
And  turn  your  eyes  with  coldnefs  on  the  vole. 

The  charm  begins !  To  yonder  flood  of  light, 
That  burfts  o'er  gloomy  Britain,  turn  your  fight.     573 
What  guardian  power  overwhelms  your  fouls  with  awe  ? 
Her  deeds  are  precepts,  her  example  law  j 
'Midft  empire's  charms,  how  Carolina's  heart 
Glows  with  the  love  of  virtue  %  and  of  art ! 
Her  favour  is  diffus'd  to  that  degree,  575 

"•  Excefs  of  goodnefs  !  it  has  dawn'd  on  me-: 
When  in  my  page,  to  balance  numerous  faults, 
Or  godlike  deeds  were  fhown,  or  generous  thoughts, 
She  fmil'd,  tnduftrious  to  be  pleas'd,  nor  knew 
From  whom  my  pen  the  borrow' d  luftre  drew.         580 

Thus 
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is  #  the  majeftic  mother  of  mankind, 

:  own  charms  moft  amiably  blind, 

•  green  margin*  innocently*  flood, 

az'd  indulgent  on  the  cryftal  flood ; 

*d  the  ftranger  in  the  painted  wave,  585 

fmiling,  prais'd  the  beauties  which  (he  gave. 

•  Milton. 
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SATIRE       VII. 

T  O 

THE  RIGHT  HON.  SIR  ROBERT  WALPOLE. 

"  Carminatum  melius,  cum  venerit  Ipfe,  canemus," 

Virg. 

ON  this  laft  labour,  this  my  clofing  Grain, 
Smile,  Walpole,  or  the  Nine  infpire  in  vain : 
To  thee,  'tis  due ;  that  verfe  how  juftly  thine, 
Where  Brunfwick's  glory  crowns  the  whole  defign  ? 
That  glory,  which  thy  counfelsmake  fo  bright  5         5 
That  glory,  which  on  thee  reflects  a  light. 
Illuftrious  commerce,  and  but  rarely  known! 
To  givey  and  take,  a  luftre  from  the  throne. 

Nor  think  that  thou  art  foreign  to  my  theme  5 
The  fountain  is  not  foreign  to  the  fi ream.  10 

How  all  mankind  will  be  furpriz'd,  to  fee 
'  This  flood  of  Britifh  folly  chargM  on  thee ! 
■Say,  Britain!  whence  this  caprice  of  thy  fons, 
Which  through  their  various  ranks  with  fury  runs  ? 
The  caufe  is  plain,  a  caufe  which  we  mull  blefs  j       1 5 
-For  caprice  is  the  daughter  of  fuccefs, 
•  (A  bad  effect,  but  from  a  pleafing  caufe ! ) 
-And  gives  our  rulers  undefign'd  applaufe  ; 
Tells  how  their  conduct  bids  our  wealth  increafe, 
And  lulls  us  in  the  downy  lap  of  peace,  20 

4  While 
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"While  I  furvey  the  bleflings  of  our  ifle, 
Her  arte  triumphant  in  the  royal  fmile, 
Her  public  wounds  bound  up,  her  credit  high,. 
Her  commerce  fjpreading  fails  in  every  iky, 
The  pleafing  fcene  recalls  my  theme  again,  25 

And  mews  the  madnefs  of  ambitious  men, 
Who,  fond  of  bloodfhed,  draw  the  murdering  fword, 
And  burn  to  give  mankind  a  fingle  lord. 

The  follies  paft  are  of  a  private  kind  5 
Their  fphere  is  Irnall ;  their  mifchief  is  confin'd :  •     30 
But  daring  men  there  are  (Awake,  my  Mufe, 
And  raife  thy  verfe  !)  who  bolder  phrenzy  chufej 
Who,  ftung  by  glory,  rave,  and  bound  away; 
The  world  their  field,  and  humankind  their  prey. 

The  Grecian  chief,  th1  enthufiaft  of  his  pride,       35 
With  rage  and  terror  ftalking  by  his  fide, 
Raves  round  the  globe;  he  foars  into  a  God! 
Stand  faft,  Olympus  I  and  fuftain  his  nod. 
The  peft  divine  in  horrid  grandeur  reigns, 
And  thrives  on  mankind's  miferies  and  pains.  4* 

What  flaughter'd  hofls  I  what  cities  in  a  blaze  ! 
What  wafted  countries  !  and  what  crimfon  feas  ! 
With  orphans  tears  his  impious  bowl  overflows, 
And  cries  of  kingdoms  lull  him  to  repofe. 

And  cannot  thrice  ten  hundred  years  unpraife       45 
The  boifterous  boy,  and  blaft  his  guilty  bays  ? 
Why  want  we  then  encomiums  on  the  ftorm, 
Ox  famine,  or  volcano  ?  They  perform 
Their  mighty  deeds ;  they,  hero-like,  can  flay, 
And  fpread  their  ample  defarts  in  a  day.  50 

O  great 
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O  great  alliance!  O  divine  renown! 

With  dearth,  and  pefiilence,  to  mare  the  crown. 

When  men  extol  a  wild  deftroyer's  name, 

Earth's  Builder  and  Preferver  they  blafpheme. 

•■  One  to  deftroy,  is-  murder  by  the  law  5  55 

And  gibbets  keep  the  lifted  hand  in  awe  ; 

To  murder  tboufanas,  takes  a  fpecious  name, 

War's  glorious  arty  and  gives  immortal  fame. 

When,  after  battle,  I  the  field  have  feen 
Spread  o'er  with  ghaftlyfliapes,  which  once  were  men ;  60 
A  nation  cruAVd,  a  notion  of  the  brave  i 
A  realm  of  death !  and  on  this  fide  the  grave ! 
Are  there,  faid  I,  who  from  this  fad  furvey, 
This  human  chaos,  carry  fmiles  away  ? 
How  did  my  heart  with  indignation  rife !  65 

How  honeft  nature  fwell'd  into  my  eyes ! 
How  was  I  fliock'd  to  think  the  hero's  trade 
Of  fuch  materials,  fame  and  triumph,  made ! 

How  guilty  thefe !  Yet  not  lefs  guilty  they, 
Who  reach  falfe  glory  by  a^  fmoother  way  :  70 

Who  wrap  deftru&ion  up  in  gentle  words, 
And  bows,  and  fmiles,  more  fatal  than  their  fworcU-; 
Who  ftiile  nature,  and  fubfift  on  art', 
Who  coin  the  face,  and,  petrify  the  heart} 
All  real  kindnefs  for  the  ftiew  difcard,  7$ 

As  marble  poliuVd,  and  as  marble  hard  5 
Who  do  for  gold  what-Chriftians  do  through  grace, 
"  With  open  arms  their  enemies  embrace ;" 
Who  give  a  nod  when  broken  hearts  repine; 
"  The  thinneft  food  on  which  a  wretch  can  dine :"    80 
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Or,  if  they  fenre  you,  ferve  you  difinclin'd, 
And,  in  their  height  of  kindnefs,  are  unkind. 
Such  courtiers  were,  and  fuch  again  may  be, 
Walpole,  when  men  forget  to  copy  thee. 

Jfcre  ceafe,  myMufe!  the  catalogue  is  writ|  Sj 

Nor  one  more  candidate  for  fame  admit, 
Though  difappointed  thoufands  juftly  blame 
Thy  partial  pen,  and  boaft  an  equal  claim  &x 
Be  this  their  comfort,  fools,  omitted  here, 
Mayfurnifli  laughter  for  another  year.  $% 

Then  let  Crifpino,  who  was  ne'er  refused 
The  juflice  yet  of  being  well  abus'd, 
With  patience  waitj  and  be  content  to  reign. 
The  pink  of  puppies  in  fome  future  ftrain. 

Some  future  ftrain,  in  which  the  Mufe  (hall  tell    95 
How  fcience  dwindles,  and  how  volumes  fwell. 

How  commentators  each  dark  jpaffage  (hun, 
And  hold  their  farthing  candle  to  the/««. 

How  tortur'd  texts  to  fpeak  our  fenfe  are  made, 
And  every  vice  is  to  the  Scripture  laid.  100 

How  mifers  fqueeze  a  young  voluptuous  peerj 
His  fins  to  Lucifer  not  half  fo  dear. 

How  Verfus  is  lefs  qualify'd  to  fteal 
With  fword  and  piftol,  than  with  wax  and  fcal. 

How  lawyers  fees  to  fuch  excefs  are  run,  105 

That  clients- are  redrefs'd  till  they  Ve  undone. 

How  one  man's  anguifh  is  another's  fport  j 
And  ev'n  denials  coft  us  dear  at  court. 

How  man  eternally  falfe  judgments  makes, 
And  all  his  joys  and  forrows  are  miftahs.  1  to 

Vol.  I,  *M  Taw 
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This  fwarm  of  themes  that  fettles  on  my  pen, 
Which  I,  like  dimmer  flies,  (hake  off  again, 
Let  others  fing ;  to  whom  my  weak  eflay 
But  founds  a  prelude,  and  joints  put  their  prey  s 
That  duty  done,  I  haften  to  complete  u$ 

My  own  defign  5  for  Tonfon  'a  at  the  gate. 

The  love  of  Fame  in  its  qffefi  furvey'd, 
The  Mufe  has  fungj  be  now  the  caufe  difplay'dj 
Since  fo  diftufive,  and  fo  wide  its  fway, 
What  is  this  power,  whom  all  mankind  obey?        129 

Shot  from  above,  by  heaven's  indulgence,-  came 
This  generous  ardor,  this  unconquer'd  flame, 
To  warm,  to  rajfe,  to  deify,  mankind, 
Still  burning  brighteft  in  the  nobleft  mind* 
By  large-foul'd  men,  forthirft  of  fame  renown1  d,  125 
Wife  laws  were  franTd,  and  facred  arts  were  found  j 
Defire  of  praife  firft  broke  the  patriot's  reft; 
And  made  a  bulwark  of  the  warrhr's  breaft ; 
It  bids  Argyll  in  fields  and  fenate  mine. 
What  more  can  prove  its  origin  divine  ?  ijo 

But,  oh  *  this  paiBon  planted  in  the  foul, 

On  eagle's  wings  to  mount  her  to  the  pole, 

The  flaming  minifter  of  virtu*  meant. 

Set  up  fatte  gods,  and  wropg'd  her  high  defcent. 
Ambition,  hence,  exerts  a  doubtful  force,  135 

Of  blots,  and  beauties,  an  alternate  fource ; 
'  Hence  Gildon  rails,  that  raven  of  the  pit, 

Who  thrives  upon  the  carcafes  of  wit ; 

And  in  art- loving  Scarborough  is  feen 

How  kind  a  patten*  Pollia  migbt  have  been.  140 

PuHuit 
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Purfuit  of  fame  with  pedants  fills  our  fchook. 

And  into  coxcombs  bumifties  our  /Ms ; 

Purfuit  of  fame  makes  (olid  learning  bright, 

And  Newton  lifts  above  a  mortal  height  j 

That  key  of  nature,  by  whofe  wit  (he  clears  14.5 

Her  long,  long  fecrets  of  five  thoufand  years. 
Would  you  then  fully  comprehend  the  whole, 

Why,  and  in  what  degrees,  pride  fways  the  foul  ? 
(For,  though  in  all  not  equally,  (he.  reigns) 

Awake  to  .knowledge,  and  attend  my  (fount,  tjp 

Ye  doctors !  hear  the  doctrine  I  difclofe, 

Astfrue,  as  if  'twere  writ  in  dulleft  profe  ; 

As  if  a  letter'd  dunce  had  faid,  "  'Tis  right," 
And  imprimatur  uiher'd  it  to  light. 

Ambition,  in  the  truly  noble  mind,  155 

With  Sifter- virtue  is  for  ever  join'd; 
A*  in  fam'd  Lucrece,  who,  with  equal  dread, 
From guik  and  Jbame,  by  her  laft  conduft,  fled: 
Her  virtue  long  rebelPd  in  firm  difdain, 
And  the  fword  pointed  at  her  heart  in  vain;  x6a 

But,  when  the  (lave  was  threatenM  to  be  laid 
Dead  by  her  fide,  her  Love  of  Fame  obey'd. 

In  meaner  minds  ambition  works  alone  \ 
But  with  fuch  art  puts  virtue's  afpeft  on, 
That  not  more  like  in  feature  and  in  mien,  i6f 

The  God  and  mortal  in  the  comic  fcene  *. 
Falie  Julius,  ambufiVd  in  this  fair  difguife, 
Soon  made  the  Roman  liberties  his  prize. 

M  2  No 

•*  Amphitryon. 
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No  malk  in  bafeft  minds  ambition  wears, 
But  in  full  light  pricks  up  her  afs's  ears :  170 

All  I  have  fang  are  inftances  of  tins, 
And  prove  my  theme  unfolded  not  amifs. 

Ye  vain!  defift  from  your  erroneous  ftrife  ; 
Be  wife,  and  quit  thefalfe  fublime  of  life. 
The  true  ambition  there  alone  refides,  175 

Where  juftice  vindicates,  and  ivifdom  guides; 
Where  inward  dignity  joins  outward  ftate ; 
Our  purpofe  good,  as  our  atcbie*vement  great ; 
Where  public  blejjwgs  public  fratfe  attend; 
Where  glory  is  our  motive,  not  our  end.  180 

Would'ft  thou  btfam'd?  Have  thofe  high  deeds  in  view 
Brave  men  would  ac%  though  fcandal  mould  enfue. 

Behold  a  Prince !  .whom  no  fwoln  thoughts  inflame ; 
No  pride  of  thrones,  no  fever  after  Tame : 
But  when  the  welfare  of  mankind  infpires,  185 

And  death  in  view  td  dear-bought  glory  fires, 
Proud  conquefts  then,  then  regal  pomps  delight ; 
Then  crowns,  then  triumphs,  fparkle  in  his  light; 
Tumult  and  noife  are  dear,  which  with  them  bring 
His  people's  bleflings  to  their  ardent  king :  190 

But,  when  thofe  great  heroic  motives  ceafc, 
Hit  fwelling  foul  fubfides.to  native  peace ; 
EQmb  tedious  grandeur's  faded  charms  withdraws, 
Kfkdden  foe  to  fplendor  and  applaufe  j 

eatly  deferring  his  arrears  of  fame,  .195 

11  men  and  angels  jointly  fhout  his  name. 

jtfide  celeftial  (  which  can  pride  difdain; 
*  Kleft  ambition  J  which  can  ne'er  be  'vain. 

From 
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From*  one  fam'd  Alpine  hill,  which  props  the  iky, 
In  whofe  deep, womb  unfathom'd  Waters  lie,  200 

Here  burft  the  Rhone  and  founding  Po ;  there  mine, 
In  infant  rills,  the  Danube  and  the  Rhine  5 
From  the  rich  ftore  one  fruitful  urn  fbpplies, 
Whole  kingdoms  fmile,  a  thoufand  harvefts  rife* 

In  Brunfwick  fuch  a  fource  the  Mule  adores,      205 
Which  public  feleffings  through  half  Europe  pours. 
When  his  heart  burns  with  fuch  a  godlike  aim, 
Angels  and  George  are  rivals  for  the  fame  j 
George,  who  in  foes  can  foft  affcclions  raife, 
And  charm  envenomed  Satire  into  praife.  210 

Nor  human  rage  alone  his  power  perceives, 
But  the  mad  ivindsy  %and  the  tumultuous  waves  *• 
Ev'n  ftorms  (death's  fierceft  minifters!)  forbear, 
And,  in  their  own  wild  empire,  learn  to  fpare* 
Thus,  nature*  s  f elf >  fupporting  man's  decree,  215 

Stiles  Britain's  fovereign,  fovereign  of  the  fea. 

VfbiXtfea  and  air,  great  Brunfwick  !  fhookour  ftate, 
And  fported  with  a  king's  and  kingdom's  fate, 
Deprived  of  what  fhe  lov'd,  and  prefs'd  by  fear 
Of  ever  lofing  what  (he  held  moft  dear,  220 

How  did  Britannia,  like  Achilles,  weep, 
And  tell  her  forrows  to  the  kindred  deep  ! 
Hang  o'er  the  floods,  and,  in  devotion  warm, 
Strive,  for  Thee,  with  the  furge,  and  fight  the  ftorm  ! 

What  felt  thy  Walpole,  pilot  of  the  realm!        225 
Our  Paiinurus  llept  not  at  the  helm  j 

M  3     ■  His 

*  The  king  in  danger  by  fea. 
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His  eye  ne'er  clos'd,  long  fince  enur'd  to  waker 
And  out-watch  every  ftar  foe  Brunfwick's  fake : 
By  thwarting  paflions  tofsM,  by  cares  oppreft, 
He  found  the  tempeft  pi&ur'd  in  his  breaft :  23a* 

But,  nonJdy  what  joys  that  gloom  of  heart  difpel*    .  ... 
No  powers  of  language— but  his  own,  can  tell  i 
His  own,  which  nature  and  the  graces  form,. 
At  will,  to  raife,  or  hufh,.  the  civil  form- 


OCEAN; 


O       C         E         AN; 
AN        ODE. 

OCCASIONED    BY 

HlS-MAJESTY's  ROYAL  ENCOURAGEMENT 

OF 

THE     SEA    SERVICE. 

TO   WHICH    IS    PREFIXED 

AN   ODETO    THE    KING) 

AND 

A'  DISCOURSE    ON    ODE. 


m  ; 


I  THINK  Myfelf  obliged  to  recommend  to  you 
a  consideration  of  the  greateft  importance;  and  I 
fhould  look  upon  it  as  a  great  happinefs,  if,  at  the  be- 
ginning of  my  reign,  I  could  fee  the  foundation  laid 
of  fo  great  and  neceflary  a  work,  as  the  increafe  and 
encouragement  of  our  feamen  in  general ;  that  they 
may  be  invited,  rather  than  compelled  by  force  and 
violence,  to  enter  into  the  fervice  of  their  country,  as 
oft  as  occafion  ihaU  require  it :.  A  confederation  wor- 
thy the  reprefentatives  of  a  people  great  and  ftourifti- 
ing  in  trade  and  navigation.  This  leads  Me  to  men- 
tion to  you  the  cafe  cf  Greenwich  Hofpital,  that  care 
may  be  taken,  by  feme  addition  to  that  fund,  to  ren- 
der comfortable  and  effectual  that  charitable  provision 
for  the  (import  and  maintenance  of  our  feamen,  worn 
out,  and  become  decrepit  by  age  and  infirmities,  in 
the  fervice  of  their  country.  [Speech,  Jan.  27, 1727-8.] 
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f\LD  Ocean's  praife 
***  Demands  my  lays  9 
A  truly-Britim  theme  I  fingj 
A  theme  fo  great, 
I  dare  compleat, 
And  join  with  Ocean,  Ocean's  King, 

II. 

To  Gods  and  Kings, 

The  poet  fings ; 
To  Kings  and  Gods  the  Mufe  is  dear  5; 

The  Mufe  infplres 

With  all  her  fires ; 
Begin,  my  foul !  thy  bold  career. 

nr. 

From  awful  ftate,. 

From  high  debate, 
From  morning-fplendors  of  a  crown> 

From  homage  pay'd, 

From  empires  weigh'd, 
From  plans  of  bleffings  and  renown ; 

IV.  Great 
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IV. 

Great  Monarch !  bow 

Thy  beaming  brow  j 
To  Thee  J  ftrike  the  founding  lyre, 

With  proud  defign 

In  verfe  to  fhine  ; 
To  rival  Greek  and  Roman  fire. 
V. 

The  Roman  Ode 

Majeftic  ftW'd  5 
Its  ftream  divinely  clear  and  ffcrong  ; 

In  fenfe,  and  found, 

Thebes  roll'd  profound  j 
The  torrent  roar'd,  and  foam'd  along. 
VI. 

Let  Thebes,  nor  Rome, 

So  fam'd,  prefume 
To  triumph  o'er  a  Northern  Iflej 

Late  Time  fhall  know 

The  North  can  glow, 
If  dread  Auguftus  deign  to  fmile. 
VII. 

The  work  is  done ! 

The  diftant  fun 
His  fmile  fupplies  !  exalts  my  voice  I 

Through  Earth's  wide  bound 

Shall  George  fefbund, 
My  theme,  by  duty,  and  by  choice. 

5  VIII.  Th< 
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VIII. 

The  Naval  crown 

Is  all  his  own ! 
Our  Fleet,  if  war  or  commerce  call, 

His  will  performs 

Through  waves  and  (forms, 
And  rides  in  triumph  round  the  ball. 

IX. 

Since  then  the  main 

Sublimes  my  drain, 
To  whom  mould  I  addrefs  my  fong  ? 

To  whom  but  Thee  ? 

The  boundlefs  Sea9 
And  grateful  Mufe,  to  George  belong* 

X. 

Hail,  mighty  theme t 

Rich  mine  of  fame  ! 
If  Gods  invoked  extend  their  aid  5 

Hail  fubje&new  ! 

As  Britain's  due 
Referv'd  by  the  Pierian  maid. 

XI. 

Durft  Homer's  Mufe, 

Or  Pindar's,  chufe 
To  pour  the  billows  on  his  ftring  ? 

No,  both  defraud 

The  tuneful  God  j 
Scarce  more  fublime,  when  Jove  tbey  dng. 

XII.  No 
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XII. 

No  former  race, 

With  ftrong  embrace, 
This  theme  to  ravifh  durft  afpire ; 

With  virgin  charms 

My  foul  it  warms, 
And  melts  melodious  on  my  lyre, 

XIII. 

Now  low,  ■  now  high, 

My  fingers  fly, 
Now  paufe,  and  now  frera  mufick  fpring  5 

Now  dance,  now  creep, 

Now  dive,  now  fweep, 
And  fetch  the  found  from  every  firing. 

XIV. 

Now  numbers  rife, 

Like  virgin's  fighs  j 
The  foft  Favonians  melt  away ; 

As  from  the  North 
*    Now  nifties  forth 
A  blaft,  that  thunders  in  my  lay. 

XV. 

My  lays  I  file 

With  curious  toil; 
Ye  Graces !  turn  the  glowing  lines  % 

On  anvils  neat 

Your  ftrokes  repeat; 
At  every  (broke  the  work  refines ! 

XVI,  How 
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XVI. 

How  mufic  charms  i 

How  metre  warms ! 
Parent  of  actions  good  and  brave! 

How  vice  it  tames ! 

And  worth  inflames ! 
And  .holds  proud  empire  o'er  the  grave  I 

XVII. 
•    Jove  mark'd  for  man 
A  fcanty  fpan, 
But  .lent  him  wings  to  fly  his  doom; 
Wit  (corns  the  grave  j 
To  wit  he  gave 
The  life  of  Gods  1  immortal  bloom ! 

XVIII. 

Since  years  will  fly, 

And  pleafures  die, 
Day  .after  day,  as  years  advance ; 

Since,  while  life  lafts, 

Joy  fuffers  blafts 
From  frowning  fate,  and  fickle  chance  5 

XIX, 

Nor  life  is  long} 

But  foon  we  throng, 
I,ikc  autumn  leaves,  death's  pallid  fliorej 

We  make,  at  lead, 

Of  badthtbeft, 
If  in  life's  phantom.  Fame,  we  foar* 

XX.  Our 
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XX. 

Our  ftrains  diridc 

The  laurel's  pride; 
With  thofe  we  lift  to  life,  we  lire; 

By  fame  enrolled 

With  heroes  bold. 
And  flvare  the  blefllngs  whkh  we  give. 

XXI.  * 

What  hero's  praife 
Can  fire  ray  Jays, 
.Like  his,  with  whom  my  lay  begun  ? 
"  Juftice  fincere, 
"  And  courage  clear, 
f  Rife  the  two  columns  of  his  throne. 

XXII. 

"  How  formed  for  fway! 

"  Who  look,  obey ; 
«  They  read  the  Monarch  in  his  port. 

"  Their  1ot«  und  awe 

"  Supply  the  law ; 
<€  And  his  own  luftre  makes  the  court  j 

XXIII. 

€i  But  Ihines  fupreme, 

"  Where  heroes  ftame ; 
"  In  war's  high-hearted  pomp  he  prides* 

"  By  godlike  arts 

"  Enthroned  in  hearts, 
4t  Our  boibm-ktfd  o'er  wills  prefides." 

XXIV.  Our 
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XXIV. 

Our,fa&ioos  endl 

The  nations  bend  I 
Tor  wfcen  Britannia's  fans,  combing 

In  fair  array, 

All  march  one  way  ; 
They  majcfe  the  terror  of  mankind. 

XXV. 

If  equal  all 

Who  tread  the  ball, 
•Our  bounded  profpeft,  btrt,  would  end,; 

But  heroes  proye 

As  iteps  to  Jove, 
By  which,  our  thoughts,  with  eafe,  afcend. 

XXVI. 

From  what  we  view 

We  take  the  clue, 
Which  leads  from  great,  to  greater  things  3 

Men  doubt  no  more, 

But  Gods  adore, 
When  (uch  refemblance  ihines  in  Kings. 

XXVII. 
On  yonder  height, 
What  goldea  light 
Triumphant  mines,  and  mines  alone? 
Unrivalled  blaze ! 
The  nations  gaze ! 
*Tis  not  the  fun,  'tis  Britain's  throne. 

XXVIII.  Our 
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XXVIII. 

Our  Monarch,  there, 

Rear'd  high  in  air. 
Should  tempefts  rife,  difdains  to  bend  5 

Like  Britifh  oak. 

Derides  the  ftroke  5 
His  blooming  honours  far  extend ! 

XXIX. 

Beneath  them  lies, 

With  lifted  eyes, 
Fair  Albion,  like  an  amorous  maid 5 

While  intereft  wings 

Bold  foreign  Kings 
To  flyy  like  eagles,  to  his  /hade. 

XXX. 

At  his  proud  foot 

The  Sea  pour'd  out, 
;  Immortal  nourishment  fupplios  $ 

Thence  wealth,  and  ftate, 

And  power,  and — Fate, 
Which  Europe  reads  in  George's,  eyes. 


ON 


[     *77    ] 


ON    LYRIC    POETRY. 

HOW  imperfe&  foever  my  own  compofition  may 
be,  yet  am  I  willing  to  fpeak  a  word  or  two,  of 
thi  nature  of  Lyric  Poetry  5  to  mew  that  I  have,  at 
leaft,  fome  idea  of  perfection  in  that  kind  of  poem  in 
which  I  am  engaged $  and  that  I  do  not  think  myfelf 
poet  enough  entirely  to  rely  on  infpiration  for  my  fuc- 
ccfs  in  it. 

To  our  having,  or  not  having  this  idea  of  perfec- 
tion in  the  poem  we  undertake,  is  chiefly  owing  the 
merit  or  demerit  of  our  performances,  as  alfo  the 
modefty  or  vanity  of  our  opinions  concerning  'them. 
And  in  fpeaking  of  it  I  mall  ftiew  how  it  unavoidably 
comes  to  pafs,  that  bad  Poets,  that  is,  Poets  in  general, 
are  efteemed,  and  really  are,  the  moft  vain,  the  moft 
irritable,  and  moft  ridiculous  fet  of  men  upon  earth. 
But  Poetry  in  its  own  nature  is  certainly 

"  —  Non  hos  quaeutum  munus  in  ufus."       Virg. 

He  that  has  an  idea  of  perfection  in  the  work  he 
undertakes  may  fail  in  it;  he  that  has  not,  muff:  and 
yet  he  will  be  vain.  For  every  little  degree  of  beauty, 
how  fhort  or  improper  foever,  will  be  looked  on 
fondly  by  him ;  becaufe  it  is  all  pure  gains,  and  more 
than  he  promifed  to  himfelf ;  and  becaufe  he  has  no 
teft,  or  ftandard  in  his  judgement,  with  which  to 
chaftife  his  opinion  of  it. 

Vol.  L  N  Now 
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Now  this  idea  of  perfection  is,  in  Poetry,  more 
refined  than  in  other  kinds  of  writing  3  and  becaufe 
more  refined,  therefore  more  difficult  j  and  becaufe 
•more  difficult,  therefore  more  rarely  attained  j  and  the 
non-attainment  of  it  is,  as  I  have  faid,  the  fburce  of 
our  vanity.  Hence  the  poetic  clan  are  more  obnoxious 
to  vanity  than  others.  And  from  vanity  confequenti- 
ally  flows  that  great  fenfibility  of  difrefpeft,  that  quick 
refentment,  that  tinder  of  the  mind  that  kindles  at 
every  fpark,  and  juftly  marks  them  out  for  the  "  genus 
irritabile"  among  mankind.  And  from  this  com- 
buftible  temper,  this  ferious  anger  for  no  very  ferious 
things,  things  looked  on  by  moft  as  foreign  to  the  im- 
portant points  of  life,  as  confequentially  flows  that 
inheritance  of  ridicule,  which  devolves  on  them,  from 
generation  to  generation.  As  foon  as  they  become  au- 
thors, they  become  like  Ben  Jonfon's  angry  boy,  and 
learn  the  art  of  quarrel. 

«  —Concordes  animae— dum  no&e  prementur  j 
"  Heui  quantum  inter  fe  bellum,'  fi  lumina  vitae 
"  Attigerint,  quantas  acies,  ftragemque  ciebunt  t 
"  Qui  Juvenes !  quantas  oftentant,  afpice,  vires. 
"  Ne,  Pueri!  ne  tanta  animis  afluefcite  bella. 
"  Tuque  prior,  tu  parce,  genus  qui  ducis  Olympo, 
"  Syderio  flagrans  clypeo,  &  cceleftibus  armis, 
"  Projice  tela  manu,  fanguis  mcus  I 
M  Nee  te  ullae  facies,  non  terruit  ipfe  Typhosus 
"  Arduus,  arma  tenens  $  non  te  Meffapus  &  Ufens, 
11  Contemptorque  Deum  Mezentius«"  Virg. 

But 
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But  to  return.  He  that  has  this  idea  of  perfection 
in  the  work  he  undertakes,  however  fuccefsful  he  is> 
will  vet  be  modeft  \  becaufe  to  rife  up  to  that  idea, 
which  he  propofed  for  his  model,  is  almoft,  if  not  ab* 
folutely,  impoflible. 

Thefe  two  obfervations  account  for  what  may  feera 
as  grange,  as  it  is  infallibly  true  $  I  mean,  they  mew 
us  why  good  writers  have  the  loweft,  and  bad  writer* 
the  higheft,  opinion  of  their  own  performances.  They 
who  have  only  a  partial  idea  of  this  perfection,  at 
their  portion  of  ignorance  or  knowledge  of  it  19 
greater  or  lefs,  have  proportionable  degrees  of  modefty 
or  conceit. 

Nor,  though  natural  good  undemanding  makes  a 
tolerably  juft  judgment  in  things  of  this  nature,  will 
the  reader  judge  the  worie,  for  forming  to  himfelf  a 
notion  of  what  he  ought  to  expect  from  the  piece  he 
has  in  hand,  before  he  begins  his  perufal  of  it. 

The  Ode,  as  it  is  the  eldeft  kind  of  Poetry,  fo  it  is 
more  fpiritous,  and  more  remote  from  Profe  than  any 
other,  in  fenfe,  found,  expreflion,  and  conduct.  Its 
thoughts  fhould  be  uncommon,  fublime,  and  moral i 
its  numbers  full,  eafy,  and  moft  harmonious ;  its  ex- 
preiTion  pure,  ftrong,  delicate,  yet  unaffected ;  and  of 
a  curious  felicity  beyond  other  Poems  5  its  conduct 
mould  be  rapturous,  fomewhat  abrupt,  and  imme- 
thodical  to  a  vulgar  eye.  TJbat  apparent  order,  and 
connexion,  which  gives  form  and  life  tofome  compo- 
fitions,  takes  away  the  very  foul  of  this.  Fire,  eleva-. 
tion,  and  felect  thought,  are  indifpenfable ;  an  hum* 
N  a  ble, 


jSb  YOUNG'S    POEMS. 

ble,  tame,  and  vulgar  Ode  is  the  moft  pitiful  error  a 
pen  can  commit. 

"  Mufa  dedit  Fidibus  divos,  puerofque  Deorum." 

And  as  its  fubje&s  are  fublime,  its  writer's  genius 
fhould  be  fo  too ;  otherwife  it  becomes  the  meaneft 
thing  in  writings  viz  .-an  involuntary  burlefquc 
r  It  is  the  genuine*  ehara&er,  and  true  merit  of  the 
Ode,  a  little  to  ftartle  feme  apprehenfions.  Men  6f 
cold  complexions  are  -very  apt  to  mi  (take  a  want  bf 
vigour  in  their  imaginations,  for  a  delicacy  of  tafte  in 
their  judgments;  and,  like  perfons  of  a  tender  fight, 
they  look  on  bright  objects,  in  their  natural  luftre,  as 
too  glaring;  what  is  moft  delightful  to  a  ftronger  eye, 
is  painful  to  them.  Thus  Pindar,  who  has  as  much 
logic  at  the  bottom  as  Ariftotle  or  Euclid,  to  fome 
critics  has  appeared  as  mad  5  and  muft  appear  fo  to  all 
who  enjoy  no  portion  of  his  own  divine  fpirit.  Dwarf - 
xmderftandings,  meafuring  others  by  their  own  ftandard, 
-  are  apt  to  think  they  fee  a  monfter,  when -they  fee  a 
man. 

And- indeed  it  feems  to  be  the  amends  which  nature 
makes  to  thofe  whom  fhe  has  not  bleffed  with  an  eleva- 
tionr  of  mind,  to  indulge '  them  in  the  comfortable 
miftake,  that  all  is  wrong,  which  <falls  not  -within  the 
narrow  limits  of  their  own  comprehenfions  and  relifh. 

Judgement,  indeed;  that  mafculine  power  of  the 
mind,-  in  Ode,  as  in  all  compofitions,  mould  bear  the 
fupreme  fway;  and  a  beautiful  imagination,  as  its 
miftrefs>  fhould  be  fubdued  to  its  dominion.    Hence, 

and 
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and  hence  only,  can  proceed  the  faireft  offspring  of  the 
human  mind. 

But  then  in  Ode,  there  is  this  difference  from  other 
kinds  of  Poetry;  that,  there,  the  imagination,  like  a 
very  beautiful  miftrefs,  is  indulged  in  the  appearance 
of  domineering ;  though  the  judgement,  like  an  artfut 
lover,  in  reality  carries  its  point;  and  the  lefs  it  is 
fufpe&ed  of  it,  it  {hews  the  more  raaftcrly  conduct, 
and  deferves  the  greater  commendation. 

It  holds  true  in  this  province  of  writing,  as.  in  .war, 
"  The  more  danger,-  the  more  honour.*!  It  rauft  be 
very  enterprizing ;  it  muft,  In  Shakefpeare's  ftyle,  have 
hair-breadth  'fcapes ;  and  often  tread  the  very  brink  of 
error :  nor  can  it  ever  deferve  the  appjaufe.  of  the  real. 
judge,  unlefs  it  renders  itfelf  obnoxious  to  the  mifap.?. 
prehenfions  of  the  contrary. 

Such  is  Cafimire's  ftrain  among  the  moderns,  whofe 
lively  wit,  and  happy  fire,  is  an  honour  to  them.  And 
Buchanan  might  juftly  be  much  admired,  if  any  thing 
more  than  the  fweetnefs  of  his  numbers,  and  the 
purity  of  his  di6tion,  were  his  own  :  his  original,  from 
which  I  have  taken  my  motto>  through  all  the  difad- 
vantages  of  a  Northern  profe  tranflation,  is  ftill  admi- 
rable j  and,  Cowley  fays,  as  preferable  in  beauty  to 
Buchanan,  as  Judaea  is  to  Scotland. 

Pindar,  Anacreon,  Sappho,  and'  Horace,  are  the  great 
Mailers  of  Lyric  poetry  among  Heathen  writers. 
Pindar's  Mufe,  like  Sacharifla,  is  a  ftately,  imper^-« 
ous,  and  accompli fhed  beauty ;  equally  difdaining  the 
ufe  of  art,  and  the  fear  of  any  rival ;  fo  intoxicating 
N  3  that 
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But,  after,  all,  to  the  honour  of  our  own  country 
I  mult  add,  that  I  think  Mr.  Dryden's  Ode  on  St. 
Cecilia's  Day  inferior  to  no  compofition  of  this  kind. 
Its  chief  beauty  confifts  in  adapting  the  numbers  moft 
happily  to  the  variety  of   the  occaiion.     Thofe  by 
which  he  has  chofen  to  exprefs  Majefty,  (viz.) 
Aflumes  the  God, 
Affects  to  nod, 
And  feems  to  (hake  the  fpheres. 
are   chofen  in  the  following  Ode,  becaufe  the  fubject 
of  it  is  great. 

For  the  more  harmony  likewife,  I  chofe  the  fre- 
quent return  of  rhyme  5  which  laid  me  under  great 
difficulties.  But  difficulties  overcome  give  grace  and 
pleafure.  Nor  can  I  account  for  the  pleafure  of  rhyme 
in  general  (of  which  the  moderns  are  too  fond)  but 
from  this  truth. 

But  then  the  Writer  muft  take  care  that  the  diffi- 
culty is  overcome.  That  is,  he  muft  make  rhyme 
confiftent  with  as  perfect  fenfe,  and  expreflion,  as 
could  be  expected  if  he  was  free  from  that  fhackle. 
Otherwife,  it  gives  neither  grace  to  the  work,  nor 
pleafure  to  the  reader,  nor,  confequently,  reputation 
to  the  Poet. 

To  Aim  the  whole :  Ode  mould  be  peculiar,  but 
not  (trained ;  moral,  but  not  flat  5  natural,  but  not 
obvious j  delicate,  but  not  affected;  noble,  but  not 
ambitious  ;  full,  but  not  obfeurej  fiery,  but  not  mad  ; 
thick,  but  not  loaded  in  its  numbers,  which  mould 
be  moft  harmonious,  without  the  leaft  facrifice  of  ex- 
N  4  predion, 
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predion,  or  of  fenfe.  Above  all,  in  this,  as  in  every 
work  of  genius,  fomewhat  of  an  original  fpirit  fhould 
be,  at  leaft,  attempted ;  otherwife  the  Poet,  whofe 
character  difclaims  mediocrity,  makes  a  fecondary 
praife  his  ultimate  ambition  ;  which  has  fomething  of 
a  contradiction  in  it.  Originals  only  have  true  life, 
and  differ  as  much  from  the  bell  Imitations,  as  men 
from  the  moft  animated  pictures  of  them.  Nor  is 
what  I  fay  at  all  inconfiftent  with  a  due  deference  for 
the  great  ftandards  of  Antiquity ;  nay,  that  very  de- 
ference is  an  argument  for  it,  for  doubtlefs  their  ex- 
ample is  on  my  fide  in  this  matter.  And  we  mould 
rather  imitate  their  example  in  the  general  motives, 
and  fundamental  methods  of  their  working,  than  in 
their  works  themfelves.  This  is  a  diftin&ion,  I  think> 
not  hitherto  made,  and  a  diftin&ion  of  confequence. 
For  the  firft  may  make  us  their  equals ;  the  fecond 
muft  pronounce  us  their  inferiors  even  in  our  utmoft 
fuccefs.  But  the  firft  of  thefe  prizes  is  not  fo  readily 
taken  by  the  moderns  ;  as  valuables  too  mafly  for  eafy 
carriage  are  not  fo  liable  to  the  thief. 

The  Antients  had  a  particular  regard  to  the  choice 
of  their  fubje&s  j  which  were  generally  national  and 
great.  My  fubjeft  is,  in  its  own  nature,  noble  ;  moft 
proper  for  an  Englifhman  5  never  more  proper  than  on 
this  occafion  ;  and  (what  is  ftrange)  hitherto  unfung. 

If  I  ftand  not  abfolutely  condemned  by  my  own 
rules;  if  I  have  hit  the  fpirit  of  Ode  in  general;  if  I 
cannot  think  with  Mr,  Cowley,  that  "  Mufic  alone, 
"  fometimes,  makes  an  excellent  Ode/' 

«  Verfus 


ON   LYRIC   POETRY.  185 

"  Verfus  inopcs  rerum,  nugaequexanora*;" 
if  there  is  any  thought,  enthufiafin,  and  picture,  which 
are  as  the  body,  foul,  and  robe  of  poetry }  in  a  word, 
if  in  any  degree  I  have  provided  rather  food  for  men, 
than  air  for  wits  ;  I  hope  finaller  feults  will  meet  in- 
dulgence for  the  fake  of  the  defign,  which  it  the 
glory  of  my  Country  and  ray  King. 

And  indeed,  this  may  be  faid,  in  general,  that  great 
fubje&s  are  above  being  nice ;  that  dignity  and  fpirit 
ever  fufler  from  fcrupulous  exa&nefs j  and  that  the 
minuter  cares  effeminate  a  compofition.  Great  mafters 
of  Poetry,  Painting,  and  Statuary,  in  their  nobler 
works,  have  even  affected  the  contrary:  and  juftlys 
for  a  truly-mafculine  air  partakes  more  of  the  negli- 
gent, than  of  the  neat,  both  in  writings,  and  in  life— 

"  Grandis  oratio  haberet  majeftatis  fuae  pondus." 

Petron. 

A  Poem,  like  a  criminal,  under  too  fevere   correc- 
tion, may  lofe  all  its  fpirit,  and  expire.      We  know 
it  was  Faber  imus,  that  was  fuch  an  artift  at  a  hair  or 
a  nail.     And  we  know  the  caufe  was 
"  Quia  ponere  totum 
"  Nefcius."  HoR. 

To  clofe ;  If  a  piece  of  this  nature  wants  an  apo- 
logy, I  muft  own  j  that  thofe  who  have  ftrength  of 
mind  fufficient  profitably  to  devote  the  whole  of  their 
time  to  the  fsverer  ftudies,  I  defpair  of  imitating,  I 
can  only  envy  and  admire.  The  mind  is  relieved 
and  ftrengthened  by  variety  j  and  he  that  fometimes  is 
fporting  with  his  pen,  is  only  taking  the  moft  eflfcfhial 

mean* 
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means  of  giving  a  general  importance  to  it.  This 
truth  is  clear  from  the  knowledge  of  human  nature, 
and  of  Hiftory ;  from  which  I  could  cite  very  cele- 
brated inftances,  did  I  not  fear  that,  by  citing  them* 
I  mould  condemn  myfelf,  who  am  fo  little  qualified  to 
follow  their  example  in  its  full  extent* 
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AN  ODE. 

CONCLUDING   WITH    A   WISH. 


"  Let  the  Tea  make  a  noife,  let  the  floods  clap  their 
"  hands."  Psal.  xcviii. 


SWEET  rural  fcene! 
Of  flocks  and  green  ! 
At  carelefs  eafe  ray  limbs  are  fpread  j 
All  nature  ftill, 
But  yonder  rill ; 
And  liftening  pines  nod  o'er  my  head  ; 

II. 

In  profpeft  wide,  • 

The  boundlefs  tide  ! 
Waves  ceafe  to  foam,  and  winds  to  roar  j 

Without  a  breeze, 

The  curling  feas 
Dance  on,  in  meafure,  to  the  ftiore. 

III.  Who 
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XI. 

When  tempefts  ceafe, 

And  huih'd  in  peace 
The  flatten 'd  furges  fmoothly  fpread 

Deep  filence  keep, 

And  feem  to  deep 
Hecumbent  on  their  oozy  bed  ; 

XII. 

With  what  a  trance 

The  level  glance, 
Unbroken,  moots  along  the  leas  ! 

Which  tempt  from  more 

The  painted  oar  j 
And  every  canvas  courts  the  breeze  I 

XIII. 

When  rufties  forth 

Tha  frowning  North 
On  blackening  billows,  with  what  dread 

My  fhuddering  foul 

Beholds  them  roll, 
And  hears  their  roarings  o'er  my  head  ! 

XIV. 

With  terror  mark 

Yon  flying  bark ! 
Now,  center-deep  deicend  the  brave  ; 

Now,  tofs'd  on  high 

It  takes  the  iky, 
A  feather  on  the  towering  wave ! 

4.  XV.  Now, 
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VII. 

Who  love  the  fhore, 

Let  thofc  adore 
The  God  Apollo,  mid  hi*  Nine, 

Parnaflua'  hill, 

And  Orpheua'  (kill  | 
But  let  Arion'i  harp  be  mine. 

VIII. 

The  main  I  the  tnato  I 

It  Britain'*  reign  \ 
Her  ftrength,  her  glory,*  U'her  fleet  j 

Tim  main  I  the  nmin  I 

Be  Briton'a  drain  j 
At  Triton**  ttrong,  a«  tiyirn'*  fweU» 

IX. 

Through  nature  widr, 

It  nought  defcry'd 
So  rich  in  pleat'tire,  or  f'urpnxe  j 

When  alMerene, 

How  Tweet  the  Icene  \ 
How  dreadful,   when  the  billow  ril'*. 

X. 

And  Aomin  deface 

The  fluid  glaft, 
In  which  ere- while  Britannia  fair 

Look'd  down  with  pride, 

Like  Octaif*  bride, 
Ad j lifting  her  majeftic  air. 

XL  When 
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xxm. 

The  gaudy  bow, 

Whofe  colours  glow, 
Whofe  arch  with  £0  much  Hull  is  bent, 

To  Phoebus'  ray 

Which  paints  fb  gay, 
By  thee  the  watery  woof  was  lent. 

XXIV. 

In  chambers  deep, 

Where  waters  fleep, 
What  unknown  treafures  pave  the  floor ! 

The  pearl  in  rows 

Pale  luftre  throws ; 
The  wealth  immenfe,  which  ftorms  devour. 

XXV. 

From  Indian  mines, 

With  proud  defigns, 
The  merchant,  fwoln,  digs  golden  ore. 

The  tempefts  rife, 

And  feize  the  prize, 
And  tofs  him  breath lefs  on  the  fhore. 

XXVI. 

His  fon  complains 

In  pious  ftrains 
"  Ah  !  cruel  thirft  of  gold  I"  he  cries  j 

Then  ploughs  the  main, 

In  zeal  for  gain, 
The  tears  yet  fwelling  in  his  eyes. 
Vol.  I.  O  XXVII. 
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XXXI. 

The  virtuous  mind 

Nor  wave,  nor  wind, 
Nor  civil  rage,  nor  tyrant's  frown, 

The  fhaken  ball, 

Nor  planets  fall. 
From  its  firm  bafis  can  dethrone. 

XXXII. 

This  Britain  knows, 

And  therefore  glows 
With  generous  paflions,  and  expend* 

Her  wealth  and  zeal 

On  public  weal, 
And  brightens  both'  by  godlike  ends. 

xxxra. 

What  end  fb-  greirty 

As  that  which*  late 
Awoke  the  Genius  of  the  mafrt, 

Which'  towering'  rofd 

With  George  to  clofe, 
And  rival' great  Elizas  reign  ? 

X5CXTV. 
A  voice  has  flown 
From- Britain's  throne 
To  reinflairie  a  graiid  defigri  } 
That  voice  (hall  rear 
Yon* fabric* ferir,* 
At  Nature**  rbfe  af  the  di*viae. 

O  %  XXXV.  When 

*  Greenwich. 


Wjice  nsmrr  jnnmF, 

Bjcc  angel*  fizni;, 
Aad  AavOsd  o'er  lis  rrfiag  M]  • 

For  fcrains  »  fcS^h 

As  surf  5  che  5t, 
TStfft  iex-devotec?  hocotrs  ciU. 

XXXVI. 

From  boifterous  fez*, 

Tht  ]ap  of  eaie 
Receives  our  wounded  and  orsr  o;d ; 

High  dornts  2fc;r-d ! 

Stetca'd  arches  ixr.d  ! 
Proud  columns  faeU  *  wide  gates  unfold 

XXXVII. 

So  fizz?*  the  gndn, 

In  foftering  rain, 
And  vital  beams,  till  Jove  defcend  j 

Then  burils  the  root ! 

The  verdures  fhoot ! 
And  earth  enrich,  adorn,  defend  ! 

XXXVIII, 

Here,  foft-reclin'd 

From  wave,  from  wind, 
And  Fortune's  tcmpeft  fafe  aftiore, 

To  cheat  their  care, 

Of  former  war 
They  talk  the  plcafing  (hadows  o'er. 

4  XXXIX.  In 
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XXXIX. 

In  lengthened  tales, 

Our  fleet  prevails  5 
In  tales  the  lenitives  of  age ! 

And,  o'er  the  bowl, 

They  fire  the  foul 
Of  liftening  youth,  to  martial  rage. 

XL. 

The  ftory  done, 

Their  fetting  fun, 
Serenely  fmiling  down  the  Weft, 

In  foft  decay, 

They  drop  away; 
And  Honour  leads  them  to  their  reft. 

XLI. 

Unhappy  they ! 

And  faltely  gay ! 
Who  bafk  for  ever  in  fuccefs  ; 

A  conftant  feaft 

Quite  palls  the  tafte, 
And  long  enjoyment  is  diftrefs. 

XLII. 

What  charms  us  molt, 

Our  joy,  our  boaft, 
Familiar,  lofes  all  its  glofs; 

And  gold  refin'd 

The  fated  mind 
Faftidious  turns  to  per  feci:  drofs. 

O  3  XLIII.  When, 
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xun. 

When,  after  toil, 

His  natiye  foil 
The  panting  mariner  regains, 

What  tranfpoi*  flows 

From  barq  reppfe ! 
We  reap  our  pleasure  from  our  pain*. 

Ye  warlike  fla\n ! 

Beneath  the  main, 
Wrapt  in  a  watery  winding  iheftj 

Who  bought  witk  bfoo4 

Your  country's,  good,    . 
Your  country's  fuli-blowa  glory  gxecfc. 

»     XJLY. 

What  powerful  charm 

Can  death  difarm? 
Your  long,  your  iron  numbers  break  ? 

By  Jove,  by  Fame, 

By  George's  name, 
Awake!  awake!  awake! 

XLTO* 

Our  joy  fo  proud, 

Our  ftiout  fo  loud, 
Without  a  charm  the  dead*  might- hear-: 

And  fee,  they  rouze ! 

Their  awful  brows, 
Deep-fcar'4,  from  oozy  pillows  rear ! 

XLVII.  With 
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XtVlL 

With  fjiiral  mell> 

Full-blafkd;  tell 
That  ill  ybtir  tf  ateiy  reafflw  raoiild  rMgj 

Your  peiH-alcbvts, 

Your  coral-£rbve*; 
Should  echo  theirs;  and  Britairi's  lattp 

XLVIIL 

As  long  as  ftartf 

Guide  marmfcrsf 
A*  Carolina's  virtues  £leaic; 

Or  funs  mviie 

The  raXMffd  fight, 
The  Britf/h  flag  /hail  /weep  the  tea. 

XLIX. 

Peculiar  both  1 

Our  foil's  .ftrong  growth', 
And  our  bold  natives  hardy  mind  y 

Sure  Heaven  befpoke 

Our  hearts,  and  oak, 
To  give  a  mailer  to  mankind. 

h. 
That  nobleft  birth 
Of  teeming- earth* 
Of  forefts  fair  that  daughter  oroud, 
To  foreign  coafts 
Our  grandeur  boafts,' 
And  Britain's  pleafure  fpeaks  aloud, 

O  4  LI.  Now 
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LV. 

For  who  can  gaze 

On  reftlefs  feas, 
Unftruck  with  life's  more  reftlefs  ftate  ? 

Where  all  are  tofs'd, 

And  moft  are  loft 
By  tides  of  paflion,  blafts  of  fate  f 

LVI. 

The  world  's  the  main, 

How  vext !  how  vain  I 
Ambition  fwclls,  and  Anger  foams  3 

May  good  men  find, 

Beneath  the  wind, 
A  noifelefs  more,  unruffled  homes  ! 

LVII. 

The  public  fcene 

Of  hardened  men 
Teach  me,  O  teach  me  to  defpife  I 

The  world  few  know 

But  to  their  woe, 
Our  crimes  with  our  experience  rife; 

LVIII. 

All  tender  fenfe 

Is  baninYd  thence, 
All  maiden  nature's  firft  alarms  ; 

What  fliock'd  before 

Difgufts  no  more, 
And  what  difgufted  has  its  charms. 

LDC.  In 
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tix. 

In  landfkips  greeh 

True  Blifs  is  fcen, 
With  Innocence,  in  fllades*  Ihe  fjportsi 

In  wealthy  towns 

Proud  Ldt>our  frowns* 
And  {minted  Sorrow  fmiles  in  courts. 

tit. 

Tllefe  fce*toes  xintryM 

Seduced  my  pride* 
T*  TWtbiH?s  arrows  bar'd  rirjr  brea&f 

Till  IVifdom  came, 

A  hoary  dame! 
And  fold  me  pleafure  was  m  &&.' 

LtJ. 

"  O  may'l  ileal 

"  Along  the  vale 
«  Of  humble  life,  fecttre  from  foes  * 

"  My  friend  fmcere ! 

"  My  judgment  clear! 
"  And  gentle  bunneft  my  repofe! 

LXYlv 
"  My  mind  be  flxong 
*e  To  combat  wrong ! 
«  Grateful,  O  King!  for  favours  mown! 
"  Soft  to  complain 
"  For  otfoerV  pain  V 
<s  Anditotfd  to  triumph  o*e*  my  oWn *!• 

5  iXIII.  "  (Whea 
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Lxm. 

"  (When  Fortune's  kind) 

"  Acute  to  find, 
**  And  warm  to  relifh  every  boon ! 

"  And  wife  to  ftill 

«  Fantaftie  ill, 
*'  Whofe  frightful  fpe&res  ftalk  at  noon ! 

LXIV. 

"  No  fruitlefs  toils ! "  "' 

"  No  brainlefs  broils  J 
*  Each  moment  level'd  at  the  markt 

"  Our  day  jft>  (hot* 

**  Invites  to  fport ; 
«'  Be  fid  and  folemn  when  'tis  dark. 

LXV. 

"  Yet  Prudence  ftitt 

"  Rein  thorn  my  will  P 
+*  What  *s  icofi:  important,  make  moft  dear ) 

"  For  'tis  in  thi«r 

"  Refides  true  Urfs  y 
m  Tcue  blifs>  a  deity  ferem  1 

LXVL 
"  When  temper  leans 
"  To-  gayer  fcene*,. 
<*  And  ferious  life  void  moments' ipares} 
"  The  fylvan  chace. 
"  My  flnews  brace ! 
«*  Qribng  unbend  my  mind  from  oares ! 

LXVII.  ««  Nor 
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LXVII. 

*'.  Nor  (hun,  my  foul ! 

"  The  genial  bowl, 
"  Where  mirth,  good-nature,  fpirit,"  flow ! 

"  Ingredients  thefe,. 

"  Above,  to  pleafe    ■ 
"  The  laughing  gods,  the  wife,  bekfwv 

LXVHI. 

€€  Though  rich  the  vine, 

<c  More  wit,  than  wine, 
"  More  fenfe,  than  wit,  good- will  than-  art, 

"  May  I  provide ! 

u  Fair  Truth,  my  pride  * 
"  My  joy,  the  converfe  of  the  heart ! 

LXIX. 

"  The  gloomy  brow, 

"  The  broken  vow, 
"  To  diftant  climes,  ye  gods  !  remove ! 

"  The  nobly-fourd 

"  Their  commerce  hold 
"  With  words  of  truth,  and  looks  of  love ! 

LXX. 
"  O  glorious  aim  ! 
"  O  wealth  fupreme  ! 
u  Divine  Benevolence  of  foul ! 
"  That  greatly  glows, 
"  And  freely  flows, 
"  And  in  one  bleffing  grafps  the  whole  ! 

LXXI.  "  Prophetic 


OCEAN.  205 

LXXI. 

"  Prophetic  fchemes, 

"  And  golden  dreams, 
u  May  I,  unfanguine,  caft  away ! 

"  Have,  what  I  have  I 

"  And  live,  not  leave, 
"  Enamoured  of  the  prefent  day  ! 

LXXII. 

"  My  hours  my  own ! 

"  My  faults  unknown ! 
*€  My  chief  revenue  in  content ! 

"  Then,  leave  one  beam 

"  Of  honeftfame! 
"  And  fcorn  the  laboured  monument ! 

LXXIII. 

"  Unhurt  my  urn ! 

"  Till  that  great  turn 
"  When  mighty  Nature's  felf  mail  die. 

"  Time  ceafe  to  glide, 

"  With  human  pride, 
«  Sunk  in  the  Ocean  of  Eternity." 


A   PARA- 


PARAPHRASE 

ON   PART   OF 

THE    BOOK   OF    JOB. 


£    *°9     1 

T  O    T  H  E 

RIGHT  HON.  THOMAS  LORD  PARKER, 

BARON  OF  MACCLESFIELD, 
LORD  HICH-CHANCELLOR  OF  GREAT-BRITAIN, 

ITC.    KT-C. 

Mv  Lord, 

THOUGH  I  have  not  the  honour  of  being  known  to 
your  Lordlhip,  I  prefume  to  take  a  privilege 
which  men  of  retirement  are  apt  to  think  themfelvet 
in  poffeflion  of,  as  being  the  only  method  they  have 
of  making  their  way  to  perfons  of  your  Lordfliip'* 
high  ftation  without  ftruggling  through  multitudes 
for  accefs.  I  may  poflibly  fail  in  my  refpecl  to  your 
Lordmip,  even  while  I  endeavour  to  (hew  it  moft; 
but  if  I  err,  it  is  becaufe  I  imagined  I  ought  not  to 
make  my  firft  approach  to  one  cf  your  Lordmip' s  exalted  " 
character  with  lefs  ceremony  than  that  of  a  Dedica- 
tion. It  is  annexed  to  the  condition  of  eminent 
merit,  not  to  fuffer  more  from  the  malice  of  its  ene- 
mies, than  from  the  importunity  of  its  admirers  j 
and  perhaps  it  would  be  unjuft,  that  your  Lordmip 
fhould  hope  to  be  exempted  from  the  troubles,  when 
you  poflels  all  the  talents,  of  a  patron. 

I  have  here  a  fair  occafion  to  celebrate  thofe  fublime 
qualities,  of  which  a  whole  nation  is  fenfible,  were  it 
not  inconfiltent  with  the  defign  of  my  prefent  appli- 
cation. By  the  juft  difcharge  of  your  great  employ- 
ments,   your  Lordlhip  may  well   deferve  the  prayers 

Vol.  I.  P  of 
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of  the  diftrefied,  the  thinks  of  your  country,  and  the 
approbation  cf  your  Royal  Matter :  this  indeed  is  a 
reafon  why  every  good  Briton  fhould  applaud  your 
Lordfhip  5  but  it  is  equally  a  reafon  why  none  fhould 
difturb  you  in  the  execution  of  your  important  affairs 
by  works  cf  fancy  and  amufement.  I  was  therefore 
induced  to  make  this  .addrefs-  to  your  Lordfhip,  by 
confidering  you  rather  in  the  amiable  light  of  a  j>er- 
fon  diftinguifhed  for  a  refined  tafte  of  the  polite  arts, 
and  the  candour  that  ufually  attends  it,  than  in  the 
dignity  of  your  public  character. 

The  greatnefs  and  -folemnity  of  the  fiibjec"b  treated 
of  in  the  following  Work  cannot  fail  in  fome  meafure 
to  recommend  it  to  a  perfon  who  holds  in  the  utmoft 
veneration  thofe  facred  books  from  which  it  is  taken  j 
and  would  at  the  fame  time  juftify  to  the  world  ray 
choice  of  the  great  name  prefixed  to  it,  could  I  be 
aflured  that  the  undertaking  <had  not  fuifered  in  my 
hands.  Thus  much  I  think  myfelf  obliged  to  fay, 
that  if  this  little  Performance  had  not  been  veiy  in- 
dulgently fpoken  of  by  fome,  whofe  judgment  is  uni- 
verfrdly  allowed  in  writings  of  this  nature,  I  had  not 
dared  to  gratify  my  ambition  in  offering  it  to  your 
Lordihip :  I  am  fenfible  that  I  am  endeavouring  to  ex- 
cufe  one  vanity  by  another  j  but  I  hope  I  fhall  meet 
with  pardon  for  it,  fince  it  is  vifibly  intended  to  fhew 
the  great  fubmiffion  and  refpeft  with  which  I  am, 
My  Lord, 
Ycur  Lordship's  moft  obedient, 

.and  moft  humble  Servant, 

EDWARD  YOUNG. 
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THRICE  happy  Job  long  livM  in  Regal  State, 
Nor  faw  the  fumptuotis  Eaft  a  prince  fo  great  j 
Whofe  worldly  ftores  in  fuch  aburidance  flow'd, 
Whofe  heart  with  fuch  exalted  virtue  glow'd. 
ht  length  misfortunes  take  their  turn  to  reign,  5 

And  ills  on  ills  fucceed  $  a  dreadful  train'] 
What  now  but  deaths,  and  poverty,  and  wrong, 
The  fword  wide-wafting,  the  reproachful  tongue, 
And  fpotted  plagues,  that  markM  his  limbs  all  o'er 
So  thick  with  pains,  they  wanted  room  for  more  !     xo 
A  change  fo  fad  what  mortal  here  could  bear? 
Exhaofted  woe  had  left  him  nought  to  fear ; 
But  gave  him  all  to  grief.     Low  earth  he  preft, 
Wept  in  the  duft,  and  forely  fmote  his  breaft. 
His  friends  areund  the  deep  affliction  mourn'd,  15 

Felt  all  his  pangs,  and  groan  for  groan  returned  $ 
In  anguifh  of  their  hearts  their  mantles  rent, 
And  feven  long  days  in  folemn  filence  fpent  5 
A  debt  of  reverence  to  diftrefs  fo  great ! 
Then  Job  contained  no  more  j  but  curs'd  his  fate.    20 
P  2  His 
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His  day  of  birth,  its  inaufpicious  light, 
He  wifhes  funk  in  fhades  of  endlefs  night, 
And  blotted  from  the  year  j  nor  fears  to  crave 
Death,  inftant  death ;  impatient  for  the  grave, 
That  &at  of  peace,  that  manfion  of  repofe,  25 

Where  reft  and  mortals  are  no  longer  foes  ; 
Where  counfellors  are  hu/h'd,  and  mighty  kings 
(O  happy  turn  !)  no  more  are  wretched  things. 

His  wools  were  daring,  and  difpleas'd  his  friends  ; 
,  His  conduct  they  reprove,  and  he  defends  j  30 

And  npw  they  kindled  into  warm  debate, 
And  fentiments  opposed  with  equal  heat  j 
Fix'd  in  opinion,  both  refufe  to  yield, 
And  fumraon  all  their  reaibn  to  the  field : 
§0  high  at  length  their  arguments  were  wrought,       35 
They  reached  the  laft  extent  of  human  thought : 
A  paufe  enfued.— -When,  lo  !  heaven  interpos'd, 
And  awefully  the  long  contention  clos'd. 
Full  o'er  their  heads,  with  terrible  furprize, 
A  fudden  whirlwind  blackened  all  the  fkies  :  40 

(They  faw,  and  trembled  !)  from  the  darknefs  broke 
A  dreadful  voice,  and  thus  th*  Almighty  fpoke  : 

Who  gives  his  tongue  a  looie  fo  bold  and  vain, 
Cenfures  my  conduit,  and  reproves  my  reign  j 
Lifts  up  his  thought  againft  me  from  the  duft,  45 

And  tells  the  World's  Creator  what  is  juft  ? 
Of  late  fo  brave,  now  lift  a  dauntlefs  eye, 
Face  my  demand,  and  give  it  a  reply  : 
Where  didft  Thou  dwell  at  nature's  early  birth  ? 
Who  laid  foundations  for  the  Ipacious  earth  ?  50 

Who 
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Who  on  its  liuiai'c  «1  ■«!  extern!  tin-  Inn*, 
Its  form  determine,  .nul  its  hulk  iwiimrt 
Who  riVd  the  annei  llnm*  -'  W'lnl  li.n.d,  •!■  ■  Un-, 
Hung  it  on  nought,  :uid  i.dlui'd  il  on  .mi  • 
When  the  bright  inurninj;  li,un  id  umitrt  1 1 1 1 ■  j./ v  m 

When  heaven's  high  anli  uith  loud  hiilaiuuhn  t  itiiff B 
When  (homing  ions  id'  (jnd  tin   (niitnpli  nuwii  d, 
And  the  wide  concave  thuudu'd  Willi  the  liumd  r 
Earth's  numerous  kimulotnsy  li.ill  TIhui  vi<  w'd  tin  in  nil  r 
And  can  thy  ijian  of  knuwlc  \\yv  f'liilji  llir  ImII  r        Am 
Who  hcav'd  the  mount 'tun,  wln«h  liihlmii  ly  lUmla, 
And  calls  its  fhadow  ii.tr>  dill  ant  liud'i  t 

Who,  ftrctohing  fVnlh  hi«i  lirjiiir  nVi  ihr  ,/,v/>, 
Can  that  wide  world  in  dtic  Inhju  imn  ki'ji  t 
I  broke  the  tflohr,   I  Unou'd  ii\  hidlow  l»di ,  flj 

And  did  a  hafon  Idv  the  fi<»'wli  |n<ividf  | 
I  chair.'d  them  with  i ::;,-  wi.id  j   th«  li'.dnii'.  /-I, 

Work'd  ll]>  ill  ti.mjK  ft'  ,    l.(   i:  ,   in",    ?-..•  ■  t  »'■  •  i«  •    ; 
"  Thus  far,   thy  Ihialm;-  tid.    H...II  I..   «...,.«  ,  .1  * 
"  And  in  re,  O  n.-m,  l»-  thy  j''""  I  i"i!"  ■■  ■  ''  •>■  d.  '  ■/■» 
Uaft  Th«;u  '\i»:"i  d  t!,<  /<    >v/    »  I    th>   d< .  |f| 

Wllttlt:,    lit  11 1    fl'iilli    III",     II   i:.Hi..'/'I    d    l|<    i,'«ll'.j   II"  |i  ' 

Where,  dowi,  a  tii  ,';J:-jid  j:i;!  -  .■■ .  f.'.in  n.«  'i.iy, 
Springs  the  jjn-al  fouiif  um,  i..--i«!iii  «J   f!i<  i«  »  r 
Thofe  ginr.:ny  |i:iihs  did  I  .y  >,•."  i  loot  »  u   f  •»  •■■!,        75 
Whole  vol  id,  uf  w;.  <i  ,  i'#:.j: .-;  ',  «i  liiy  I  -.id  f 

Hath  the  cleft  *v  ;///■*•  '..'»■''  '■*■'"'  f'»  'J  i."  ' 
Death's  inmoft  d.r.jr/.M.;  ,  didft  i  Uim  '  /' 1  !• '  ' 
£*cr  knock  at  his  trum.  don-.  ^aii ,  ;u.d  v/.-idr 
To  the  black  porlai  th/o^ii  ti.  iai(.umUi.t  Ui  id<.  '     #># 
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Deep  are  thofe  ftiades  5  but  ifhades  ftill  deeper  hide 

My  counfels  from  the  ken  of  human  pride. 

Where  dwells  the  light  ?  In  what  refulgent  dome  ? 

And  where  has  darknefs  made  her  difmal  home  ? 

Thou  know'ft,  no  doubt,  fince  thy  large  heart  is  fraught  8  5 

With  ripen'd  wifdom,  through  long  ages  brought  5 

Since  nature  was  callM  forth  when  Thou  waft  by, 

And  into  Being  rofe  beneath  thine  eye ! 
Are  mifts  begotten  ?  Who  their  father  knew  ? 

From  whom  defcend  the  pearly  drops  of  dew  ?  90. 

To  bind  the  ftream  by  night,  what  hand  can  boaft, 

Or  whiten  morning  with  the  hoary  froft  ? 

Whofe  powerful  breath,  from  northern  regions  blown, 

Touches  the  fea,  and  turns  it  into  ftone  ? 

A  fudden  defart  fpreads  o'er  realms  defac'd,  95 

And  lays  one  half  of  the  creation  wafte  ? 

Thou  know'ft  Me  not ;  thy  blindnefs  cannot  fee 
How  vaft  a  diftance  parts  thy  God  from  Thee. 
Canft  Thou  in  nuhirfavlnds  mount  aloft  ?    Canft  Thou 
In  clouds  and  darknefs  wrap  thy  awful  brow  j         100 
And,  when  day  triumphs  in  meridian  light, 
Put  forth  thy  hand,  and  made  the  world  with  night  ? 
Who  launch'd  the  clouds  in  air,   and  bid  them  roll 
Sufpended  feas  aloft,  from  pole  to  pole  ? 
Who  can  refrefh  the  burning  fandy  plain,  105 

And  quench  the  fummer  with  a  wafte  of  rain  ? 
Who,  in  rough  defarts,  far  from  human  toil, 
Made  rocks  bring  forth,  and  defolation  fmile? 
There  blooms  the  rofe,  where  human  face  ne'er  fhonea 
And  fpreads  its  beauties  to  the  f»»  N,alone*  no 

To 
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Canft  Thou  the  ikies  benevolence  reftrain, 

And  caufe  the  Pleiades  to  fhine  in  vain  ; 

Or,  when  Orion  fparkles  from  his  fpherc, 

Thaw  the  cold  feafon,  and  unbind  the  year  j 

Bid  Mazzaroth  his  deftin'd  ftation  know,  145 

And  teach  the  bright  Ar&urus  where  to  glow  ? 

Mine  is  the  night,  with  all  her  ftars 5  I  pour 

Myriads,  and  myriads  I  referve  in  (lore. 

Doft  Thou  pronounce  where  day-light  (hall  be  born, 
And  draw  the  purple  curtain  of  the  morn  ;  150- 

Awake  the  fun,  and  bid  him  come  away, 
And  glad  thy  world  with  his  obfequious  ray  ? 
Haft  Thou,  inthronM  in  flaming  glory,  driven 
Triumphant  round  the  fpacious  ring  of  heaven  ? 
That  pomp  of  light,  what  hand  fo  far  difplays,      155 
That  diftant  earth  lies  balking  in  the  blaze  ? 

Who  did  the  foul  with  her  rich  powers  inveft, 
And  light  up  reafon  in  the  human  bread  ? 
To  (hine,  with  frefti  increafe  of  luftre,  bright, 
When  ftars  and  fun  are  fet  in  endlefs  night  ?  160 

To  thefe  my  various  queftions  make  reply. 
Th1  Almighty  fpoke  j    and,  fpeaking,  (hook  the  (ky. 

What  then,  Chaldaean  Sire,  was  thy  furprize  ! 
Thus  Thou,  with  trembling  heart  and  down-caft  eyes : 
4t  Once  and  again,  which  I  in  grcrms  deplcre,        165 
"  My  tongue  has  err'd  j  but  (hall  prefume  no  more. 
«'  My  voice  is  in  eternal  filence  bound, 
"  And  all  my  foul  falls  proftrate  to  the  ground." 

He  ceas'd  :  .When,  lo !  again  th'  Almighty  fpoke ; 

The  fame  dread  voice  from  the  black  whirlwind  broke. 

5  -  Can 
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Can  that  arm  meafure  with  an  arm  divine  f  179 

And  canft  Thou  thunder  with  a  voice  like  Mine  j 
Or  in  the  hollow  of  tby  hand  contain 
The  bulk  of  waters,  the  wide-fpreading  main, 
When,  «nad  with  tempefts,  all  the  billowt  rife        175 
In  all  their  rage,  and  dafli  the  diftant  ikies  ? 

Come  forth,  in  beauty's  excellence  array'd  j 
And  be  the  grandeur  of  thy  power  diiplay'd  * 
Put  on  omnipotence,  and,  frowning,  make 
The  fpacious  round  of  the  creation  make;  jf* 

Difpatch  thy  vengeance,  bid  it  overthrow 
Triumphant  vice,  lay  lofty  tyrants  low, 
And  crumble  thera  to  duft.     When  this  is  done, 
I  grant  thy  fafcty  iodg'd  in  Thee  alone; 
Of  Thee  Thou  art,  and  may  ft  undaunted  ftand,     1S5 
Behind  the  buekkr  of  thine  own  right-hand. 

Fond  man  !  (he  vifion  of  a  moment  made  I 
Dream  of  a  dream  !  and  fluuiow  of  a.  (hade  ! 
What  worlds  haft  Thou  juodue'd,  what  creatures  fram'd  $ 
What  infects  cherifh'd,  that  tliy  God  is  blam'd?     190 
When  pain'd  with  hunger,  the  wild  Raven's  brood 
Loud  calls  on  God,  importunate  for  food  : 
Who  htars  their  cry,  who  grants  their  hoarfe  requeft, 
And  (Hlls  the  clamour  of  the  craving  neft? 

Who  in  the  ftupid  Oftrich  has  h:b'tued  195 

A  parent's  care,  and  fond  inquietude? 
While  far  (he  die-*,  her  (catter'd  cg^s  arc  found, 
Without  an  owner,  on  the  fandy  fecund; 
Caft  out  on  fortune,  they  at  mercy  lie, 
And  borrow  life  from  an  indulgent  fkyi 
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Adopted  by  the  fun,  in  blaze  of  day, 

They  ripen  under  his  prolific  ray. 

Unmindful  /he,  that  fome  unhappy  tread 

May  crufli  her  young  in  their  neglefted  bed. 

What  time  (he  lkims  along  the  field  with  fpeed,       205- 

She  fcorns  the  rider,  and  purfuing  fteed. 

How  rich  the  Peacock  !  what  bright  glories  run 
From  plume  to  plume,  and  vary  in  the  fun ! 
He  proudly  fpreadsthem  to  the  golden  ray, 
Gives  all  his  colours,  and  adorns  the  day  -r  210 

With  confeiou*  ftate  the  fpacious  round  difplays, 
And  (lowly  moves  amid  the  waving  blaze. 

Who  taught  the  Hawk  to  find,  in  feafons  wife, 
Perpetual  fummer,  and  a  change  of  (kies  ? 
When  clouds  deform  the  year,  (he  mounts  the  wind,  215: 
Shoots  to  the  fouth,  nor  fears  the  ftorm  behind j 
The  fun  returning,  (he  returns  again, 
Lives  in  his  beams,  and  leaves  ill  days  to  men. 

Though  ftrong  the  Hawk,  though  pra&is'd  well  to  flyr 
An  Eagle  drops  her  in  a  lower  (kyj  220 

An  Eagle,  when,  deferting  human  fight, 
She  feeks  the  fun  in  her  unweary'd  flight : 
Did  thy  command  her  yellow  pinion  lift, 
So  high  in  air,  and  fet  her  on  the  clift, 
Where  far  above  thy  world  (he  dwells  alone,  225 

And  proudly  makes  the  ftrength  of  rocks  her  own  5 
Thence  wide  o'er  nature  takes  her  dread  furvey, 
And  with  a  glance  predeftinates  her  prey  ? 
She  fealts  her  young  with  blood  j  and,  hovering  o>r 
Th'  uailaughter'd  hoft,  enjoys  the  prcmiSd  gore.     230 

Know'it 
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Ksov'S  Tlwu  how  many  moor, <»  r-y  Mc  atitgifd. 
Roll  o'er  the  mountain  Goat,  and  tvnrit  11  md. 
While  pregnant  they  a  mother's  laid  (Villain  > 
They  bend  in  anguiflt,  and  cait  forth  their  pain. 
Hale  are  their  young,  from  human  frailties  freed ;  n$» 
Walk  unfuftainM,  and  unaflifted  feed ; 
They  live  at  once ;  forfake  the  dam's  warm  fide  j 
Take  the  wide  world,  with  nature  for  their  guide; 
Bound  o'er  the  lawn,  or  feck  the  diltanr  glade  j 
And  find  a  home  in  each  delightful  (hade.  1^0 

Will  th*  tall  Reem,  which  knows  i\o  Lord  but  Me, 
Low  at  the  crib,  and  aflc  an  alms  of  thee  ? 
Submit  his  unworn  fhoulder  to  the  yoke, 
Break  the  (tiff  clod,  and  o'er  thy  furrow  fmokc  > 
Since  great  his  ftrength,  go  truft  him,  void  of  care  j  545 
Lay  on  his  neck  the  toil  of  all  the  year  } 
Bid  him  bring  home  the  i'eafons  to  thy  doors, 
And  caft  his  load  among  thy  gathcr'd  rtores. 

Didft  thou  from  fcrvice  the  Wild- Ah  difc -harge, 
And  break  his  bonds,  and  bid  him  live  at  largr,      1  $0 
Through  the  wide  wafte,  his  ample  rnanfion,  roam, 
And  lofe  himfclf  in  his  unbounded  home  ? 
By  nature's  hand  magnificently  fed, 
His  meal  is  on  the  range  of  mountain*  fprcad  j 
At  in  pure  air  aloft  he  bounds  along,  % 55 

He  fees  in  diftant  fmoke  the  city  t!»ror»?; ; 
Confcious  of  freedom,  fcorns  the  fmofh'.'r'd  train, 
The  threatening  driver,  and  the  frr/iic  rf.in. 

Survey  the  warlike  Horfr  !  didft  TKmi  inveft 
With  thunder  hit  robuft  diftended  cheft }  ** 
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No  ienfe  of  fear  bis  dauntlefs  foul  allays  j 

'Tis  dreadful  to  behold  his  noftrils  blaze  j 

To  paw  the  vale  he  proudly  takes  delight, 

And  triumphs  in  the  fulnefs  of  his  might  j 

High-nuVd  he  fnuffs  the  battle  from  afar,  265 

And  burns  to  plunge  amid  the  raging  war  5 

And  mocks  at  death,  and  throws  his  foam  around, 

And  in  a  ftorm  of  fury  wakes  the  ground. 

How  does  his  firm,  his  riiing  heart,  advance 

Full  on  the  brandifh'd  fword,  and  fhaken  lance ;     170 

While  his  nVd  eye-balls  meet  the  dazzling  fhield, 

Gaze,  and  return  the  lightning  of  the  field  !  • 

He  finks  the  fenfe  of  pain  in  generous  pride, 

Nor  feels  the  ihaft  that  trembles  in  his  fide ; 

But  neighs  to  the  fhrill  trumpet's  dreadful  blaft      275 

Till  death;  and  when  he  groans,  he  groans  his  laft. 

But,  fiercer  ftiil,  the  lordly  Lion  ftalks, 
Grimly  majeftic  in  his  lonely  walks  j 
When  round  he  glares,  all  living  creatures  fly  $ 
He  clears  the  defart  with  his  rolling  eye.  280 

Say,  mortal,  does  he  roufe  at  thy  command, 
And  roar  to  Thee,  and  live  upon  thy  hand  ? 
JDoft  thou  for  him  in  forefts  bend  thy  bow, 
And  to  his  gloomy  den  the  morfel  throw, 
Where  bent  on  death  lie  hid  his  tawny  brood,  285 

And,  couch'd  in  dreadful  ambufh,  pant  for  blood  $ 
Or,  ftretch'd  on  broken  limbs,  confume  the  day, 
In  darknefs  wrapt,  and  llumber  o'er  their  prey  ? 
By  the  pale  moon  they  take  their  deftin'd  round, 
And  lafh  their  fides,  and  furious  tear  the  ground.  290 

Now 
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Now  (hrieks  and  dying  groans  the  defart  fill ; 
They  rage,  they  rend  ;  their  ravenous  jaws  diftil 
With  crira£bn  foam  ;  and,  when  the  banquet's  o'er, 
They  ftride  away,  and  paint  their  fteps  with  gore; 
In  flight  alone  the  fhepherd  puts  his  truft,  295 

And  (hudders  at  the  talon  in  the  duft. 

Mild  is  my  Behemoth,  though  large  his  frame; 
Smooth  is  his  temper,  and  repreft  his  flame, 
While  unprovoked.     This  native  of  the  flood 
Lifts  his  broad  foot,  and  puts  aihore  for  food;.        30* 
Earth  finks  beneath  him,  as  he  moves  along 
To  feek  the  herbs,  and  mingle  with  the  throng. 
See  with  what  ftrength  his  hardened  loins  are  bound, 
AU  over  proof  and  (hut  againft  a  wound. 
How  like  a  mountain  cedar  moves  his  tail  1  305 

Nor  can  his  complicated  finews  fail. 
Built  high  and  wide,  his  folid  bones  furpafs 
The  bars  of  fteel ;  his  ribs  are  ribs  of  brafs  ; 
His  port  majeftic  and  his  armed  jaw 
Give  the  wide  foreft,  and  the  mountain,  law.  3x0 

The  mountains  feed  him ;  there  the  beafts  admire 
The  mighty  (Stranger,  and  in  dread  retire, 
At  length  his  greatnefs  nearer  they  furvey, 
Graze  in  his  (hadow,  and  his  eye  obey. 
The  fens  and  marines  are  his  cool  retreat,  31 J 

His  noontide  (helter  from  the  burning  heat ;  . 
Their  (edgy  bofoms  his  wide  couch  are  made,   ¥ 
And  groves  of  willows  give  him  all  their  (hade. 

His  eye  drinks  Jordan  up,  when  nYd  with  drought, 
He  trufts  to  turn  its  current  down  his  throat  i         320 

In 
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"Who,  great  in  arms,  e'er  ftripp'd  his  mining  mail, 
Or  crown  d  his  triumph  with  a  finglc  (cale  t 
Whofc  heart  fuftnius  him  to  draw  near?  Behold, 
DcftrucTtion  y:*wn«j  hiH  fpacious  jaws  untold, 
Astd,  marfhal'd  round  the  wide  cxpanfe,  difclofe     355 
Teeth  edg'd  with  death,  and  crowding  rows  on  rowsi 
What  hideous  fang*  on  cither  fide  aril'c  1 
And  what  a  deep  abyfs  between  them  lien  I 
Mete  with  thy  lance,  and  with  thy  plumbct  found, 
The  one  how  long,  the  other  how  profound.  360 

HU  bulk  it  charg'd  with  fuch  a  furious  foul, 
That  clouds  of  fmoke  from  his  fpread  no  ft  ri  Is  roll, 
As  from  a  furnace  j  and,  when  rous'd  his  ire, 
Fate  iflucs  from  his  jaws  in  dreams  of  me. 
The  rage  of  tempeib,  and  the  roar  of  feas,  365 

Thy  terror,  this  thy  great  Superior  pleafc ; 
Strength  on  his  ample  moulder  (Its  in  (late  \ 
His  well-joiiwl  limbs  arc  dreadfully  complete  j 
His  flakes  of  folid  ticfh  arc  (low  to  part; 
As  fteel  his  nerves,  as  adamant  his  heart.  37*) 

When,  late  awak'd,  he  rear*  him  from  the  floods, 
And,  (latching  forth  his  Jtature  to  the  clouds, 
Writhes  in  the  fun  aloft  his  icaly  height, 
And  ftrikes  the  diftant  hills  with  tranlient  light, 
Far  round  arc  fatal  damps  of  terror  fpread,  375 

The  Mighty  fear,  nor  blu(h  to  own  their  dread. 

Large  is  his  front)  and,  when  his  burnilh'd  eyes 
Lift  their  broad  lid;;,  the  morning  (ccms  to  rife. 

In  vain  may  death  in  various  (hapes  invade, 
The  fwift-wing'd  arrow,  the  defcending  blade  ;       38s) 

His 
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His  naked  breaft  their  impotence  defies  j 

The  dart  rebounds,  the  brittle  fauchion  flies. 

Shut  in  himfelf,.  the  war  without  he  hears, 

Safe  in  the  tempeft  of  their  rattling  {pears  ; 

The  cumber M  ftrand  their  wafted  vollies  ftrowj       385 

His  fport,  the  rage  and  labour  of  the  foe. 

His  paftimes  like  a  cauldron  boil  the  flood, 
And  blacken  ocean  with  the  riling  mud ; 
The  billows  feel  him,  as  he  works  his  way  9 
His  hoary  footfteps  mine  along  the  fea ;  39a 

The  foam  high-wrought  with  white  divides  the  green, 
And  diftant  failors  point  where  death  has  been. 

His  like  earth  bears  not  on  her  fpacious  face ; 
Alone  in  nature  ftands  his  dauntlefs  race, 
Far  utter  ignorance  of  fear  renowned,  395 

In  wrath  he  rolls  his  baleful  eye  around  : 
Makes  every  fwoln,.  difdainful  heart,  fubfide>. 
And  holds  dominion  o'er  the  fons  of  pride. 

Then  the  Chaldaean  eas'd  his  labouring  breaft, 
With  full  conviftion  of  his  crime  opprcft.  400 

"  Thou  canft  accomplifli  All  things,  Lord  of  Might ; 
""  And  every  thought  is  naked  tb  Thy  light. 
*'  But,  oh !  Thy  ways  are  wonderful,  and  lie 
"  Beyond  the  deepeft  reach  of  mortal  eye. 
"  Oft  have  I  heard  of  Thine  Almighty  Power ;      405 
"  But  never  faw  Thee  till  thi6  dreadful  hour. 
"  O'erwhemVd  with  (hame,  the  Lord  of  life  I  fi?e, 
*'  Abhor  rnyfelf,  and  give  my  foul  to  Thee. 
**  Nor  /hall  my  weaknefs  tempt  Thine  anger  more : 
"  Man  is  not  made  to  quefliw>  but  adore"  +1* 
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NOTES  ON  THE  PARAPHRASE. 

Book  of  Job.]  It  is  difputed  amongft  the  critics  who 
was  the  Author  of  the  Book  of  Job  j  fome  give  it  to 
Mofes,  fome  to  others.  As  I  was  engaged  in  this 
little  performance,  fome  arguments  occurred  to  me 
which  favour  the  former  of  thofe  opinions  3  and  be- 
caufe  I  do  not  find  them  mentioned  by  any  one  elfe,  I 
have  flung  them  into  the  following  notes,  where  little 
elfe  is  to  be  expected. 

Ver.  i.]  The  Almighty's  fpeech,  chapter  xxxviii, 
ice.  which  is  what  I  paraphrafe  in  this  little  work, 
is  by  much  the  fineft  part  of  the  noblefr  and  moil 
antient  Poem  in  the  world.  Biihop  Patrick  fays,  its 
grandeur  is  as  much  above  all  other  poetry,  as 
thunder  is  louder  than  a  whifper.  In  order  to  fet 
this  diftinguifhed  part  of  the  Poem  in  a  fuller  light, 
and  give  the  reader  a  clearer  conception  of  it,  I  have 
abridged  the  preceding  and  fubfequent  parts  of  the 
Poem,  and  joined  them  to  it  j  fo  that  this  Piece  is  a 
fort  of  an  epitome  of  the  whole  Book  of  Job. 

I  ufe  the  word  paraphrafe,  becaufe  I  want  another 
which  might  better  anfwer  to  the  uncommon  liberties 
I  have  taken.  I  have  omitted,  added,  and  tranfpofed. 
The  mountain,  the  comet,  the  fun,  and  other  parts, 
are  entirely  added :  thofe  upon  the  peacock,  the  lion, 
&c.  are  much  enlarged  $  and  I  have  thrown  the  whole 
into  a  method  more  fuitable  to  our  notions  of  regula- 
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rity.  The  judicious,  if  they  compare  this  Piece  with 
the  original,  will,  I  flatter  myfelf,  find  the  reafons 
for  the  great  liberties  I  have  indulged  myfelf  in 
through  the  whole. 

Lcnginus  has  a  chapter  on  interrogations,  which ' 
.  fhews  that  they  contribute  much  to  the  fublime.  This 
fpeech  of  the  Almighty  is  made  up  of  them.  Inter- 
rogation feems,  indeed,  the  proper  ftyle  of  majefty 
incenfed.  It  differs  from  other  manner  o£  reproof, 
as  bidding  a  perfon  execute  himfelf,  does  from  a  com- 
•mon  execution  j  for  he  that  a/ks  the  guilty  a  proper 
queftion,  makes  him,  in  effect,  pafs  fentence  on 
.himfelf. 

Ver.  41.]  The  Book  of  Job  is  well  known  to 
be  dramatic,  and,  like  the  Tragedies  of  old  Greece, 
is  fiftion  built  on  truth.  Probably  this  moft  noble 
part  of  it,  the  Almighty  fpeaking  out  of  the  whirl- 
wind (fo  fuitable  to  the  after -practice  of  the  Greek 
Stage,-  when- there,  happened  "  dignus  vindice  nodus") 
is  fictitious;  but  is  a  fiction  more  agreeable  to  the 
time  in  which  Job  lived,  than  to  any  fince.  Frequent 
before  the  Law  were  the  appearances  of  the  Almighty 
after  this  manner,  Exod.  c.  xix.  Ezek.  c.  i.  &c 
Hence  is  he  faid  to  "  dwell  in  -thick  darknefs  :  and 
"  have  his  Way  in  the  whirlwind." 
.  Ver.  69.]  There  is  a  very  great,  air  in  all  that 
precedes,  but  this  is  fignally  fublime.  We  are  (truck 
with  admiration  to  fee  the  vail  and  ungovernable  ocean 
receiving  commands,  and  punctually  obeying  them; 
to  find  it  like  a  managed  horfe,  raging,  toiling,  and 

foaming, 
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foaming,  but  by  the  rule  and  dire&ion  of  its  mailer. 
This  paflage  yields  in  fublimity  to  that  of  "  Let  there 
"  be  light,"  &c.  fo  much  only,  as  the  abfolute  go- 
vernment of  nature  yields  to  the  creation  of  it. 

The  like  fpirit  in  thefe  two  paflages  is  no  bad  con- 
current argument,  that  Mofes  is  author  of  the 'Book. 
6f  Job. 

Ver.  191.]  Another  argument  that  Mofes  was 
the  author  is,  that  moft  of  the  creatures  here  are 
Egyptian.  The  reafon  given  why  the  raven  is  par- 
ticularly mentioned  as  an  objecl:  of  the  care  of 
Providence,  is,  becaufe  by  her  clamorous  and  impor- 
tunate voice,  flie  particularly  feems  always  calling 
upon  it;  thence  kc^o-v,  a  *;>*5  iElian.  1.  ii.  c.  48.  is 
"  to  aflc  earneftly."  And  fince  there  were  ravens  on 
the  bank  of  the  Nile  more  clamorous  than  the  reft  of 
that  fpecies,  thofe  probably  are  meant  in  that  place. 

Ver.   195.]   There  are  many  inftances  of  this  bird's 
ftupidity  :   let  two  fuffice.      Firft,   it  covers  its   head 
in  the  reeds,  and  thinks  itfelf  all  out  of  fight : 
"  Stat  In  mine  claufo 
"  Ridendum  revoluta  caput,  creditque  latere 
"  Quae  non  ipfa  videt."  Claud* 

Secondly^  They  that  go  in  purfuit  of  them,  draw  the 
fltin  of  an  Oftrich's  neck  on  one  hand,  which  proves 
a  fufficient  lure  to  take  them  with  the  other. 

They  have  fo  little  brain,  that  Heliogabulus  had  fix 
hundred  heads  for  his  fupper. 

Here  we  may  obferve,  that  our  judicious  as  well  as 

fublime  author  juft  touches  the  great  points  of  diftinc- 

Qj&  tion 
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tion  in  each  creature,  and  then  haftens  to  another.  A 
defcription  is  exaft  when  you  cannot  add,  but  what  is 
common  to  another  thing;  nor  withdraw,  but  fome- 
thing  peculiarly  belonging  to  the  thing  defcribed.  A 
Ukenefs  is  loft  in  too  much  defcription,  as  a  meaning  of- 
ten in  too  much  illuftration. 

Ver.    205.]     Here   is    marked    another    peculiar 
quality  of  this  creature,  which  neither  flies  nor  runs 
directly,    but  has   a  motion  compofed  of  both,  and 
.  uiing  its  wings  as  fails,  makes  great  fpeed. 
"  Vafta  velut-Libyse  venantum  vocibus  ales 
"  Cum  premitur,  calidas  curfu  tranfmittit  arenas, 
"  Inque  modum  veli  finuatis  flamine  pennis 
**  Pulverulenta  volat."  Claud,  in  Eutr. 

Ver.  206.]  Xenophon  fays,  Cyrus  had  horfes 
that  could  overtake  the  goat  and  the  wild  afs;  but 
none  that  could  reach  this  creature.  A  thoufand 
golden  ducats,  or  a  hundred  camels,  was  the  ftated 
price  of  a  horfe  that  could  equal  their  fpeed. 

Ver.  207.]  Though  this  bird  is  but  juft  men- 
tioned in  my  author,  I  could  not  forbear  going  a  little 
farther,  and  fpreading  thofe  beautiful  plumes  (which 
are  there  (hut  up)  in  half  a  dozen  lines.  The  circum- 
ftance  I  have  marked  of  his  opening  his  plumes  to  the 
fun  is  true  :  "  Expandit  colores  adverfo  maxime  fole, 
«'  quia  fie  fulgentius  radiant."  Plin.  1.  x.  c.  *o. 

Ver.  219.]  Thuanus  (de  Re  Accip.)  mentions 
a  hawk  that  flew  from  Paris  to  London  in  a  night. 

And  the  Egyptians,  in  regard  to  its  fwiftnefs,  made 
it  their  fymbol  for  the  wind  $  for  which  reafon  we  may 

fuppofe 
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/uppofe  die  hawk,  as  well  as  the  crow  abotvementioneJ9 
to  have  been  a  bird  of  note  in  Egypt. 

Ver.  227.]  The  eagle  is  faid  to  be  of  fo  acute 
a  fight,  that,  when  (he  is  fo  high  in  air  that  man  cannot 
fee  her,  (he  can  difcern  the  fmalleft  fifh  under  water. 
My  author  accurately  underftood  the  nature  of  the  crea- 
tures he  defcribes,  and  feems  to  have  been  a  Natural  id 
as  well  as  a  Poet,  which  the  next  note  will  confirm. 

Ver.  231.]  The  meaning  of  this  queftion  is.  Knoweft 
thou  the  time  and  circumfiances  of  their  bringing  forth  ? 
For  to  know  the  time  only  was  eafy,  and  had  nothing 
extraordinary  in  it;  but  the  circumftances  had  fomething 
peculiarly  expreilive  of  God's  Providence,  which  makes 
the  queftion  proper  in  this  place.  Pliny  obferves,  that  the 
hind  with  young  is  by  inftinft  directed  to  a  certain  herb 
called  Sefelis,  which  facilitates  the  birth.  Thunder  alfo 
(which  looks  like  the  more  immediate  hand  of  Provi- 
dence) has  the  fame  effecl.  Pf.  xxix.  In  fo  early  an 
age  to  obferve  thefe  things,  may  ftyle  our  author  a  Na- 
turalift. 

Ver.  259.]  The  defcription  of  the  hor(e  is  the  moft 
celebrated  of  any  in  the  poem.  There  is  an  excellent 
critique  on  it  in  the  Guardian.  I  (hall  therefore  only 
obferve  that  in  this  defcription,  as  in  other  parts  of 
this  fpeech,  our  vulgar  tranjlation  has  mnch  more 
fpirit  than  the  Septuagint \  it  always  takes  the  ori- 
ginal in  the  mod  poetic  and  exalted  i'enfe,  fo  that 
moft  commentators,  even  on  the  Hebrew  ititlf,  fall 
beneath  it. 

Q^3  Ver. 
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Ver.  289.]  Purfuing  their  prey  by  night  is 
true  of  moft  wild  beafts,  particularly  the  lion. 
Pf.  cvi.  20.  The  Arabians  have  one  among  their  500 
names  for  the  lion,  which  fignihes  "  the  hunter  by 
"  moonfhine." 

Ver,  332.]    "  Cephefi  glaciale    caput  quo  fuetos 
"  anhelam 
"  Ferre  iitim  Python,  amnemque  avertere  ponto." 

Stat.  Theb.  v,  349. 
"  Qui  fpiris  tegeret  montes,  hauriret  hiatu 
"  Flumina,  &c."  Claud.  Pref.  in  Ruf. 

Let  not  then  this  hyperbole  feem  too  much  for  an 
eaftern  poet,  though  fome  commentators  of  name  ftrain 
hard  in  this  place  for  a  new  conftru&ion,  through  fear 
of  it. 

Ver.  323.]  The  taking  of  the  crocodile  is  moft. 
difficult.  Diodorus  fays,  they  are  not  to  be  taken  but 
by  iron  nets.  When  Auguftus  conquered  Egypt,  he 
ftruck  a  medal,  the  imprefs  of  which  was  a  crocodile 
chained  to  a  palm-tree,  with  this  infcription,  "  Nemo. 
"  antea  religavit." 

Ver.  339.]  This  alludes  to  a  cuftom  of  this 
creature,  which  is,  when  fated  with  fifh,  to  come, 
afhore  and  fleep  among  the  reeds. 

Ver.  353.]  The  crocodile's  mouth  is  exceedingly 
wide.  When  he  gapes,  fays  Pliny,  "  fit  totum  os.'* 
Martial  fays  to  his  old  woman, 

"  Cum  comparata  riclibus  tuis  ora 

"  Niliacus  habet  crocodilus  angufta  j" 
fo  that  the  expreffion  here  is  barely  juft. 

Ver. 
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Ver;  364.]  This  too  is  nearer  truth  than  at 
firft  view  may  be  imagined.  The  crocodile,  fay  the 
naturalifts,  lying  long  underwater,  and  being  there 
forced  to  hold  its  breath,  when  it  emerges,  the  breath 
long  repreft  is  hot,  and  burfts  out  fo  violently,  that  it 
refembles  fire  and  fmoke.  The  hprfe  fuppreflcs  not 
his  breath  by  any  means  fo  long,  neither  is  he  fo  fierce 
and  animated  5  yet  the  mod  correct  of  poets  ventures 
to  life  the  fame  metaphor  concerning  him  : 

"  Colleftumque  premens  volvit  fub  naribys  ignem." 
By  this  and  the  foregoing  note  I  would  caution  again  ft 
a  falfe  opinion  of  the  eaftern  boldnefs,  from  paflages 
in  them  ill  underftood. 

Ver.  377.]  "  His  eyes  are  like  the  eye-lids 
"  of  the  morning."  I  think  this  gives  us  as  great  an 
image  of  the  thing  it  would  exprefs,  as  can  enter  the 
thought  of  man.  It  is  not  improbable  that  the 
Egyptians  ftole  their  hieroglyphic  for  the  morning, 
which  is  the  crocodile's  eye,  from  this  pafTage,  though 
no  commentator,  I  have  feen,  mentions  it.  It  is  eafy 
to  conceive  how  the  Egyptians  mould  be  both  readers 
and  admirers  of  the  writings  of  Mofes,  whom  I  l'up- 
pofe  the  author  of  this  poem. 

I  have  obferved  already  that  three  or  four  of  the 
creatures  here  defcribed  are  Egyptian}  the  two  Jail  we 
notorioufly  fo,  they  arc  the  river-horfe  and  the  croco- 
dile, thofe  celebrated  inhabitants  of  the  Nile;  and  on 
thefe  two  it  is  that  our  author  chiefly  dwells.  It  would 
have  been  expefted  from  an  author  more  remote  from 
that  river  than  Mofes,  in  a  catalogue  of  creatures  pro- 
Qjt-  duccd 
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MISCELLANIES, 


On  MICHAEL   ANGELO's   famous  Piece  of 

the  Crucifixion; 

Who  is  faid  to  have  (tabbed  a  Perfoft  that  he  might 

draw  it  more  naturally  #. 

WHILST  his  Redeemer  on  his  canvas  dies, 
Stabb'd  at  his  feet  his  brother  weltering  lies  i 
The  daring  Artift,  cruelly  ferene, 
Views  the  pale  cheek  and  the  diftorted  mien ; 
He  drains  off  life  by  drops,  and,  deaf  to  cries* 
Examines  every  fpirit  as  it  flies : 
He  ftudies  torment,  dives  in  mortal  woe, 
To  rouze  up  every  pang  repeats  his  blow; 
Each  rifing  agony,  each  dreadful  grace, 
Yet  warm  tranfplantingto  his  Saviour's  face. 
Oh  glorious  theft !  oh  nobly  wicked  draught ! 
With  its  full  charge  of  death  each  feature  fraught: 
Such  wondrous  force  the  magic  colours  boaft, 
From  his  own  (kill  he  ftarts  in  horror  loft. 

#  Though  the  report  was  propagated  without  the 
leaft  truth,  it  may  be  fufficient  ground  to  juftify  a 
poetical  fancy's  enlarging  on  it. 

*  To 
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HISTORICAL    EPILOGUE 

TO    THE    BROTHERS, 

A    T  R  A  G  E  D  Y- 

AN  Epilogue,  through  cuftom,  is  your  right, 
But  ne'er  perhaps  was  needful  till  this  night  s 
To-night  the  virtuous  falls,  the  guilty  flies, 
Guilt's  dreadful  clofe  our  narrow  feene  denies; 
In  hiftory's  authentic  record  read 
What  ample  vengeance  gluts  Demetrius'  fhade  j 
Vengeance  fo  great,  that  when  his  tale  is  told, 
With  pity  fome  ev'n  Perfeus  may  behold, 

Perfeus  furviv'd,  indeed,  and  fiU'd  the  throne, 
But  ceafelefs  cares  in  conqueft  made  him  groan: 
Nor  reign'd  he  long ;  from  Rome  fwift  thunder  flew>  v 
And  headlong  from  his  throne  the  tyrant  threw : 
Thrown  headlong  down,  by  Rome  in  triumph  led, 
For  this  night's  deed  his  perjur'd  bofom  bled : 
His  brother's  ghoft  each  moment  made  him  ftart, 
And  all  his  father's  anguilh  rent  his  heart. 

When,  rob'd  in  black,  his  children  round  him  hung, 
And  their  rais'd  arms  in  early  forrow  wrung; 
The  younger  fmil'd,  unconfcious  of  their  woe; 
At  which  thy  tears,  O  Rome!  began  to  flow; 
So  fad  the  fcene !  What  then  muft  Perfeus  feel, 
To  fee  Jove's  race  attend  the  vigor's  wheel ; 

To 
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To  fee  the  flaves  of  his  worft  foes  increafe, 
From  foch  a  fource !— An  emperor's  embrace  I 
He  ficken'd  foon  to  death  ;  and,  what  is  worfe, 
He  well  defer<v  d9  and  felt,  the  coward's  curfej 
Unpity'd,  fcorn'd,  infulted  his  laft  hour, 
Far,  for  from  home,  and  in  a  vaffel's  power : 
His  pale  cheek  refted  on  his  fhameful  chain, 
No  friend  to  mourn,  no  flatterer  to  feign  j 
No  fuit  retards,  no  comfort  fooths  his  doom, 
And  not  one  tear  bedews  a  monarch's  tomb. 
Nor  ends  it  thus— -dire  vengeance  to  complete, 
His  ancient  empire  falling  mares  his  fate : 
His  throne  forgot !  His  weeping  country  chained  1 
And  nations  aik— where  Alexander  reign'd. 
As  public  woes  a  prince's  crime  purfue, 
So  public  bleflings  are  his  virtue's  due. 
Shout,  Britons,  fliout— aufpicious  fortune  blefs  ! 
And  ay.  Long  live— Our  title  tofuecefs ! 
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EPITAPH 

ON     LORD    AUBREY    BEAUCLERK, 

IN    WESTMJNSTER-ABBEY,  1740. 

WHILST  Britain  boafts  her  empire  o'er  the  deep, 
This  marble  /hall  compel  the  brave  to  weep: 
As  men,  as  Britons,  and  as  foldiers,  mourn  ; 
'Tis  dauntlefs,  loyal,  virtuous  Beauclerk's  urn. 
Sweet  were  his  manners,  as  his  foul  was  great, 
And  ripe  his  worth,  though  immature  his  fate  j 
Each  tender  grace  that  joy  and  love  infpires, 
Living,  he  mingled  with  his  martial  fires  : 
Dying,  he  bid  Britannia's  thunders  roar; 
Aiid  Spain  (till  felt  him,  when  he  breath'd  no  more. 
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E     P     I     T    A     P    H 
JAT  WELWYN,   HERTFORDSHIRE, 

IF  fond  of  what  is  rare,  attend! 
-  Here  lies  an  hvnefi  man, 

Of  perfect  piety, 

"  Of  lamblike  patience, 

My  friend,  James  Barker; 

To  whom  I  pay  this  mean  memorial, 

For  what  deferves  the  greateit. 

-An  example 

'Which  flione  through  all  the  clouds  of  fortune, 

Indufbious  in  low  eftate, 

The  leflbn  and  reproach' of  thofe  above1  him* 

To   lay  this  little  ftone 

Is  my  ambition; 

While  others  rear 

The  poliflTd  marbles  of  the  great  I 

Vain  pomp! 

"A  turf  o'er  virtue  charms  us  more. 

E.  Y.  1749. 
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A    LETTER    TO    MR,    TICKELL. 

OCCASIONED 

BY   THE    DEATH    OF   THE    RIGHT    HON. 
JOSEPH  ADDISON,   Es<^   1719. 

u  — *Tu  nunc  cris  alter  ab  illo."       Virg. 

OLONG  with  me  in  Oxford  groves  confin'd, 
In  focial  arts  and  facred  friendfliip  join'd  j 
Fair  IuV  forrow,  and  fair  Ifis*  boaft, 
Loft  from  her  fide,  but  fortunately  loft ; 
Thy  wonted  aid,  my  dear  companion  I  bring,  5 

And  teach  me  thy  departed  friend  to  fing  : 
A  darling  theme  \  once  powerful  to  infpire, 
And  now  to  melt,  the  Mufes'  mournful  choir : 
Now,  and  new  firft,  we  freely  dare  commend 
His  modeft  worth ;  nor  (hall  our  praife  offend.  10 

Early  he  bloom'd  amid  the  learned  train, 
And  raviflfd  Ifis  liften'd  to  his  ftrain. 
See,  fee,  (he  cry'd,  old  Maro's  Mufe  appears, 
WakM  from  her  (lumber  of  two  tboufand  years  : 
Her  finifti'd  charms  to  Addifon  (he  brings,  15 

Thinks  in  his  thought,  and  in  his  numbers  lings. 
All  read  tranfported  his  pure  claffic  page  j 
Read,  and  forget  their  climate  and  their  age. 

R  *  The 
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V/  -fc  ywv.ii»H  yvinr^  sad  -with  norar*  ar*i, 
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'f  .-.*  fci^Sv*  »a»«eia«irt  of  *  leiiV.fi  mjt.t;  30 

I ,'  ,*.  «v  1  a/'  f  «♦  1  4 H*f ,  cnccti'd  f ;ccl  tu!  gar  e~  ?s, 
M«;«#»f  Wiftfom  wear*  the  bright  difgruie. 

IV*  t)uV>  (oixtittl  thm,  with  idle  jory 
J>r*a/f  (  ?»;»idf  Uttk'tT.v  in  the  Trojan  boy  j 
1,>/), t\y  fa*  ffr/'d  %rA  ttifitd  with  hi*  charms,  35 

An/I  H»ew  nM  that  a  god  waa  in  her  arms. 

Who  grtatrft  excellence  of  thought  could  boaft, 
f'»  »Hti,ut  u>o9  h*vr  been  diftinguilh'd  molt; 
*  1  ln«  f'fmtrricr*  knew,  ;»nd  Addifon  fent  forth 
•rM*w  \\w  itmlignsint  regiont  of  the  North,  4* 

In  !'P  ttmlur  d  in  mote  indulgent  ikies, 
W1i»«im  All  flip  vigour  of  the  foul  can  rife; 
'I'liiMiigtt  wttnurr  vrins  where  fprightlier  fpirits  run, 
Ami  W\\fe  etilivrn'd  fpnrklct  in  the  fun. 

with 

♦  t:nhl  Hninnirrn  procured  a  penfion  for  Mr. 
A»M»Umi«  wluvh  ambled  him  to  profecute  his 
Tn\*k  K. 
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With  fecret  pain  the  prudent  patriot  gave,  45 

The  hopes  of  Britain  to  the  rolling  wave, 
Anxious,  the  charge  to  all  the  ftars  refign'd, 
And  plac'd  a  confidence  in  Tea  and  wind. 

Aufonia  Toon  received  her  wondering  gueft, 
And  equal  wonder  in  her  turn  confefs'd,  50 

To  fee  her  fervours  rival'd  by  the  pole, 
Her  luftre  beaming  from  a  northern  foul  1 
In  like  furprize  was  her  ./Eneas  loft, 
To  find  his  picture  grace  a  foreign  coaft. 

Now  the  wide  field  of  Europe  he  furveys,  55 

Compares  her  kings,  her  thrones  and  empires  weighs, 
In  ripen  M  judgment  and  confummate  thought  j 
Great  work  1  by  Nauru's  favour  cheaply  bought. 

He  now  returns  to  Britain  a  fupport, 
Wife  in  her  fenate,  graceful  in  her  court  j  6% 

And,  when  the  public  welfare  would  permit, 
The  fource  of  learning,  and  the  foul  of  wit. 
O  Warwick  1  (whom  the  Mule  is  fond  to  name, 
And  kindles,  confeious  of  her  future  theme) 
O  Warwick  1  by  divine  contagion  bright,  65 

How  early  didft  thou  catch  his  radiant  light  I 
By  him  infpir'd,  how  fliine  before  thy  time, 
And  leave  thy  years,  and  leap  into  thy  prime  t 

On  fome  warm  bank,  thus,  fortunately  born, 
A  rofe-bud  opens  to  a  fummer's  morn,  *j% 

Full-blown  ere  noon  her  fragrant  pride  difplays, 
And  (hews  th*  abundance  of  her  purple  lays. 

Wit,  as  her  bays,  was  once  a  barren  tree  j 
We  now,  furpriz'd,  her  fruitful  branches  fee  \ 

R  3  0r' 


*3 
'  -»■•-■ 


k.»       j      tilt 


Thy  proofs  i'o  .tic       ,» 


Jac 


LETTER  TO  MR.  TICKEIX*        14% 

One  Jet  me  join,  all  other  may  excel, 

"  How  could  a  mortal  eflence  think  fo  weH  ?** 

Rut  why  fo  large  in  the  Great  Writer's  praife?   toy 
More  lofty  fubje&s  mould  my  numbers  raifcj. 
In  him  (illuftrious  rivalry  !)  contend 
The  ftateiman,  patriot,  chriftian,  and  die  friend ! 
His  glory  fuch,  it  borders  on  difgrace 
To  fay  he  fung  the  beft  of  human  race.  it* 

In  joy  once  join'd,  in  farrow  now  for  years* 
Partner  in  grief,  and  brother  of  my  tears, 
Tickell !  accept  this  verfe,  thy  mournful  due  5 
Thou  farther  (halt  the  (acred  theme  purine  $  . 
And,  as  thy  drain  defcribes  the  matchlefs  man,     \v% . 
Thy  life  ihall  fecond  what  thy  Mufe  began* 
Though  fweet  die  numbers,  though  a  fire  divine 
Dart  through  the  whole,  and  bum  in  every  line, 
Who  drives  not  for  that  excellence  he  draws, 
Is  ftain'd  by  fame,  and  fuffers  from  applaule.         i*o 

But  hafte.  to  thy  illuftrious  talk ;  prepare  . 
The  noble  work  well  trufted  to  thy  care, 
*  The  gift  bequeath'd  by  Addifon's  command, 
To  Craggs  made  facred  by  his  dying  hand. 
Collect  the  labours,  join  the  various  rays,  ,  125 

The  fcatter'd  light  in  one  united  blaze  j 
Then  bear  to  him  (b  true,  fo  truly  lov'd, 
In  life  diftinguiuVd,.  and  in  death  approv'd,  . 
Th*  immortal  legacy.    He  hangs  a-while 
In  generous  anguiih  o'er  the  glorious  pile  \  1  jo 

With  anxious  pleafure  the  known  page  reviews, 
And  the  dear  pledge  with  falling  tears  bedews* 

What 
*  The  publication  of  his  Works. 
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What  though  thy  tears,  fxrorM  o'er  thy  godlike  friend, 

Thy  other  cares  for  Britain's  weal  fuJpend  ? 

Thibk  not,  O  Patriot !  while  thy  eyes  overflow,     155 

Thofe  cares  fufpended  for  a  private  woe  3 

Thy  love  to  him  is  to  thy  country  ftiown  j 

He  mourns  for  her,  who  mourns  for  Addifon. 
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REFLECTIONS  ON  THE  PUBLIC  SITUATION 
OF  THE  KINGDOM. 

INSCRIBED   TO 

THE    DUKE    OF    NEWCASTLE. 

HOLLES!  immortal  in  far  more  than  feme! 
He  thou  illuftrious  in  far  more  than  power* 
Great  things  are  fmall  when  greater  rife  to  view. 
Though  ftation'd  high,  and  prefs'd  with  public  cares, 
Difdain  not  to  perufe  my  ferious  Cong,  $ 

Which  peradventure  may  pufh  by  the  world  : 
Of  a  few  moments  rob  Britannia%s  wealv 
And  leave  Europa's  counfels  lefs  mature  *• 
For  thou  art  noble,  and  the  theme  is  great*. 

Nor  (hall  or  Europe  or  Britannia  blame  to 

Thine  abfent  ear,  but  gain  by  the  delay. 
Long  verVd  in  fenates  and  in  cabinets, 
States*  intricate  demands  and  nigh  debates  I 
As  thou  of  ufe  to  thofe,  Co  this  to  thee  j 
And  in  a  point  that  empire  far  outweighs-,  15 

That  far  outweighs  all  Europe's  thrones  in  one. 
Let  greatnefs  prove  its  title  to  be  great. 
*Tis  power's  fupreme  prerogative  to  ftamp 
On  others'  minds  an  image  of  its  own. 
Bend  the  ftrong  influence  of  high  place,  to  ftem      *# 
The  ftreara  that  fweeps  away  the  country's  weal  j 
The  Stygian  ftreani»  the  torrent  of  our  guilt. 
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/  Lv  ij»fUfi»  of  their  biaudl  and  irre  3a  j 

But,  «it«  twat  cmpfcui*  u»  '.ail  rhfcm  rosas  ; 

L*.t  notour  rank,  enormities  iniunge 

hrirannia'i  welfare  from  dmne  fuppctt.  35 

Such  deed*  the  nuniffrr,  titt  prince,  adorn* 
No  power  it  fhowa  box  is  inch  deeds  a*  tbbc  s 
AH,  ail  :i  .;npcc*nce  tui  ichng  right; 
Ami  where  »  die  itaraman  but  wou^d  ihew  his  power  ? 
10  price*  and  pecp*e  thou,  of  e^ua*  zeni  I  44) 

fie  it  henceforward  out  ury  fecend  care 
To  grace  toy  country,  and  lupport  the  throne} 
Though  this  fttpported,  that  adorn  d  to  well* 
A  throne  iuptnor  oar  firm:  homage  claims. 
To  Caefar's  Caaar  our  hrn:  tribute  due  :  45 

A  tribute  which,  unpaid,  makes  fpebous  wrong 
And  fpiendid  facriiegc  of  all  bchde  : 
Uluftriou*  followers;  we  muft  firft  be  juft  j 
And  what  To  juft  at  awe  for  the  Supreme  ? 
Lei*  fear  we  rugged  ruffians  of  the  north,  50 

Thin  Virtue**  well-clad  rebels  nearer  hone  » 
b  Loyojp/i  diijpuYd,  all-oping  fees, 

Than 
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Than  traitors  lurking  in  our  appetites  5 

Xefs  all  the  legions  Seine  and  Tagus  fend, 

Than  unrein'd  paffions  rufhing  on  our  peace  t  55 

Yon*  favage  mountaneers  are  tame  to  thefe. 

Again  ft  thofe  rioters  fend  forth  the  laws, 

And  break  to  reafon's  yoke  their  wild  careers. 

Prudence  for  all  things  points  the  proper  hour, 
Though  fome  feem  more  importunate  and  great,        6q 
Though  Britain's  generous  views  and  tnterefts  fpread 
Beyond  the  narrow  circle  of  her  mores, 
And  their  grand  entries  make  on  diftant  lands ; 
Though  Britain's  genius  the  wide  wave  beftrides, 
And,  like  a  vaft  Coloflus,  towering  ftands  65 

With  one  foot  planted  on  the  continent ; 
Yet  be  not  wholly  wrapp'd  in  public  cares, 
Though  fuch  high  cares  mould  call  as  call'd  of  late  | 
The  caufe  of  kings  and  emperors  adjourn, 
And  Europe's  little  balance  drop  a  while  ;  70 

For  greater  drop  it :  ponder  and  adjuft 
The  rival  interefts  and  contending  claims 
Of  life  and  death,  of  now  and  of  forever  j 
Sublimed  theme ;  and  needful  as  fublime. 
Thus  great  Eliza's  oracles  renown'd,  75 

Thus  Walfingham  and  Raleigh  (Britain's  boafts  !), 
Thus  every  ftatefman  thought  that  ever— dyd. 
There's  inspiration  in  a  fable  hour, 
And  death's  approach  makes  politicians  wife. 

When,  thunderftruck,  that  eagle  Wolfey  fell  \       So 
When  royal  favour,  as  an  ebbing  fca, 
Like  a  leviathan,  his  grandeur  left, 

K\9 
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His  gafping  grandeur!  naked  on  the  ftrand, 

Naked  of  human,  doubtful  of  divine, 

Affiftance  ;  no  more  wallowing  in  his  wealth,  85 

Spouting  proud  foams  of  infolence  no  more, 

On  what,  then,  fmote  his  heart,  uncardinal'd, 

And  funk  beneath  the  level  of  a  man  ? 

On  the  grand  article,  the  fum  of  things  t 

The  point  of  the  firft  magnitude  1  that  point  5© 

Tubes  mounted  in  a  court,  but  rarely  reach ; 

Some  painted  cloud  ftill  intercepts  their  fight. 

Firft  right  to  judge ;  then  chufe ;  then  perfevere, 

Stedfaft,  as  if  a  crown  or  miftrefs  call'd.— - 

Thefe,  thefe  are  politicks  will  ftand  the  teft,  95 

"When  finer  politics  their  mafters  fting, 

And  ftatefmen  fain  would  /brink  to  common  men. 

Thefe,  thefe  are  politics  will  anfwer  now, 

(When  common  men  would  fain  to  ftatefmen  fwell) 

Beyond  a  Machiavel's  or  Tencin's  fcheme.  100 

All  fafety  refts  on  honeft  counfels :  thefe 

Immortalize  the  ftatefman,  blefs  the  ftate, 

Make  the  prince  triumph,  and  the  people  fmile; 

In  peace  rever'd,  or  terrible  in  arms, 

Clofe-leagued  with  an  invincible  ally,  105 

Which  honeft  counfels  never  fail  to  fix 

In  favour  of  an  unabandonM  land  j 

A  land— that  ftarts  at  fuch  a  land  as  this, 

A  parliament,  fo  principled,  will  fink 

All  ancient  fchools  of  empire  in  difgrace,  no 

And  Britain's  glory,  riling  from  the  dead, 

Will  fill  the  world,  loud  Fame's  fuperior  fong. 

4-  Britain ! 
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Britain !— that  word  pronouncM  is  an  alarms 
It  warms  the  blood,  though  frozen  in  our  veins  j 
Awakes  the  foul,  and  fends  her  to  the  field,  115 

Enamour'd  of  the  glorious  face  of  death. 
Britain !— there 's  noble  magic  in  the  found. 
O  what  illuftrious  images  arife  ! 
.Embattled,  round  me,  blaze  the  pomps  of  war! 
By  fea,  by  land,  at  home,  in  foreign  climes,  izQ 

What  full-blown  laurels  on  our  fathers  brows ! 
Ye  radiant  trophies !  and  imperial  jfpoils  I 
Ye  fcenes  !— aftonifhing  to  modern  fight  t 
Xet  me,  at  leaft,  enjoy  you  in  a  dream. 
Why  vanifh  ?  Stay,  ye  godlike  Grangers !  ftay.      115 
Strangers  !— I  wrong  my  countrymen :  they  wake  j 
High  beats  the  pulfe :  the  noble,  pulfe  of  war 
Beats  to  that  ancient  meafure,  that  grand  march, 
Which  then  prevaiPd,  when  Britain  higheft  foar'd, 
And  every  battle  .paid  for  heroes  (lain.  1 30 

No  more  our  great  fore-fathers  ftain  our  cheeks 
With  blufhes  5  their  renown  our  fhame  no  more. 
In  military  garb,  and  fudden  arms, 
l/p  (hurts  Old-  Britain  j  crofters  are  laid  by  j 
Trade  wields  the  fword,  and  agriculture  leaves       135 
Her  half-turn'd  furrow ;  other  harvefts  fire 
A  nobler  avarice,  avarice  of  renown  I 
And  laurels  are  the  growth  of  every  field, 
Jn  diftant  courts  is  our  commotion  felt ; 
And  lefs  like  gods  fit  monarchs  on  their  thrones.    140 
What  arm  can  want  or  finews  or  fuccefs, 
Which,  lifted  from  an  honeft  heart,  defcends, 

Wit** 
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With  all  the  weight  of  Britifti  wrath,  to  cleave 

The  papal  mitre,  or  the  Gallic  chain, 

At  every  ftroke,  and  fave  a  finking  land  ?  145 

Or  death  or  viftory  muft  be  refolv'd  5 
To  dream  of  mercy,  O  how  tame !  how  mad  1 
Where,  o'er  black  deeds  the  crucifix  difplay'd, 
Fools  think  heaven  purchas'd  by  the  blood  they  flied ; 
By  giving,  not  fupporting,  pains  and  death !  150 

Nor  fimple  death  !  where  they  the  greateft  faints 
Who  moft  fubdue  all  tendernefs  of  heart  5 
Students  in  torture !  where,  in  zeal  to  him, 
Whofe  darling  title  is  The  Prince  of  Peace, 
The  beft  turn  ruthlefs  butchers  for  our  fakes ;  15$ 

To  fave  us  in  a  world  they  recommend, 
And  yet  forbear,  themfelves  with  earth  content  t 
What  modefty !— fuch  virtues  Rome  adorn  ! 
And  chiefly  thofe  who  Rome's  firft  honours  wear, 
Whofe  name  from  Jefus,  and  whofe  hearts  from  hell !  160 
And  fliall  a  Pope-bred  princeling  crawl  aftiore, 
Replete  with  venom,  guiltlefs  of  a  fting, 
And  whittle  cut-throats,  with  thofe  fwords  that  fcrap'd 
Their  barren  rocks  for  wretched  fuftenance, 
To  cut  his  paftage  to  the  Britifh  throne  ?  165 

One  that  has  fuck'd-in  malice  with  his  milk, 
Malice  to  Britain,  Liberty,  and  Truth  ? 
Lefs  favage  was  his  brother-robber's  nurfe, 
The  howling  nurfe  of  plundering  Romulus, 
Ere  yet  far  worfe  than  Pagan  harbour'd  there,  170 

Hail  to  the  brave !  be  Britain  Britain  ftill  1 
Britain !  high  favour'd  of  indulgent  heaven  ! 

5  Nature's 
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Nature's  anointed  emprefs  of  the  deep  ! 

The  nurfo  of  merchants,  who  can  purchafe  crowns  ! 

Supreme  in  commerce !  that  exuberant  fource  175 

Of  wealth,  the  nerve  of  war  5  of  wealth,  the  blood, 

The  circling  current  in  a  nation's  reins, 

To  fet  high  bloom  on  the  fair  face  of  peace  ! 

This  once  fo  celebrated  feat  of  power, 

From  which  efcap'd  the  mighty  Caefar  triumph'd ! 

Of  Gallic  lilies  this  eternal  blaft  ! 

This  terror  of  armadas  !  this  true  bolt 

Ethereal-temper'd,  to  reprefs  the  vain 

Salmonean  thunders  from  the  papal  chair  ! 

This  finall  ifle  wide-realm'd^imonarchs  eye  with  awe  ! 

Which  fays  to  their  ambition's  foaming  waves, 
/«  Thus  far,  nor  farther  I"— Let  her  hold,  in  life, 

Nought  dear  disjoined  from  freedom  and  renown  j 
Renown,  our  anceftors'  great  legacy, 
To  be  tranfmitted  to  their  lateft  fons.  19* 

By  thoughts  inglorious,  and  un-Britifh  deeds, 
Their  cancel'd  will  is  impioufly  profan'd, 
Inhumanly  difturb'd  their  facred  duft. 

Their  facred  duft  with  recent  laurels  crown, 
By  your  own  valour  won.     This  facred  ifle,  195 

Cut  from  the  continent,  that  world  of  flaves  5 
This  temple  built  by  heaven's  peculiar  care, 
In  a  recefs  from  the  contagious  world, 
With  ocean  pour'd  around  it  for  its  guard. 
Ami  dedicated,  long,  to  liberty,  too 

That  health,  that  ftrength,  that  bloom,  of  civil  life ! 
This  temple  of  ftill  more  divine  j  of  faith 
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Sifted  tram  errors*  purify  d  fay  aaaxesy 

T-ifr»  gold,  to  take  anew  Truth's  heavenly*  fcum^ 

Ami  (rin"ng  both,  in  imire  and  in.  weight}  105 

With,  her  hlda'd  Mailer's  unmai  mTd  image  Jkinc  $ 

Wh.7  mould  file  longer  droop  ?  why  longer  mSk 

As  an  accomplice  with  the  plots  o£  Rome  ? 

Why  longer  lend  an  edge  to  Jferarbon**  fword, 

And  give  him  Leave,  among  his  daftard  troops,         *«o 

To  tmxfer  tka.t  ftrong  fhecoor,  Albion's  crimes  ? 

Send  his  ielf -impotent  ambition,  aid, 

And  crown  me  conqueA  of  her  fierceft  fees  ? 

Where  are  her  foes  no&  fatal  ?  Blwffeing  Truth, 

"  In  her  friends*  vices,**— -with  a  ugh  replies.         2*5 

Empire  ob  virtue's  rock  unmakes  ftands  j 

Flux  as  the  billows,  when  in  rice  dinoiv'd. 

Jf  bearen  reclaims  ns  by  the  fcourge  of  war, 

What  thanks  are  due  to  Paris  and  Madrid  ? 

Would  they  a  revolution  ?— Aid  their  aim,  220 

But  be  the  revolution— in  our  hearts  ! 

Would'ft  thou  (whofe  hand  is  at  the  helm)  the  bark, 
The  ibaken  bark  of  Britain,  fhould  out-ride 
The  prefent  blaft,  and  every  future  norm  ? 
Give  it  that  balaft  which  alone  has  weight  225 

With  Him  whom  wind,  and  waves,  and  war,  obey. 
Perfift.     Are  others  fubtle  >  thou  be  wile : 
Above  the  Florentine's  court-fcience  raife  j 
Stand  forth  a  patriot  of  the  moral  world ; 
The  pattern,  and  the  patron,  of  the  juft :  230 

Thus  ftrengthen  Britain  s  military  ftrength ; 
Give  its  own  terror  to  tbo  fword  ihc  draws. 

Aft: 
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Alkyou, "  What  mean  I  ?"— The  moft  obvious  truth  $ 

Armies  and  fleets  alone  ne'er  won  the  day. 

When  our  proud  arms  are  once  difarm'd,  difarm'd    235 

Of  aid  from  Him  by  whom  the  mighty  fall ; 

Of  aid  from  him  by  whom  the  feeble  ftand  ; 

Who  takes  away  the  keeneft  edge  of  battle, 

Or  gives  the  fword  commiflion  to  deftroy  ; 

Who  blafts,  or  bids  the  martial  laurel  bloom—      240 

Emafculated,  then,  moft  manly  might ; 

Or,  though  the  might  remains,  it  nought  avails  : 

Then  witherM  weaknefs  foils  the  finewy  arm 

Of  man's  meridian  and  high-hearted  power: 

Oar  naval  thunders,  and  our  tented  fields  245 

With  traveled  banners  fanning  fouthern  climes, 

What  do  they?  This ;  and  more  what  can  they  do  ? 

When  heap'd  the  meafure  of  a  kingdom's  crimes, 

The  prince  moft  dauntlefs,  the  fir£  plume  of  war, 

By  fuch  bold  inroads  into  foreign  lands,  250 

Such  elongation  o{  our  armaments, 

But  ftretches  out  the  guilty  nation's  neck, 

While  heaven  commands  her  executioner, 

Some  lefs  abandoned  nation,  to  difcharge 

Htr  full-ripe  vengeance  in  a  final  blow,  255 

And  teU  the  world,  "  Not  ftrong  is  human  ftrength  ; 

"  And  that  the  provided  empire  holds  of  heaven." 

O  Britain  !  often  refcued,  often  crown'd, 
Beyond  thy  merit  and  moft  fanguine  hopes, 
With  all  that's  great  in  war,  or  fweet  in  peace  !      260 
Know  from  what  fource  thy  fignal  bleflings  flow, 
Though  blefs'd  with  fpirits  ardent  in  the  field, 

S  2  Though 
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Nay,  what  fays  Common  Senfe,  with  common  care 
"Weighing  events,  and  caufes,  in  her  fcalc  ? 
All  give  one  verdi6t,  one  decifion  fign  5  293 

And  this  the  fentence  Delphos  could  not  mend  : 
"  Whatever  fecondary  props  may  rife 
"  From  politics,  to  build  the  public  peace, 
€t  The  baiis  is  the  manners  of  the  land. 
u  When  rotten  thefe,  the  politician's  wiles  300 

««  But  ftruggle  with  deftru&ion,  as  a  child 
«'  With  giants  huge,  or  giants  with  a  Jove. 
'*  The  ftatefman's  arts  to  conjure  up  a  peace, 
"  Or  military  phantoms  void  of  force, 
"  But  fcare  away  the  vultures  for  an  hour ;  305 

M  The  fcent  cadaverous  (for,  oh  !  how  rank 
"  The  flench  of  profligates !)  foon  lures  them  back  j 
u  On  the  proud  flutter  of  a  Gallic  wing 
"  Soon  they  return  ;  foon  make  their  full  defcent ; 
"  Soon  glut  their  rage,  and  riot  in  our  ruin;  310 

u  Their  idols  grac'd  and  gorgeous  with  our  fpoils, 
"  Of  univerfal  empire  fure  prefage  ! 
"  Till  now  repell'd  by  feas  of  Britifli  blood." 
And  whence  the  manners  of  the  multitude  ? 
The  colours  of  their  manners,  black  or  fair,  315 

Falls  from  above  5  from  the  complexion  falls 
Of  ftate  Othellos,  or  white  men  in  power  : 
And  from  the  greater  height  example  falls, 
Greater  the  weight,  and  deeper  its  imprefs 
In  ranks  inferior,  pafllve  to  the  ftroke :  320 

From  the  court-mint,  of  hearts  the  current  coin, 
The  pupil  prefles,  but  the  pattern  drives. 

S  3  Wb' 
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What  bonds  then,  bonds  how  manifold,  and  ftrong 

To  duty,  double  duty,  are  the  great ! 

And  are  there  Samfons  that  can  burft  them  all  ?      325 

Yes;  and  great  minds  that  /land  in  need  of  none, 

Whofe  pulfe  beats  virtues,  and  whofe  generous  blood 

Aids  mental  motives  to  pufh-on  renown, 

Jn  emulation  of  their  glorious  fires, 

From  whom  rolls  down  the  confecrated  ftream.        330 

Some  fowgood  feeds  in  the  glad  people's  hearts, 
Some  curfed  tares,  like  Satan  in  the  text : 
This  makes  a  foe  moft  fatal  to  the  ftate  j 
A  foe  who  (like  a  wizard  in  his  cell) 
In  his  dark  cabinet  of  crooked  fchemes,  335 

Refembling  Cuma's  gloomy  grot,  the  forge 
Of  boafied  oracles,  and  real  lies, 
(Aided,  perhaps,  by  fecond-fighted  Scots, 
French  Magi,  relics  riding  poft  from  Rome, 
A  Gothic  hero  #  rifing  from  the  dead,  349 

And  changing  for  fpruce  plaid  his  dirty  fhroud, 
With  fuccour  fuitable  from  lower  ftill) 
A  foe  who,  thefe  concurring  to  the  charm, 
Excites  thofe  (forms  that  fhall  overturn  the  ftate, 
Rend  up  her  ancient  honours  by  the  root,  345 

And  lay  the  boaft  of  ages,  the  rever'd 
Of  nations,  the  dear-bought  with  fumlefs  wealth 
And  blood  illuftrious,  (fpite  of  her  La  Hogues, 
Her  Crefleys,  and  her  Blenheims)  in  the  duft. 

How  rauft  this  ftrike  a  horror  through  the  breaft, 

Through 

*  The  invader  affit&s  the  character  of  Charles  XII* 
of  Sweden. 
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Through  every  generous  breaft  where  honour  reigns, 
Through  every  breaft  where  honour  claims  a  (hare ! 
Yes,  and  through  every  bread  of  honour  void ! 
This  thought  might  animate  the  dregs  of  men ; 
Ferment  them  into  ijpirit ;  give  them  fire  355 

To  fight  the  caufe,  the  black  opprobrious  caufe, 
Foul  core  of  all !  corruption  at  our  hearts. 
What  wreck  of  empire  has  theftream  of  time 
Swept,  with  her  vices,  from  the  mountain  height 
Of  grandeur,  deify'd  by  half  mankind,  360 

To  dark  oblivion's  melancholy  lake, 
Or  flagrant  infamy's  eternal  brand  1 
Thofe  names,  at  which  furrounding  nations  (hook, 
Thofe  names  ador'd,  a  nuifance  !  or  forgot ! 
Nor  this  the  caprice  of  a  doubtful  dye,  365 

But  nature's  courfe  $  no  (ingle  chance  againft  it. 

For  know,  my  Lord  1  'tis  writ  in  adamant, 
*Tis  fixt,  as  is  the  bafis  of  the  world, 
Whofe  kingdoms  (land  or  fall  by  the  decree. 
What  faw  thefe  eyes,  furpriz'd  ? — Yet  why  furpriz'd  ?— " 
For  aid  divine  the  crifis  feem'd  to  call,  371 

And  how  divine  was  the  monition  given  ! 
As  late  I  walk'd  the  night  in  troubled  thought, 
My  peace  difturb'd  by  rumours  from  the  North, 
While  thunder  o'er  my  head,  portentous,  roll*d,     375 
As  giving  fignal  of  fome  ftrange  event, 
And  ocean  groan'd  beneath  for  her  he  lov'd, 
Albion  the  fair !  fo  long  his  empire's  queen* 
Whofe  reign  is,  now,  contefted  by.  her  foes, 
On  her  white  cliffs  (a  tablet  broad  and  bright,      ,  3*0 
S  4.  Strongly 
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In  records  that  defy  the  tooth  of  time. 
By  nations  fav'd,  refounding  your  applatife. 

While  deep  beyond  your  monuments  proud  bale, 
In  black  Oblivion's  kennel,  (hall  be  trod 
Their  execrable  names,  who,  high  in  power, 
And  deep  in  guilt,  moft  ominoufly  ihine, 
(The  meteors  of  the  ftate  1)  give  Vice  her  head, 
To  licenfe  lewd  let  loofe  the  public  rein  }  415 

Quench  every  fpark  of  confcience  in  the  land, 
And  triumph  in  the  profligate's  applatife  : 
Or  who  to  the  firft  bidder  fell  their  fouls, 
Their  country  fell,  fell  all  their  fathers  bought 
With  funds  exhaufted  and  exhaufted  veins, 
To  demons,  by  his  Holincfs.  ordain %d 
To  propagate  the  gofpel— penn'd  at  Rome ; 
Hawk'd  through  the  world  by  confecrated  bulls  $ 
And  how  illuftrated  ?— by  Smithfield  flames  : 
Who  plunge  (but  not  like  Curtius)  down  the  gulfi 
Down  narrow-minded  felPs  voracious  gulf, 
Which  gapes,  and  fwallows  all  they  fwore  to  fave  1 
Hate  all  that  lifted  heroes  into  gods, 
And  hug  the  horrors  of  a  vigor's  chain  t. 
Of  bodies  politic  that  deftin'd  hell,  43a 

Infli&ed  here,,  fince  here  their  beings  end  5 
And  fall  from  foes  detefted  and  defpis'd, 
On  difbelievers— of  the  Satefinarfs  Creed. 

Note,  here,  my  Lord  (unnoted  yet  it  lies  435 

By  moft,  or  all)  thefe  truths  political 
Serve  more  than  public  ends :  this  Creed  of  States 
Seconds,  and  inefiftibly  fupDorts* 
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Who  tr.i/  4  iuitory  in  quell  of  lc  hemes 

Fo  ;;ov.in  r.  it  ions,  or  perhaps  opprei's, 
May  M.'-rt  ilart  truths  that  other  aims  infpire,  46* 

Ai.i!f  like  Cmdacei  eunuch,  as  thty  read, 
Bw  pwWencc  turn  Chrirtians  on  their  road  : 
ing  for  filvcr,  thty  may  lb  ike  on  gold  5 

May 
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May  be  furpris'd  with  better  than  they  fought, 

And  entertain  an  angel  unawares,  4.^ 

Nor  is  Divinity  ungrateful  found. 
As  politics  advance  divinity, 
Thus,  in  return,  divinity  promotes 
True  politics,  and  crowns  the  ftatefman's  praife. 
All  wifdoms  are  but  branches  of  the  chief,  475 

And  ftatefmen  found  but  (hoots  of  honeft  men. 
Are  this  world's  witchcrafts  pleaded  mexcufe 
For  deviations  in  our  moral  line  ? 
This,  and  the  next  world,  view'd  with  fuch  an  eye 
As  fuits  a  ftatefman,  fuch  as  keeps  in  view  480 

His  own  exalted  fcience,  both  confpire 
To  recommend  and  fix  us  in  the  right. 
If  we  reward  the  politics  of  heaven, 
The  grand  adminiftration  of  the  whole, 
What 's  the  next  world  ?  A  fupplement  of  this  :    485 
Without  it,  Juftice  is  defective  here  j 
Juft  as  to  ftates,  defective  as  to  men  : 
If  fo,  what  is  this  world  ?  as  lure  as  Right 
Sits  in  heaven's  throne,  a  prophet  of  the  next. 
Prize  you  the  prophet  ?  then  believe  him  too  $  49O 

His  prophecy  more  precious  than  his  fmile. 
How  comes  it  then  to  pafs,  with  mod  on  earth, 
That  this  mould  charm  us,  that  mould  difcompofe  ? 
Long  as  the  ftatefman  finds  this  cafe  his  own, 
So  long  his  politics  are  uncomplete  ;  405. 

In  danger  he  3  nor  is  the  nation  fafe, 
But  foon  muft  rue  his  inaufpicious  power. 

What  hence  refults  ?  a  truth  that  mould  refound 
For  ever  awful  in  Britannia's  ear : 
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"  Religion  crowns  the  ftatefman  and  the  man,        500 
'*  Sole  fource  of  public  and  of  private  peace. " 
This  truth  all  men  mud  own,  and  therefore  will, 
And  praife  and  preach  it  too :— and  when  that  's  done, 
Their  compliment  is  paid,  and  'tis  forgot. 
What  highland  pole-axe  half  fo  deep  can  wound  ?    505 

But  how  dare  I,  £0  mean,  prefume  fo  far  ? 
Aflume  my  leat  in  the  Dictator's  chair? 
Pronounce,  predict  (as  if  indeed  infpir'd), 
Promulge  my  cenfures,  lay  out  all  my  throat, 
Till  hoarfe  in  clamour  on  enormous  crimes  ?  510 

Two  mighty  columns  rife  in  my  fupport  5 
In  their  more  awful  and  authentic  voice, 
Record  profane  and  (acred,  drown  the  Mufe, 
Though  loud,  and  far  out-threat  her  threatening  fong. 
Still  farther,  Holies  1  fuffer  me  to  plead  515 

That  I  fpeak  freely,  as  I  fpeak  to  thee. 
Guilt  only  ftartles  at  the  name  of  guilt  j 
And  truth,  plain  truth,  is  welcome  to  the  wife. 
Thus  what  feem'd  my  prefumption  is  thy  praife. 

Praife,  and  immortal  praife,  is  Virtue's  claim ;     520 
And  Virtue's  fphere  is  action  :  yet  we  grant 
Some  merit  to  the  trumpet's  loud  alarm, 
Whofe  clangor  kindles  cowards  into  men. 
Nor  (hail  the  verfe,  perhaps,  be  quite  forgot, 
Which  talks  of  immortality,  and  bids,  515 

In  every  Britifh  breaft,  true  glory  rife, 
As  now  the  warbling  lark  awakes  the  morn. 
To  clofe,  my  Lord  !  with  that  which  all  mould  clofe 
And  all  begin,  and  ftrike  us  every  hour, 

Though 
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Though  no  war  wak'd  us,  no  black  temped  frown'd.— 

The  morning  rifes  gay  ;  yet  gayeft  morn 

Lefs  glorious  after  night's  incumbent  (hades  j 

Lefs  glorious  far  bright  Nature,  rich  array'd 

With  golden  robes,  in  all  the  pomp  of  noon, 

Than  the  firft  feeble  dawn  of  Moral  day  ?  535 

Sole  day,  (let  thofe  whom  (tatefmen  ferve  attend) 

Though  the  fun  ripens  diamonds  for  their  crowns  $ 

Sole  day  worth  his  regard  whom  heaven  ordains, 

Undarken'd,  to  behold  noon  dark,  and  date, 

From  the  fun's  death,  and  every  planet's  fall,        540 

His  all-illuftrious  and  eternal  year  ; 

Where  ftatefmen  and  their  monarch?,  (names  of  awe 

And  diftance  here)  (hall  rank  with  common  men, 

Yet  own  their  glory  never  dawn'd  before. 
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PREFACE. 

AS  the  occafion  of  this  Poem  was  real,  not  ficti- 
tious $  Co  the  method  purfued  in  it,  was  rather 
ihtfofedy  by  what  fpontaneouily  arofe  in  the  author's 
mind  on  that  occafion,  than  meditated  or  defigned. 
Which  will  appear  very  probable  from  the  nature  of  it. 
For  it  differs  from  the  common  mode  of  Poetry,  which 
is,  from  long  narrations  to  draw  fhort  morals.  Here, 
on  the  contrary,  the  narrative  is  fhort,  and  the  mora- 
lity arifmg  from  it  makes  the  bulk  of  the  Poem.  The 
reafon  of  it  is,  That  the  fa&s  mentioned  did  naturally 
pour  thefe  moral  reflections  on  the  thought  of  the 
^writer. 


[33 
THE 

COMPLAIN  T. 


NIGHT    THE    FIRST. 

O  N 
LIFE,  DEATH,  AND  IMMORTALITY. 

T  o 

THE  RIGHT  HON.  ARTHUR  ONSLOW, 

SPEAKER  OF  THE  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS. 

TIR'D  Nature's  fweet  reftorer,  balmy  Sleep  ! 
He,  like  the  world,  his  ready  vifit  pays 
Where  Fortune  fmilesj  the  wretched  he  forfakesj 
Swift  on  his  downy  pinion  flies  from  woe, 
And  lights  on  lids  unfullied  with  a  tear.  5 

From  fhort  (as  ufual)  and  diliurb'd  repofe, 
I  wake :  How  happy  they,  who  wake  no  more  I 
Yet  that  were  vain,  if  dreams  infeft  the  grave. 
I  wake,  emerging  from1  a  fea  of  dreams 
Tumultuous  j  where  my  wreck'ddefponding  thought,  10 
From  wave  to  wave  of  fancied  mifery, 

B  1  t 
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At  random  drove,  her  helm  of  reafon  loft. 

Though  now  reftor'd,  'tis  only  change  of  pain, 

(A  bitter  change!)  feverer  for  fevere. 

The  Day  too  (hort  for  my  diftrefs  5  and  Night,  15 

Ev'n  in  the  zenith  of  her  dark  domain, 

Is  funihine  to  the  colour  of  my  fate. 

Night,,  fable  goddefs !  from  her  ebon  throne, 
In  raylefs  majefty,  now  ftretches  forth 
Her  leaden  fceptre  o'er  a  fl umbering  world.  20 

Silence,  how  dead !  and  darknefs,  how  profound  ! 
Nor  eye,  nor  liftening  ear,  an  objeft  finds  j 
Creation  fleeps.     'Tis  as  the  general  pulfe 
Of  life  ftood  ftill,  and  nature  made  a  paufe 5 
An  awful  paufe  !  prophetic  of  her  end.  25 

And  let  her  prophecy  be  foon  fulfill'd  5 
Fate !  drop  the  curtain ;  I  can  lofe  no  more. 

Silence  and  Darknefs !  folemn  fitters !  twins 
From  ancient  Night,  who  nurfe  the  tender  thought ! 
To  Reafon,  and  on  Reafon  build  Refol<ve,  30 

(That  column  of  true  majefty  in  man) 
Aflift  me  :  I  will  thank  you  in  the  grave ; 
The  grave,  your  kingdom  :   There  this  frame  (hall  fall 
A  vi6lim  facred  to  your  dreary  flirine. 
But  what  are  ye  ? —  35 

Thou,  who  didft  put  to  flight 
Primaeval  Silence,  when  the  morning  ftars, 
Exulting,  fhouted  o'er  the  rifmg  ball ; 
O  Thou,  whofe  word  from  folid  darknefs  ftruck 
That  fpark,  the  fun  3  ftrike  wifdom  from  my  foul  j  40 

My 
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My  foul,  which  flies  to  Thee,  her  truft,  her  treafure, 
As  mifers  to  their  gold,  while  others  reft. 

Through  this  opaque  of  Nature,  and  of  Soul, 
This  double  night,  trani'mit  one  pitying  ray. 
To  lighten,  and  to  chear.     O  lead  my  mind,  45 

(A  mind  that  fain  would  wander  from  its  woe) 
Lead  it  through  various  fecnes  of  L\fe  and  Death  \ 
And  from  each  fcene,  the  noblcft  truths  infpirc. 
Nor  lefs  infpire  my  Conduct,  than  my  Song  ; 
Teach  my  bed  reafon,  reafon  \  my  bed  will  5* 

Teach  rectitude ;  and  fix  my  firm  refolvc 
Wifdom  to  wed,  and  pay  her  long  arrear : 
Nor  let  the  phial  of  thy  vengeance,  pour'd 
On  this  devoted  head,  be  pour'd  in  vain. 

The  bell  (hikes  One,    We  take  no  note  of  time    $$ 
But  from  its  lofs.    To  give  it  then  a  tongue, 
Is  wife  in  man.    As  if  an  angel  fpoke, 
I  feel  the  folemn  found.     If  heard  aright, 
It  is  the  knell  of  my  departed  hours  : 
Where  are  they  ?  With  the  years  beyond  the  flood.    60 
It  is  the  Jignal  that  demands  difpatch  t 
How  much  is  to  be  done  ?  My  hopes  and  fears 
Start  up  alarm'd,  and  o'er  life's  narrow  verge 
Look  down— On  what  ?  a  fathomlefs  abyfs  j 
A  dread  eternity  !  how  furely  mine  I  65 

And  can  eternity  belong  to  me, 
Poor  penfioner  on  the  bounties  of  an  hour  ? 

How  poor,  how  rich,  how  abject,  how  auguft, 
How  complicate,  how  wonderful,  is  man  I 
How  pafling  wonder  He,  who  made  him  fuch !  7° 
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Wlio  centred  in  our  make  fuch  ftrange  extremes  ! 

From  different  natures  marveloufly  mirt, 

Connexion  exquifite  of  diftant  worlds  ! 

Diftinguim'd  link  in  Being's  endlefs  chain ! 

Midway  from  Nothing  to  the  Deity!  75 

A  beam  ethereal,  fully'd,  and  abforpt ! 

Though  fully'd  and  diftionour'd,  ftill  divine ! 

Pirn  miniature  of  greatnefs  abfolute  ! 

An  heir  of  glory  !  a  frail  child  of  duft ! 

Helplefs  immortal !  infeft  infinite  I  80 

A  worm !  a  god  ! — I  tremble  at  myfelf, 

And  in  myfelf  am  loft !  at  home  a  ftranger, 

Thought  wanders  up  and  down,  furpriz'd,  aghaft, 

And  wondering  at  her  onvn :  How  reafon  reels ! 

O  what  a  miracle  to  man  is  man,  $5 

Triumphantly  diftrefs'd  !  what  joy,  what  dread ! 

Alternately  tranfported,  and  alarm'd !' 

What  can  preferve  my  life  !  or  what  deftroy ! 

An  angel's  arm  can't  fnatch  me  from  the  grave  j 

Legions  of  angels  can't  confine  me  there.  90 

'Tis  pad  conjecture ;  all  things  rife  in  proof: 
While  o'er  my  limbs  Jleep^s  foft  dominion  fpread, 
What  though  my  foul  fantaftic  meafures  trod 
O'er  fairy  fields  j  or  mourn'd  along  the  gloom 
Of  pathlefs  woods;  or,  down  the  craggy  fteep  95 

Hurl'd  headlong,  fwam  with  pain  the  mantled  pool  j 
Or  fcal'd  the  cliff  j  or  dane'd  on  hollow  winds, 
With  antic  (hapes,  wild  natives  of  the  brain  ? 
Her  ccafclcfs  flight,  though  devious,  fpeaks  her  nature 
Of  lubtlcr  cflence  than  the  trodden  clod j  100 

Active 
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A&ive,  aerial,  towering,  unconfin'd, 

UnfetterM  with  her  grofs  companions  fall. 

Ev'n  filent  night  proclaims  my  foul  immortal: 

Ev'n  filent  night  proclaims  eternal  day. 

For  human  weal,  heaven  hufbands  all  events  5  105 

Dull  fleep  inftru&s,  nor  fport  vain  dreams  in  vain. 

Why  then  their'  lofs  deplore,  that  are  not  loft  ? 
Why  wanders  wretched  thought  their  tombs  around, 
In  infidel  diftrefs  ?  Are  Angels  there  ? 
Slumbers,  rak'd  up  in  duft,  ethereal  fire  ?  no 

They  live  !  they  greatly  live  a  life  on  earth 
Unkindled,  unconceivM ;  and  from  an  eye 
Of  tendernefs  let  heavenly  pity  fall 
On  me,  more  juftly  number' d  with  the  dead. 
This  is  the  defart,  //;/'/  the  folitude  :  115 

How  populous,  how  vital,  is  the  grave ! 
This  is  creation's  melancholy  vault, 
The  vale  funereal,  the  fad  cyprefs  gloom  $ 
The  land  of  apparitions,  empty  fhades ! 
All,  all  on  earth,  is  Shadow,  all  beyond  120 

Is  Subftance  j  the  reverfe  is  folly's  creed : 
How  folid  all,  where  change  mall  be  no  more! 

'This  is  the  bud  of  being,  the  dim  dawn, 
The  twilight  of  our  day,  the  vcftibule; 
Life's  theatre  as  yet  is  fhut,  ard  death,  125 

Strong  death,  alone  can  heave  the  mafly  bar, 
This  grofs  impediment  of  clay  remove, 
And  make  us  embryos  of  exigence  free, 
From  real  life,  but  little  more  remote 
Is  he,  not  yet  a  candidate  for  iight,  1.30 
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Thtfittmre  embryo,  flumberin g  m  his  fire. 
Embryo*  we  mud:  be,  till  we  burft  the  (hell, 
Yon  ambient  azure  (hell,  and  fpring  to  life, 
The  life  of  gods,  O  transport!  and  of  man. 

Yet  man,  fool  man !  £ir*  buries  all  his  thoughts ;  x  J5 
Inters  eeleftial  hopes  without  one  figh. 
JrViibner  of  earth,  and  pent  beneath  the  moon, 
/fori  pinions  all  his  wifhes ;  wing'd  by  heaven 
To  fly  at  infinite  j  and  reach  it  there, 
Where  ftrafhs  gather  immortality,  140 

Oft  life's  fair  trtt9  faft  by  the  throne  of  GocL 
What  golden  joys  ambrofial  cluftering  glow,  - 
In  His  full  beam,  and  ripen  for  the  juft, 
Where  momentary  ages  are  no  more ! 
Where  time,  and  pain,  and  chance,  and  death  expire !  145 
And  is  it  in  the  flight  of  threefcore  years, 
To  pu/h  eternity  from  human  thought, 
And  fmother  fouls  immortal  in  the  duft  ? 
A  foul  immortal,  fpcnding  all  her  fires, 
Wafting  her  ftrength  in  ftrenuous  idlenefs,  150 

Thrown  into  tumult,  raptur'd  or  alarm'd, 
At  ought  this  fcene  can  threaten  or  indulge, 
Relemnles  ocean  into  tempeft  wrought, 
To  waft  a  feather,  or  to  drown  a  fly. 

Where  falls  this  cenfure?  It  overwhelms  rayfclfj  155 
How  was  my  heart  incruftcd  by  the  world ! 
O  how  felf-fetter'd  was  my  groveling  foul! 
How,  like  a  worm,  was  I  wrapt  round  and  round 
In  filkcn  thought,  which  reptile  Fancy  fpun, 
Till  dnrkenM  Rcrtjim  Uy  quite  clouded  o'er  160 

With 
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With  foft  conceit  of  endlefs  comfort  here, 
Nor  yet  put  forth  her  wings  to  reach  the  fkies  I 

Night- vi Hon s  may  befriend  (as  fung  above)  t 
Our  waking  dream*  are  fatal.     How  I  dreamt 
Of  things  impoflible  !  (Could  fleep  do  more  f)        165 
Of  joys  perpetual  in  perpetual  change  t 
Of  ftable  pleafurct  on  the  totting  wave  t 
Eternal  funfhine  in  the  ftorms  of  life ! 
How  richly  were  my  noon-tide  trances  hung 
With  gorgeous  tapeftries  of  pictur'd  joys  t  I  ;• 

Joy  behind  joy,  in  endlefs  perfpe&ivc  ! 
Till  at  death's  toll,  whofc  reftlcfs  iron  tongue 
Calls  daily  for  his  millions  at  a  meal, 
Starting  I  woke,  and  found  myfelf  undone. 
Where  now  my  phrenzy's  pompous  furniture  I        175 
The  cobweb* d  cottage,  with  it8  ragged  wall 
Of  mouldering  mud,  is  royalty  to  me  ! 
The  fpidefi  moft  attenuated  thread 
Is  cord,  is  cable,  to  man's  tender  tie 
On  earthly  blifs j  it  breaks  at  every  breeze.  180 

O  ye  bleft  fcenes  of  permanent  delight ! 
Full,  above  meafure !  lading,  beyond  bound  I 
&  perpetuity  of  blifs  is  blifs. 
Could  you,  fo  rich  in  rapture,  fear  an  end, 
That  ghaftly  thought  would  drink  up  all  your  joy,  #85 
And  quite  unparadife  the  realms  of  light. 
Safe  are  you  lodg'd  above  thefe  rolling  fpheres  \ 
The  baleful  influence  of  whofe  giddy  dance 
Sheds  fad  viciflitude  on  all  beneath. 
Hire  teems  with  revolutions  every  hour  j  190 

Ami 
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And  rarely  for  the  better ;  or  the  beft, 

More  mortal  than  die  common  births  of  -fete. 

Each  moment  has  its  fields,  emulous 

Of  Time's  enormous  fcythe,  whofe  ample  fweep 

Strikes  empires  from  the  root  $  each  moment  plays'  295 

His  little  weapon  in  the  narrower  fphere 

Of  fweet  domejhc  comfort,  and  cuts  down 

The  faireft  bloom  of  fublunary  blifs. 

Blifs  !  fublunary  blifs  !— proud  words,  and  vainl 
.Implicit  treafon  to  divine  decree  !  too 

A  bold  invafion  of  the  rights  of  heaven  1 
I  clafp'd  the  phantoms,  and  I  found  them  air. 
O  had  I  weighed  it  ere  my  fond  embrace  1 
What  darts  of  agony  had  mifs'd  my  heart ! 

Death  1  great  proprietor  of  all !  tis  thine  105 

To  tread  out  empire,  and  to  quench  the  ftars. 
The  fun  himfelf  by  thy  permiulon  fhines  ; 
And,  one  day,  thou  (halt  pluck  him  from  his  fphere. 
Amid  fuch  mighty  plunder,  why  exhauft 
Thy  partial  quiver  on  a  mark  fo  mean  ?  *xo 

Why  thy  peculiar  rancour  wreak'd  on  me  ? 
Infatiate  archer  !  could  not  one  fuffice  ? 
Thy  fhaft  flew  thrice ;  and  thrice  my  peace  was  ilain  j 
And  thrice,  ere  thrice  yon  moon  had  fill'd  her  horn. 
O  Cynthia !'  why  fo  pale  ?  Doft  thou  lament  215 

Thy  wretched  neighbour  ?  Grieve  to  iee  thy  wheel 
Of  ceafelefs  change  outwhirl'd  in  human  life  ? 
How  wanes  my  borrowed  hlifs  !  from  fortunes  ihule, 
Precarious  courtefy  !  not  (virtue  's  fure, 
Self-given,  filar  ray  of  found  delight*  aao 

In 
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In  every  vary'd  pofture,  place,  and  hour, 
How  widowM  every  thought  of  every  joy  ! 
Thought,  bufy  thought !  too  bufy  for  my  peace  ! 
Through  the  dark  poftern  of  time  long  elaps'd, 
Led  foftly,  by  the  ftillncfs  of  the  night,  115 

Led,  like  a  murderer,  (and  fuch  it  proves  !) 
Strays  (wretched  rover  !)   o'er  the  plcafmg^r^  5 
In  queft  of  wretchednefs  pervefcly  ftrays  j 
And  finds  all  defart  now ;  and  meets  the  ghofts 
Of  my  departed  joys  j  a  numerous  train !  «3« 

I  me  the  riches  of  my  former  fate  j 
Sweet  comfort's  bhfted  clufters  I  lament  j 
I  tremble  at  the  bleflings  once  fo  dear} 
And  every  pleafure  pains  me  to  the  heart. 

Yet  why  complain  ?  or  why  complain  for  one  ?    135 
Hangs  out  the  fun  his  luftre  but  for  me, 
The  Jingle  man  ?  Arc  angels  all  befide  ? 
I  mourn  for  millions :  'Tis  the  common  lot  5 
In  this  ftiapc,  or  in  that,  has  fate  entail'd 
The  mother's  throes  on  all  of  woman  bom,  140 

Not  more  the  children,  than  fure  heirs,  of  pain. 

War,  Famine,  Peft,  Volcano,  Storm,  and  Fire, 
Inteftine  broils,  Opprejficn,  with  her  heart 
Wrapt  up  in  triple  brafs,  befiege  mankind. 
God's  image  disinherited  of  day,  245 

Here,  plung'd  in  mines,  forgets  a  fun  was  made. 
There,  beings  deathlefs  as  their  haughty  lord, 
Are  hammcr'd  to  the  galling  oar  for  life  5 
And  plow  the  winter's  wave,  and  reap  defpair. 
Some,  for  hard  matters,  broken  under  arm*,  250 
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And  what  hoftilities,  without  a  foe  I 

Nor  are  foes  wanting  to  the  beft  on  earth.  . 

But  endlefs  is  the  lift  of  human  ills. 

And  fighs  might  (boner  fail,  than  caufe  to  figh. 

A  part  how  fmall  of  the  terraqueous  globe  1S5. 

Is  tenanted  by  man  !  the  reft  a  nvafle, 
Rocks,  defarts,  frozen  feas,  and  burning  fands  t 
Wild  haunts  of  monfters,  poifons,  ftingt,  and  death* 
Such  is  earth's  melancholy  map  !  but,  far 
More  fad  !  this  earth  is  a  true  map  of  man,  190 

So  bounded  are  its  haughty  lord's  delights 
To  <woe*s  wide  empire  5  where  deep  troubles  tofs, 
Loud  forrpwj  howl,  invenom'd  paffions  bite, 
Ravenous  calamities  our  vitals  feizc, 
And  threatening  fate  wide  opens  to  devour.  %$$. 

What  then  am  I,  who  forrow  for  my/elf? 
In  age,  in  infancy,  from  others'  aid 
Is  all  our  hope  ;  to  teach  us  to  be  kind. 
That,  nature's//^,  lafl  leflbn  to  mankind  \ 
The  felfifh  heart  deferves  the  pain  it  feels.  300 

More  generous  forrow,  while  it  finks,  exalts  j 
And  conicious  virtue  mitigates  the  pang. 
Nor  virtue,  more  than  prudence  y  bids  me  give 
Swoln  thought  a  fecond  channel  $  who  divide, 
They  weaken  too,  the  torrent  of  their  grief.  305 

Take  then,  O  World!  thy  much-indebted  tears 
How  fad  a  fight  is  human  happinefs, 
To  thofe  whofe  thought  can  pierce  beyond  an  hour  \ 
O  thou !  whatever  thou  art,  whofe  heart  exults  1 
Wouldft  thou  I  fhould  congratulate  thy  fate  I         3'° 

I  know 
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Beware  what  earth  calls  happinefs  j  beware 
All  joys,  but  joys  that  new  can  expire. 
Who  builds  on  lefs  than  an  immortal  bafe, 
Fond  as  he  feems,  condemns  his  joys  to  death. 

Mine  dy'd  with  thee,  Philander!  thy  laft  figh      34.5 
Diflblv'd  the  charm  j  the  difenchanted  earth 
Loft  all  her  luftre.    Where  her  glittering  towers  ? 
Her  golden  mountains,  where  ?  all  darkened  down 
To  naked  wafte  5  a  dreary  vale  of  tears  5 
The  great  magician  *s  dead !  Thou  poor,  pale  piece  3  50 
Of  out-caft  earth,  in  darknefs !  what  a  change 
From  yefterday !  Thy  darling  hope  fo  near, 
(Long-labour'd  prize  !)  O  how  ambition  fluih'd 
Thy  glowing  cheek !  Ambition  truly  great, 
Of  virtuous  praife.    Death's  fubtle  feed  within         355 
(Sly,  treacherous  miner!)  working  in  the  dark, 
SmilM  at  thy  well -concerted  fcheme,  and  beckoned 
The  worm  to  riot  on  that  rofe  fo  red, 
Unfaded  ere  it  fell ;  one  moment's  prey  I 

Man's  forefight  is  conditionally  wife  5  360 

Lorenzo !  wifdom  into  folly  turns 
Oft,  the  firft  inftant,  its  idea  fair 
To  labouring  thought  is  born.     How  dim  our  eye ! 
The  prefent  moment  terminates  our  fight ; 
Clouds,  thick  as  thofe  on  doomfday,  drown  the  next  $  365 
We  penetrate,  we  prophecy  in  vain. 
Time  is  dealt  out  by  particles ;  and  each, 
Ere  mingled  with  the  ftreaming  fands  of  life, 
By  Fate's  inviolable  oath  is  fworn 
Deep  filence,  w  Where  eternity  begins/*  37° 
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By  nature's  law,  what  may  be,  may  be  no*w  j. 
There  's  no  prerogative  in  human  hours. 
In  human  hearts  what  bolder  thought  can  rife, 
Than  man's  prefumption  on  to-morrow's  dawn  ? 
Where  is  to-morrow  ?  In  another  world.  375 

For  numbers  this  is  certain  j  the  reverfe 
Is  Aire  to  none ;  and  yet  on  this  perhaps, 
This  pcradventure,  infamous  for  lies, 
As  on  a  rock  of  adamant,  we  build 
Our  mountain  hopes;  fpin  out  eternal  fchemes,       3 So 
As  we  the  fatal  fitters  could  out-fpin, 
And,  big  with  life's  futurities,  expire. 

Not  ev'n  Philander  had  befpoke  his  fhroud  : 
Nor  had  he  crfufe 5  a  warning  was  deny'd : 
How  many  fall  as  fudden,  not  as  fafe  !  385 

As  fudden,  though  for  years  admoniih'd  home. 
Of  human  ills  the  laft  extreme  beware* 
Beware,  Lorenzo !  a  flow  fudden  death. 
How  dreadful  that  deliberate  furprize ! 
Be  wife  to-day ;  'tis  madnefs  to  defer  j  390 

Next  day  the  fatal  precedent  will  plead; 
Thus  on,  till  wifdom  is  pufh'd  out  of  life. 
Pracraftination  is  the  thief  of  time ; 
Year  after  year  it  fteals,  till  all  are  fled, 
And  to  the  mercies  of  a  moment  leaves  395* 

The  vaft  concerns  of  an  eternal  fcene. 
If  not  fo  frequent,  would  not  This  be  Grange? 
That  'tis  fo  frequent,  This  is  ftranger  ftill. 

Of  man's  miraculous  miftakes,  this  bears 
The  palm,  "  That  all  men  are  about  to  live,'*        400 

All 
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For  ever  on  the  brink  of  being  born. 

All  pay  themfelves  the  compliment  to  think 

They  one  day  mail  not  drivel :  and  their  pride 

On  this  reverfion  takes  up  ready  praife  j 

At  leaft,  their  own  ;  their  future  felves  apphud ;    405 

How  excellent  that  life  they  ne'er  will  lead  ! 

Time  lodg'd  in  their  own  hands  \%foUfs  vails  5 

That  lodged  in  fate* s,  to  wifdom  they  confign  ; 

The  thing  they  can't  but  purpofe,  they  fofipone\ 

'Tis  not  in  folly,  not  to  fcom  a  fool ;  410 

And  fcarce  in  human  wifdom  to  do  more. 

All  promife  is  poor  dilatory  man, 

And  that  through  every  ftage :  when  young,  indeed, 

In  full  content  we,  fometimes,  nobly  reft, 

Unanxious  for  ourfeUves  $  and  only  wifli,  41 5 

As  duteous  fons,  our  fathers  were  more  wife. 

At  thirty  man  fufpeSls  himfelf  a  fool 5 

Knows  it  atfortjty  and  reforms  his  plan ; 

At  fifty  chides  his  infamous  delay, 

Puihes  his  prudent  purpofe  to  refolve ;  4*0 

In  all  the  magnanimity  of  thought 

Rcfolves  5  and  re-refolves  ;  then  dies  the  fame. 

And  why  ?  Becaufe  he  thinks  himfelf  immortal. 
All  men  think  all  men  mortal,  but  Themielves  j 
Themfelves,  when  fome  alarming  mock  of  fate       425 
Strikes  through  their  wounded  hearts  the  fudden  dread; 
But  their  hearts  wounded,  like  the  wounded  air, 
Soon  clofe ;  where,  pail  the  fliaft,  no  trace  is  found. 
As  from  the  wing  no  fear  the  fky  retains  5 
The  parted  wave  no  furrow  from  the  kccl\  430 
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NIGHT   THE    SECOND. 

O  N 

TIME,  DEATH,   AND    FRIENDSHIP. 

T  O    T  H  E 
RIGHT  HON.  THE  EARL  OF  WILMINGTON. 

"  7J/rHEN  the  Cock  crew,  he  wept"— fmote  by  that 

eye, 
Which  looks  on  me,  on  all :  That  power,  who  bids 
This  midnight  centinel,  with  clarion  flirill, 
Emblem  of  that  which  fhall  awake  the  dead, 
Rouie  fouls  from  il umber,  into  thoughts  of  heaven .  5 
Shall  I  too  weep  ?  Where  then  is  fortitude  ? 
And,  fortitude  abandoned,  where  is  man  ? 
I  know  the  terms  on  which  he  fees  the  light; 
He  that  is  born,  is  lifted;  life  is  war; 
Eternal  war  with  woe.     Who  bears  it  beft,  10 

Dcfervcs  it  leaft. — On  ether  themes  I  '11  dwe'J. 
Xorcnzo  !  let  me  turn  my  thoughts  on  thee, 
And  thi?te,  on  themes  may  profit ;  profit  there, 
Where  moft  thy  need.  Themes,  too,  the  genuine  growth 
Of  dear  Philanders  duft.     He  thus,  though  dead,     15 
May  ftill    befriend—What  themes  ?    Time's  wondrous 
price, 

C  z  Death, 
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i-.i!f»  v*»-  .  .1  I  j-..\  uiu  \.i".;i  i..*t ; /.i.). 
till!  .11  ...j,  ;.  1.--L.  i!i.v\i.LS  .11)  dtiu't,'} 
M\    r.*I.  Iv    '.-ll  ■,  11  lluUtui,    1  Mil  lily   viae. 

A*kij»:  :!u  \»..l  i— .-/'a.  die*  not  wuii  my  drain. 
M  :  call*  /£)  diKaic,  Lou-iuu  ?  not  4.5 

Hi!  but  i'oi  Witd  aid. 

Thou 
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Thou  think." ft  it  folly  to  be  wife  too  foon. 

Youth  is  not  rich  in  Time,  it  may  be  poor  5 

Part  with  it  a9  with  money,  fparing  j  pay  * 

No  moment,  but  in  purchafe  of  its  worth  j  $% 

And  what  its  worth,  afk  death-beds  j  they  can  tell. 

Part  with  it  as  with  life,  relu&ant  j  big 

With  holy  hope  of  nobler  time  to  come  j 

Time  higher  aim'd,  ftill  nearer  the  great  mark 

Of  men  and  angels  -,  virtue  more  divine.  55 

Is  this  our  duty,  nvifdom,  glory,  gain  ? 
(Tkefe  heaven  benign  in  vital  union  binds  J 
And  (port  we  like  the  natives  of  the  bough, 
When  vernal  funs  infpire  ?  Amufement  reigns 
Man's  great  demand  :  To  trifle,  is  to  live :  60 

And  is  it  then  a  trifle,  too,  to  die  ? 

Thou  fay'ft  I  preach,  Lorenzo,  'tis  coufeft. 
What  if,  for  once,  I  preach  thee  quite  awake  ? 
Who  wants  amufe7iun,  in  the  flame  of  battle? 
Is  it  not  treafon,  to  the  foul  immortal,  65 

Her  foes  in  arms,  eternity  the  prize  ? 
Will  toys  amufe,  when  medicines  cannot  cure  ? 
When  fpirits  ebb,  when  life's  enchanting  fcenes 
Their  luftre  lofe,  and  leflen  in  our  fight, 
As  lands,  and  cities  with  their  glittering  fpires,         70 
To  the  poor  matter' d  bark,  by  fudden  ftorm 
Thrown  off  to  fea,  and  foon  to  perifli  there  ? 
Will  toys  amufe  ?  No  :  Thrones  will  then  be  toys, 
And  earth  and  (kies  feem  duft  upon  the  fcale. 

Redeem  we  time  ?« — Its  lofs  we  dearly  buy.  75 

Whit  pleads  Lorenzo  for  his  high-priz'd  fports  \ 

C  3  He 
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We  call  him  cruel ;  years  to  moments  fhrink, 

Ages  to  years.     The  tcleicope  is  rurn'd. 

To  man's  falfe  optics  (from  his  folly  falfe) 

Time,  in  advance,  behind  him  hides  his  wings, 

And  feems  to  creep,  decrepit  with  his  age ;  14$ 

Behold  him,  when  paft  by  j  what  then  is  feen, 

But  his  broad  pinions  fwifter  than  the  winds  ? 

And  all  mankind,  in  contradiction  ftrong, 

Rueful,  aghaft!  cry  out  on  his  career. 

Leave  to  thy  foes  thefe  errors,  and  thefe  ills ;        145 
To  nature  juft,  their  Caufe  and  Cure  explore. 
Not  fhort  heaven's  bounty,  boundlefs  our  expence ; 
No  niggard,  nature  j  men  are  prodigals. 
We  wa/fe,  not  ufe  our  time ;   we  breathe,    not  live. 
Time  ^ivajied  is  exiitence,  ajVis  life.  150 

And  bare  exiftence,  man,  to  live  ordain'd, 
Wrings,  and  opprefles  with  enormous  weight. 
And  why  ?  fmce  Time  was  given  for  ufe,  not  wafte, 
Injoin'd  to  fly  j  with  tempeft,  tide,  and  ftars, 
To  keep  his  fpeed,  nor  ever  wait  for  man ;  155 

Time's  ufe  was  doomed  a  pleafure  :  wafte,  a  pain ; 
That  man  mignxfeel  his  error,  if  unfeen : 
And,  feeling,  fly  to  labour  for  his  cure  $ 
Not,  blundering,  fplit  on  idlenefs  for  eafe.  . 
Life's  cares  are  comforts;  fuch  by  heaven  defign'd;  160 
He  that  has  none,  muft  make  them,  or  be  wretched. 
Cares  are  employments,  and  without  employ 
The  foul  is  on  a  rack ;  the  rack  of  rejl, 
To  fouls  moil  adverfe  j  a&ion  all  their  joy. 

Here 
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Here  then,  the  riddle,  marked  above,  unfolds  ;    165 
Then  time  turns  torment,  when  man  turns  a  fool. 
We  rave,  we  wreftle,  with  Great  Nature's  Plan  j 
We  thwart  the  Deity  j  and  'tis  decreed, 
Who  thwart  his  will,  mall  contradict  their  own. 
Hence  our  unnatural  quarrels  with  ourfelves ;  170 

Our  thoughts  at  enmity  j  our  bofom-broil; 
We  pufh  Time  from  us,  and  we  wifti  him  back  ; 
Lavilh  of  luftrums,  and  yet  fond  of  lifej* 
Life  we  think  long,  and  ftiort  j  Death  feek,  and  fhun  1 
Body  and  foul,  like  peevifh  man  and  wife,  175 

United  jar,  and  yet  are  loth  to  part. 

Oh  the  dark  days  of  vanity  !  while  here, 
How  taftelefs !  and  how  terrible,  when  gone ! 
Gone !  they  ne'er  go ;  when  paft,  they  haunt  us  ftill  5    , 
The  fpirit  walks  of  every  day  deceas'dj  180 

And  litiiles  an  angel,  or  a  fury  frowns. 
Nor  death,  nor  life  delight  us.     If  time  paft. 
And  time  pojfeft,  both  pain  us,  what  can  pleafe  ? 
That  which  the  Deity  to  pleafe  ordain'd, 
Time  us*d.     The  man  who  confecrates  his  hours     185 
By  vigorous  effort,  and  an  honeft  aim, 
At  once  he  draws  the  fting  of  life  and  death  j 
He  walks  with.  Nature  j  and  her  paths  are  peace. 

Our  error's  caufe  and  cure  are  feen  :  See  next 
Time's  Nature,  Origin,  Importance,  Speed;  190 

And  thy  great  Gain  from  urging  his  career. — 
All-fenfual  man,  becaufe  untouched,  unfeen, 
He  looks  on  Time  as  nothing.     Nothing  elfe 
Is  truly  man's  j  'tis  fortune's— Time  's  a  god. 

Haft 
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Know'ft  thou,  or  what  thou  doft,  or  what  is  done  ?  225. 

Man  flies  from  Time,  and  Time  from  man  j  too  foon 

In  fad  divorce  this  double  flight  muft  end : 

And  then,  where  are  we  ?  where,  Lorenzo !   then 

Thy  foorts  ?  thy  pomps  ? — I  grant  thee,  in  a  itatc 

Not  unambitious  j  in  the  ruffed  fhroud,  230 

Thy  Parian  tomb's  triumphant  arch  beneath. 

Has  Death  his  fopperies  ?  Then  well  may  Life 

Put  on  her  plume,  and  in  her  rainbow  mine. 

Ye  nuell-arraydl  ye  lilies  of  our  land  1 

Ye  lilies  ;/;a/f  /  who  neither  toil,  nor  fpin,  135 

(As  filler  lilies  might)  if  not  fo  wife 

As  Solomon,  more  fumptuous  to  the  fight! 

Ye  delicate !  who  nothing  can  fupport, 

Yourfclves  molt  infupportablc !  for  whom 

The  winter  rofe  mult  blow,  the  fun  put  on  240 

A  brighter  beam  in  Leo  ;  iilky-foft 

Favonius  breathe  ftill  fofter,  or  be  chid; 

And  other  worlds  lend  odours,  faucc,  and  fong, 

And  robes,  and  notions,  fram'd  in  foreign  looms  ! 

O  ye  Lorenzos  of  our  age  I  who  deem  245. 

One  moment  unamus'd,  a.mifery 

Not  made  for  feeble  man !  who  call  aloud 

For  every  bawble  drivel'd  o'er  by  fenfe  ; 

For  rattles,  and  conceits  of  every  caft, 

For  change  of  follies,  and  relays  of  joy,  250 

To  drag  your  patient  through  the  tedious  length 

Of  a  fhort  winter's  day — fay,  fages !  fay, 

Wit's  oracles  I  fay,  dreamers  of  gay  dreams  t 

Hovr 
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Hrfw  -v»il  mil  -iresfher  «n  tter-ial  xg';:, 

O  rreachen  >n*  Cm  fume  '  -^riile  flie  isms  to  ikcp 
Off  /^/£  "ifld  myrtle,  iuiii  with  :yren  u»n^  j 
While  rti«  .rem*,   .loading  i'?r  her  ^zrge.  to  drop 
On  headlnnfj  Appetite  he  ilac^cn'-i  rein, 
And  ^jvc  »<»  Jtv  ~o  lUeitcjj  onreeairt,  z£« 

T>  if  mark' 4  j— &e,  r.-ora  behind  her  lecrer  fend, 
The  fty  informer  .nmutes  every  raair, 
And  her  dread  diary  -virh  horror  .ills. 
Not  fhe  grots  y&2  a  .one  empifly;  her  pen  j 
She  reconnoitres  raxtfs  airy  band,  x5^ 

A  watchful  foe?  *ae  formidable  :py, 
Li  ftening,  o'erhear?  rhe  ^rhiibcrs  ct"  cur  camp: 
Our  dawning  purpotes  or  hssit  explores, 
Art<f  itoah  our  embrycs  of  iniquity. 
A*  all-rapacious  uiurer3  conceal  «^o 

Their  doomfday-book.  frorr.  all-confuming  heirs ; 
f  hu*,  with  indulgence  moft  fevere,  fhe  treats 
th  fpendfhrift*  of  inestimable  T&ze  ; 
f  Jntrtrfed,  note?  each  moment  mifapply'd ; 
fr>  Jenve*  more  durable  than  Iea/e3  oi  brafs  275 

Write*  our  whole  hiftory;  which  Death  {hall  read 
fr>  e yfry  pale  delinquents  private  ear; 
Ami  "Judgement  publi'h  ;  publi/h  to  more  worlds 
TlM/i  this  j  and  endiefs  age  in  groans  refound. 
L(M"n/«f  y)/r/;  tint  Sleeper  in  thy  breaft!  280 

^7/rA  i<  her  (lumber  j  and  her  vengeance yi/rA 
For  flight'1*!  cmmfel  s  fab  thyfnrurc  peace! 
Anil  think '/I  thou  ftill  thou  csuiJi  be  wife  toofoon  ? 

But 
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But  why  on  Time  Co  lavifli  is  my  fongf 
On  this  great  theme  kind  Nature  keeps  a  fchool,      185 
To  teach  her  Tons  hcrfelf.     Each  night  we  die, 
Each  morn  are  born  anew  t  Each  day,  a  life  t 
And  fiiall  we  kill  each  day  ?  If  Trifling  kills  \ 
Sure  Vice  muft  butcher.     O  what  heaps  of  /lain 
Cry  out  for  vengeance  on  us  !  Time  deftroy'd  19* 

Is  Suicide,  where  more  than  Blood  is  fpilt. 
Time  flies,  death  urges,  knells  call,  heaven  invites, 
Hell  threatens  :  All  exerts  j  in  effort,  all  j 
More  than  creation  labours !— labours  more  P 
And  is  there  in  creation  what,  amidft  395 

This  tumult  univerfal,  winrj'd  difpatch, 
And  ardent  energy,  fupincly  yawns  ?— 
Man  fleeps  ;  and  Man  alone ;  and  Man,  whofe  fate, 
Fate  irreverfible,  intire,  extreme, 
Endlefs,  hair-hung,  brecze-fhaken,  o'er  the  gulph  300 
A  moment  trembles  j  drops  I  and  Man,  for  whom 
All  elfe  is  in  alarm !  Man,  the  folc  caufe 
Of  this  furrounding  (form  !  and  yet  he  fleeps, 
As  the  (form  rock'd  to  reft. — Throw  Tears  away  ? 
Throw  Empires,  and  be  blamelefs.  Moments  feize  j  305 
Heaven  's  on  thuir  wing  :  A  moment  we  may  wiflv, 
When  worlds  want  wealth  to  buy.  Bid  Day  ftand  ftill, 
Bid  him  drive  back  his  car,  and  reimport 
The  pviiod  paft,  re-give  the  given  hour. 
Lorenzo,  more  than  miracles  we  want}  31a 

'Lorenzo — O  for  ycftcrdays  to  come ! 

Such  is  the  language  of  the  man  awake  \ 
His  ardour  fuch,  for  what  opprejes  tbee. 

Aad 
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And  is  his  ardour  vain,  Lorenzo  ?  No  $ 

That  more  than  miracle  the  gods  indulge  j  ? 

^to-day  is  Tejferday  returned  5  return' d 

Full  power'd  to  cancel,  expiate,  raife,  adorn, 

And  reinftatc  us  on  the  Rock  of  peace. 

Let  it  not  fhare  its  predeceffbr's  fate  j 

Nor,  like  its  elder  lifters,  die  a  fool.  i 

Shall  it  evaporate  in  fume  ?  fly  off 

Fuliginous,  and  ftain  us  deeper  ftiil  ? 

Shall  we  be  poorer  for  the  plenty  pour'd  ? 

More  wretched  for  the  clemencies  of  heaven  ? 

Where  mall  I  find  Him?  Angels !  tell  me  where.  < 
You  know  him  :  He  is  near  you :  Point  him  out : 
Shall  I  fee  glories  beaming  from  his  brow  ? 
Or  trace  his  footfteps  by  the  rifing  flowers  ? 
Your  golden  wings,  now  hovering  o'er  him,  flied 
Protection ;  now,  are  waving  in  applaufc  f. 

To  that  bleft  fon  of  forefight !  lord  of  fate ! 
That  awful  independent  on  To-morrow  I 
Whofe  work  is  done  ;  who  triumphs  in  the  ?aft ; 
Whole  Yefterdays  look  backwards  with  a  fmile  j 
Nor,  like  the  Parthian,  wound  him  as  they  fly;       \ 
That  common,  but  opprobrious  lot !  paft  hours, 
If  not  by  guilt,  yet  wound  us  by  their  flight, 
If  folly  bounds  our  profpect  by  the  grave, 
All  feeling  of  futurity  benumb'd  j 
All  god-like  paffion  for  eternals  quencht  $  3 

All  relifh  of  realities  expir'd ; 
Renounc'd  all  correfpondence  with  the  flcies ; 
Our  freedom  chained  j  quite  winglefs  our  defirej 
4 
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Jn  fenic  uark-pmonM  .ii:  t  \w:  ous'/it  t»»  v.u  ; 

Prone  to  tin-  contiv ;  c:.iUii:i»:  in  ilu-  »Uii!;  ^ 

DiiniGiinied  every  jviv.it  ..:td  s;um  ious  .u«.«i; 

Emhmted  every  i".:.-iili\  diiin.-; 

Ileart-lmry'd  in  tin-  ruMMlh  »»t"  the  woiM. 

The  wr.i.I,    t!i:it  pMj-h  »  i    i\  »:*.   im:iior:.i|  il-nl-:, 

Souis  eievau\  ;ii:^«!ivt  w.i^uwi.liiiu'  "^ 

To  ;v:uii  the  iii:V.;;t  iklis,  .u\A  i;!u.,.j»h  theiv 

On  thro1.*,,.*,  which  fh.ii!  nri  numiu  i:uir  nulhi:;  clun^M; 

Thoiii'.ll  we  fiom  /.'.«•  •"'  ;    i  .  'v.-...'.   il.i\   lh.il  fell. 

Such  ULn-.v.liim  due.  i1  :ti'i\,  i.    ;i.  -i. 

Who  vcn^iaiv,'  tKiiiielw  ;.  the-  \*     M  .1      iii\  *^{ 

For  what,  y,:iy  fiii-iil  !   is  ;!..-. ■.%»•;'. I, 

Which  hi! :::;.-«  out  iK  ■.:'»  in  e..i  i  > ;I  i"  ,.if  , 

A  I.i:rht,   ihat  yloour;  in:  in  l:ie  n.un:   (ui.    i  .\  , 
Ami  wnijs  i'Ui*  .iU".i;;ii:,   .  •»  i  ,;ium.:.,   in  ii:     /'■.,  -hi  * 
Life's  lii lie  fi:!i>-  is  .1  !i.\   "i  en.ii\.i. .  .  ;,.a 

lxich-hi;>ll  t!» ■:  :.r -»e  .»!•■  \  e  ;    lli  si  !'(.-iv  .»l    in  m, 
Whcl'c  i!  Weils  l!.e  inn  1 1  ii  in!-.1  :    \»  r  :  .1   e  .1.    ;.      i  ; 
We  rail  their  niunn.i  U :.'.-;  ;  we  d  ui ,  .  n.i  v. '.i..- 
Wc  fi^h,  we  liiii: ;   :nnl  tin  wh.il  w.   t\  pi«n  ii  , 
Lamenting,  or  laimnt.d,  .ill  our  1«>( '  v»? 

Is  dentil  at  iliil.'.mr  :'   No  :   lie  li.i .  !•■  1  n  on  line, 
And  given  Aire  eiumli  <.f  his  (in.il  hli.w. 
Thofc  hours  that  lutily  fnriM,  when*  ..i     1  !:•■»■  imw  > 
Pallid  to  thought,  and  r;-i.lily  !  diu-.-n'd,  :ii;  .'mavm'iI 
&  that  great  deep,  which  not  hint; «!!..  mliirn -.  •       jyu 
9  dying,  they  bccim-aili'il  ilm-  'null  unowu. 
reft  arc  on  the  wing  :  How  Jhvt  i|u  ir  ilii;!i:  ! 
irtady  has  the  fatal  iiv.in  look  fncj 

A    mo- 
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A  n.<jiiii:iiif    imi  iiic  Mur.a    '  )iown  up   o  'ifar; 

!  !n   nui  . .   iaiKJici..,  and  tnc  itars  are  auiL.  375 

'I  ik  :;r«::»iiy  vjic  ro  taik.  wjth  cur  pad  Jtiur*; 
A ;ji{  ilk  : he: n 9  "vir.it  report  they  bore  to  itrawauj 
Ami  iu*v/  'in:/  m.^htiiave  borne  mure  wekoim»  news. 
I  hi.:.'  iwiwiiri  form  *hat  men  Experience  oil j 
U  WijUam  ;  rrn:mi,  ner  belt  ;  if  not,  -wont  aex«       38a 
O  rir-.i.ui.  :•:  'hem  !   fond  Ex-pdritmca  cries* 
••    I  Utj-c  ■:  :.i.uu»£  -J'-re,  but  what  as  nothi^TTOg^i 
"    T  he  .w«jf':  ';ur  V/,  tiie  mure  we  know  it  vajiij 
**  Aii'i  by  !»ii.v..*  arc  ^'it'-r'c  ro  ueipair." 
Nor  is  it  only  :hu.»,  out  /-«V  :5«  lb.  3S5 

Who  luiuw*  not  tiu^,  though  yt ■-,  is  Jail  a  child. 
Loo; :  then  from  earth  the  jnJp  or"  fonvl  .iesrr^ 
Wci^h  anchor,  and  ionic  hazier  ciime  explore* 
Art  rhcu  10  .n«:c*"d  the  a  ct:iii  not  uiicngags* 
Kor  give  fiiv  t'.iuu^hts  1  j.*/  '■:.  rir-.irt  ict:ies  :  roo 

SiriC:,  by  *'//£?" j  p^Tln^  lucu^i,  :>  w.vr.  »:■>  tTora  earth, 
Li^hc,  Mi  the  lunimer"*  dud,  we  ::*£  :n  dr 
A  moment's  giddy  Might,  and  t-iA  a^-:-i ; 
Join  the  dull  niai's,  increase  iht  Li\,^u<.j.  :bil, 
And  iieep,  till  earui  hericif  thai-  be  r.o  more;  595 

Since  then  (as  emnicts,  their  i'ma^i  woni  o^ertiirown) 
We,  lore  amaz'd,  from  out  earth's  ruins  crawi, 
And  rile  to  fate  extreme  of  foul  or  fair, 
As  man**  own  choice  (controuier  of  the  ikies!) 
A»  man's  deipctic  will,  perhaps  aue  hour,  40a 

(O  how  omnipotent  is  time !)  decrees  ; 
Should  not  each  warning  give  a  ifrong  alarm  ? 
'truing,  far  left  than  that  of  bofom  torn 

From 
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From  bofom,  bleeding  o'er  the  facred  dead  I 
Should  not  each  Mai  ftrike  us  as  we  pafs»  401 

.Portentous,  as  the  nvritttn  wall,  which  ftruck, 
O'er  midnight  bowls,  the  proud  A/Tynan  pale, 
Ere-while  high-flufht  with  iniblcnce  and  wine  I 
•Like"  that,  the  dial  fpeaks  j  and  points  to  thee, 
Lorenzo !  loth  to  break  thy  banquet  up :  4x9 

"  O  man,  thy  kingdom  is  departing  from  thee; 
■•«'  And,  while  it  lafts,  is  emptier  than  my  made." 
Its  filent  language  fuch :  nor  nced'ft  thou  call 
Thy  Magi,  to  decypher  what  it  means. 
J^now,  like  the  Median,  fate  is  in  thy  walls  1         415 
JDoft  afk,  How  ?  Wbvtce?  Belfliazzar-likc,  amaz'd  f 
Man's  make  inclofes  the  Aire  feeds  of  death ; 
Life  feeds  the  murderer :  Ingrate !  he  thrives 
On  her  own  meal,  and  then  his  nurfe  devours. 

But  here,  Lorenzo,  the  delufion  lies  ;  410 

That  folar  fbadonv,  as  it  meafures  life, 
It  life  referable*  too  :  life  fpeeds  away 
From  point  to  point,  though  feeming  to  ftand  Hill. 
The  cunning  fugitive  is  i'wift  by  fteaJth  ; 
Too  fubtle  is  the  movement  to  be  feen  j  415 

Yet  foon  man's  hour  is  up,  and  we  are  gone. 
Warnings  point  out  our  danger  ;  Gnomons,  time  : 
As  thefe  are  ufelefs  when  the  fun  is  fet : 
So  thofe,  but  when  more  glorious  Reafon  mines. 
.Reafon  fliould  judge  in  all;  in  reafon's  eye,  439 

That  fedentary  madow  travels-hard. 
But  fuch  our  gravitation  to  the  wrong, 
So  prone  our  hearts  to  whifper  what  we  wiih. 

Vol.  II,  D  *Tii 
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*Tia  later  with  the  wife  than  he 's  aware: 

A  Wilmington  goes  flower  than  the  fun  :  435 

And  all  mankind  miftake  their  time  of  day ; 

EV'n  ago  itfelf,     Frefli  hopes  are  hourly  fown 

In  furrow'd  brows.     To  gentle  life's  defcent       , 

We  flint  our  eyes,  and  think  it  isfe  plain. 

We  take  fair  days  in  winter,  for  the  fpring  5  440 

And  turn  our  bleflings  into  bane.     Since  oft 

Man  muft  compute  that  age  he  cannot  feely 

He  fcarce  believes  he 's  older  for  his  years. 

Thus,  at  life's  lateft  eve,  we  keep  in  ftore 

One  difappointment  Aire,  to  crown  the  reft  $  445 

The  difappointment  of  a  pronuYd  hour. 

On  This,  or  fimilar,  Philander  I  thou 
Whofe  mind  was  moral,  as  the  preacher's  tongue ; 
And  ftrong,  to  wield  all  fcience,  worth  the  name $ 
How  often  we  talk'd  down  the  fummer's  fun,  450 

And  cool'd  our  paflions  by  the  breezy  ftream ! 
How  often  thaw'd  and  fliorten'd  winter's  eve, 
By  comtift  kind,  that  flruck  out  latent  truth, 
Beft  found,  fo  fought  j  to  the  Reciufe  more  coy ! 
Thoughts  difentangk  palling  o'er  the  lip  ;  455 

Clean  runs  the  thread  5  if  not,  'tis  thrown  away, 
Or  kept  to  tie  up  nonfenfe  for  a  fong ; 
Song,  fafliionably  fruitlefs  5  fuch  as  ftains 
The  Fancy,  and  unhallow'd  Paffion  fires  $ 
Chiming  her  faints  to  Cytherea's  fane.  460 

Know'ft  thou,  Lorenzo !  what  a  friend  contains  ? 
As  bees  mixt  Nedar  draw  from  fragrant  flowers, 
So  men  from  Friendihip,  Wlfdm  ziuLDtligbt ; 

Twins 
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Twins  ty'd  by  nature,  if  they  put,  the?  die* 
Haft  tkon  no  friend  to  fet  thy  mind  abroach  r  46c, 

Gm^  Semfe  will  ftagnate.  Thoughts  lhut  np  want  air,, 
And  ipoil,  like  bales  unopenM  to  die  fun. 
Had  thought  been  all,  fWeet  fpeech  had  been  denyM  j 
Speech,  thought's  canal !  fpeech,  thought's  criterion  too  I 
Thought  in  the  nine,  may  come  forth  gold,  or  drofs }  470 
When  coined  in  word,  we  know  its  real  worth* 
If  fterling,  ftore  it  for  thy  future  we  j 
''Twill  buy  thee  benefit ;  perhaps,  renown. 
Thought,  too,  delivered,  is  the  more  pofleft  3 
Teaching,  we  learn;  and,  giving,  we  retain  475 

The  births  of  intellect  5  when  dumb,  forgot* 
Speech  ventilates  our  intellectual  fire  5 
Speech  burniihes  our  mental  magazine 5 
Brightens,  for  ornament  j  and  whets,  for  ufe. 
What  numbers,  (heath'd  in  erudition,  lie,  480 

Plung'd  to  the  hilts  in  venerable  tomes, 
And  rufted  in  5  who  might  have  borne  an  edge, 
And  playM  a  fprightly  beam,  if  born  to  fpeech } 
If  born  bleft  heirs  of  half  their  mother's  tongue  I 
*Tis   thought's  exchange,   which,    like  th*  alternate 
pufh  48  j 

Of  waves  conflicting,  breaks  the  learned  fcum, 
And  defecates  the  ftudenfs  ftanding  pool. 
In  Contemplation  is  his  proud  refourcc  f 
Tis  poor,  as  proud,  by  Converfe  unfuftainVf 
Rude  thought  runs  wild  in  Contemplation's  6 
Comserfe,  the  menage,  breaks  it  to  the  bit 
Of  due  reftraint  j  and  emulation'*  fpur 
D  a 
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Gives  graceful  energy,  by  rivak  aw'd. 
*JFi$  converfe  qualifies  for  folitude  j 
As,  exercife,  for  falutary  reft.  49$ 

By  that  untutor'd,  Contemplation  twos  $ 
And  Natures  fool,  by  Wifdom  is  undone. 
•  Wifdom,  though  richer  than  Peruvian  mines, 
And  fweeter  than  the  fweet  ambrofial  hive. 
What  is  (he,  but  the  means  of  Happinefs  ?  .500 

That  unobtain'd,  than  folly  more  a  fool  5 
A  melancholy,  fool,  without  her  bells. 
Tr'widjhipy  the  means  of  wifdoai,  richly  gives 
The  precious  end,  which  makes  our  wisdom  wife. 
Nature,  in  zeal  for  human  amity,  595 

Denies,  or  damps,  an  undivided joy. 
Joy  is  an  hriport ;  joy  is  an  exchange  ; 
Joy  flies  monopolifts  :  it  calls  for  T<wo ; 
Rich  fruit !  heaven -pi  anted !  never  pluckt  by  Qne. 
JJeedful  anxjliars  are  our  friends,  to  give  510 

To  facial  man  true  relifh  of  himfelf.  ' 
Full  on  ourfelves,  defcending  in  a  line, 
Pleafure^s  bright  beam  is  feeble  in  delight : 
Delight  intenfe  is  taken  by  rebound ; 
Reverberated  pleafures  fire  the  breaft.  $15 

Celeftial  Happinefs,  whene'er  me  ftoops 
To  vifit  earth,  one  mrine  the  goddefs  finds, 
And  one  alone,  to  make  her  fweet  amends 
For  abfent  heaven — the  bofom  of  a  friend  ; 
Where  heart  meets  heart,  reciprocally  foft,  .  5*0 

Each  other's  pillow  to  repofe  divine. 
Beware  the  counterfeit  j  in  FaJfiQtC*  flame 

5  Hearts 
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Hearts  melt,  but  melt  like  ice,  foon  harder  froze. 

True  love  ftrikes  root  in  Reafon  j  paflion's  foe  ; 

Firtue  alone  cntenders  us  for  life  :  525 

I  wrong  her  much-*-en  tenders  us  for  ever  : 

Of  Friendjbifs  faireft  fruits,  the  fruit  raoft  fair 

Is  Virtue  kindling  at  a  rival  fire, 

And,  emuloufly,  rapid  in  her  race. 

O  the  foft  enmity!  endearing  ftrife  !  530 

This  carries  friendship  to  he*  noon-tide  point, 

And  gives  the  rivet  of  eternity. 

From  Friend/hip,  which  outlives  my  former  themes, 
Glorious  furvivor  of  old  Time  and  Death  I 
From  Friencjfliip,  thus,  that  flower  of  heavenly  feed  j  535 
The  wife  extract  earth's  moft  Hyblean  blifs, 
Superior  wifdom,  crownM  with  fmiling  joy. 

But  for  whom  blofibms  this  Elyfian  flower? 
Abroad  They  find,  who  cherifh  it  at  Home, 
Lorenzo  !  pardon  what  my  love  extorts,  540 

An  honeft  love,  and  not  afraid  to  frown. 
Though  choice  of  follies  fatten  on  the  Great) 
None  clings  more  obftinate  than  fancy  fond 
That  facred  friendship  is  their  eafy  prey  j 
Caught  by  the  wafture  of  a  golden  lure,  545 

Or  fafcination  of  a  high-born  fmile. 
Their  fmiles,  the  Great,  and  the  Coquet,  throw  out 
For  Others  hearts,  tenacious  of  their  Own  ; 
And  we  no  lefs  of  ours,  when  fuch  the  bait. 
Ye  fortune's  cofferers  I  Ye  powers  of  wealth  !        550 
Can  gold  gain  friendship  ?  Impudence  of  hope ! 
As  well  mere  man  an  angel  might  beget, 

D  3  Love, 
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Love,  and  Lore  only,  is  the  loan  for  love, 
Lorenzo  I  pride  reprefs  5  nor  hope  to  find 
A  friend,  but  what  has  found  a  friend  in  Thee.       555 
All  like  the  purchafe  j  few  the  price  will  pay  j 
And  this  makes  friends  fuch  miracles  below. 

What  if  (fince  daring  on  fo  nice  a  theme) 
I  (hew  thee  friendship  Delicate,  as  Dear, 
Of  tender  violations  apt  to  die  ?  56a 

Referve  will  wound  it  5  and  Dijtrujf,  deftroy*. 
Deliberate  in  all  things  with  thy  friend. 
But  fince  friends  grow  not  thick  on  every  bough, 
Nor  every  friend  unrotten  at  the  core  j 
Firft,  on  thy  friend,  deliberate  with  Thyfelf  j         565 
Paufe,  ponder,  fift j  not  Eager  in  the  choice, 
Nor  Jealous  of  the  chofen  $  Fixing,  Fix ; 
Judge  before  friend/hip,  then  confide  till  death. 
Well,  for  thy  friend;  but  nobler  far  for  Thee 5 
How  gallant  danger  for  earth's  higheft  prize !  570 

A  friend  is  worth  all  hazards  we  can  run. 
"  Poor  is  the  friendlefs  mafter  of  a  world  : 
"  A  world  in  purchafe  for  a  friend  is  gain.'* 

So  fung  He  (angels  hear  that  angel  fing  t 
Angels  from  friendship  gather  half  their  joy)  575 

So  fung  Philander,  as  his  friend  went  round 
In  the  rich  ichor,  in  the  generous  blood 
Of  Bacchus,  purple  god  of  joyous  wit, 
A  brow  folute,  and  ever-laughing  eye. 
He  drank  long  health,  and  virtue,  to  his  friend  5    580 
His  friend,  who  warnTd  him  more,  who  more  infpir'd. 
FrienJJbip  's  the  wine  of  lift}  but  friendship  new 

(Not 
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(Not  fuch  was  His)  is  neither  Strong,  nor  Pure. 

0  !  for  die  bright  complexion,  cordial  warmth, 
And  elevating  {pint,  of  a  friend,  5S5 
Por  twenty  fummers  ripening  by  my  fide ; 

All  feculence  of  falsehood  long  thrown  down  $ 
All  fbcial  virtues  rifing  in  his  foul ; 
As  cryftal  clear  j  and  fmiling  as  they  rife  I 
■Here  Ne&ar  flows ;  it  fparkles  in  our  fight ;  590 

Rich  to  the  tafte,  and  genuine  from  the  heart 
High-flavourM  blifs  for  gods !  on  earth  how  rare  I 
On  earth  how  ityr7— Philander  is  no  more. 

Think'ft  thou  the  theme  intoxicates  my  fong  ? 
Am  I  too  warm  ?— Too  warm  I  cannot  be.  595 

1  lov'd  him  much;  but  now  I  love  him  more. 
Like  birds,  whofe  beauties  languifh,  half-conceaPd, 
Till,  mounted  on  the  wing,  their  glofly  plumes 
Expanded  mine  with  azure,  green,  and  gold  \ 

How  bleflings  brighten  as  they  take  their  flight  I         600 

His  flight  Philander  took  ;  his  upward  flight, 

If  ever  foul  afcended.    Had  he  dropt, 

(That  eagle  genius  !)  O  had  he  let  fall 

One  feather  as  he  flew  3  I,  then,  had  wrote, 

What  friends  might  flatter  j  prudent  foes  forbear  j    605 

Rivals  fcarce  damn  5  and  Zoilus  reprieve. 

Yet  what  I  can,  I  muft :  it  were  profane 

To  quench  a  glory  lighted  at  the  Ikies, 

And  caft  in  ihadows  his  illuftrious  clofe. 

Strange  !  the  theme  moft  afFe&ing,  moil  fublime,    610 

Momentous  moft  to  man,  fhould  deep  unfung  ! 

And  yet  it  deeps,  by  genius  unawak'd, 

D jj.  Pat 


40  YOUNG1  S    POEMS. 

Painim  or  Chriftian ;  to  the  blufh  of  wit. 

Man's  higheft  triumph !  man's  profoundeft  fall  \ 

The  Death -bed  of  the  juft ! '  is  yet  undrawn  615 

By  mortal  hand  j  it  merit9  a  Divine  : 

Angels  mould  paint  it,  angels  ever  There ; 

There,  on  a  poft  of  honour,  and  of  joy. 

Dare  I  prefume,  then  ?  but  Philander  bids  5 
And  glory  tempts,  and  inclination  calls—  62b 

Yet  am  I  ftruck ;  as  ftruck  the  foul,  beneath 
Aerial  Groves  impenetrable  gloom  ; 
Or,  in  fome  mighty  Ruin's  folemn  made  4 
Or,  gazing  by  pale  lamps  on  high-born  Duflf 
In  vaults  j  thin  courts  of  poor  unflatter'd  kings  5     $15 
Or,  at  the  midnight  Altar's  hallowed  flame. 
Is  it  religion  to  proceed  ?  I  paufe — 
And  enter,  aw'd,  the  temple  of  my  theme. 
I«  it  his  death-bed  ?  No  :  it  is  his  fhrine : 
Behold  him,  there,  juft  rifmg  to  a  gocf.  630 

The  chamber  where  the  good  man  meets  his  fate, 
Is  privileg'd  beyond  the  common  walk 
Of  'virtuous  life,  quite  in  the  verge  of  heaven. 
Fly,  ye  profane  !  If  not,  draw  near  with  awe, 
Receive  the  blefling,  and  adore  the  chance,  635 

That  threw  in  this  Bethefda  your  difeafe  5 
If  unreftor'd  by  This,  defpair  your  cure. 
For,  Here,  reliftlefs  demonitration  dwells  5 
A  death-bed  's  a  detector  of  the  heart. 
Here  tir'd  dijftmulation  drops  her  mafque,  646 

Through  life's  grimace,  that  miftrefs  of  the  fcene  ! 
Here  Real,  and  Apparent,  are  the  Same. 

You 
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You  fee  the  Man  \  you  fee  his  hold  on  heaven  j 

If  found  his  virtue 5  as  Philanders,  found. 

Heaven  waits  not  the  laft  moment ;  owns  her  friends  645 

On  this  fide  death  j  and  points  them  out  to  men, 

A  le&ure,  filent,  but  of  fovereign  power ! 

To  vice,  confufion  j  and  to  virtue,  peace. 

Whatever  farce  the  boaftful  hero  plays, 
Virtue  alone  has  majefty  in  death  ;  650 

And  greater  (till,  the  more  the  tyrant  frowns. 
Philander !  he  feverely  frown'd  on  thee. 
u  No  warning  given  !  Unceremonious  fate ! 
"  A  fudden  rulh  from  life's  meridian  joy  I 
4€  A  wrench  from  all  we- love !  from  all  we  are  I    655 
"  A  reftlefs  bed  of  pain  !  a  plunge  opaque 
"  Beyond  conjecture  I  feeble  Nature**  dread  ! 
"  Strong  Reafotis  fiiudder  at  the  dark  unknown  I 
*'  A  fun  extinguiflit !  a  juft-opening  grave  I 
u  And  Oh !  the  laft,  laft,  what  ?  (can  words  exprefs  ?  660 
"  Thought  reach  it  ?)  the  laft — Silence  of  a  friend  l" 
Where  are  thofe  horrors,  that  amazement,  where, 
This  hideous  group  of  ills,  which  fingly  (hock, 
Demand  from  man  ? — I  thought  him  man  till  nonb.  664 

Through  nature's  wreck,  through  vanquiftit  agonies, 
(Like  the  ftars  ftruggling  through  this  midnight  gloom) 
What  gleams  of  joy  !  what  more  than  human  peace  I 
Where,  the  frail  mortal  ?  the  poor  abjeft  worm  ?    , 
No,  not  in  death,  the  Mortal  to  be  found. 
His  conduct  is  a  legacy  for  All.  670 

Richer  than  Mammon's  for  his  fingle  heir. 
His  comforters  he  comforts  5  Great  in  ruin, 
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With  uurelu&ant  grandeur,  gives,  not  yields 
His  foul  fublime ;  and  clofes  with  his  fate; 

How  our  hearts  burnt  within  us  at  the  fcene !       675 
Whence  this  brave  bound  o'er  limits  fixt  to  man  ? 
His  God  fuftains  him  in  his  final  hour  \ 
His  final  hour  brings  glory  to  his  God ! 
Man's  glory  heaven  vouchfafes  to  call  her  own. 
We  gaze,  we  weep ;  roixt  tears  of  grief  and  joy !     680 
Amazement  ftrikes !  devotion  burfts  to  flame  ! 
Cbriftians  Adore !  and  Infidels  Believe. 

As  fome  tall  tower,  or  lofty  mountain's  brow, 
Detains  the  fun,  Illuftrious  from  its  height  j 
While  riiing  vapours,  and  defcending  {hades,  685 

With  damps,  and  darknefs,  drown  the  fpacious  vale  \ 
Undampt  by  doubt,  undarken'd  by  defpair, 
Philander,  thus,  auguftly  rears  his  head, 
At  that  blaek  hour,  which  general  horror,  fheds 
On  the  low  level  of  th'  inglorious  throng  :  690 

Sweet  Peace,  and  heavenly  Hope,  and  humble  Joy, 
Divinely  beam  on  his  exalted  foul ; 
Deftru&ion  gild,  and  crown  him  for  the  ikies, 
Witfi  incommunicable  luftre,  bright. 
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NIGHT    THE    THIRD. 
NARC-ISSA. 

T  O 
HER  GRACE  THE  DUCHESS  OF  PORTLAND. 

««  Ignofcenda  quidem,  fcirent  fi  ignofcere  manes." 

VlRG. 

FROM   Dreams,    where  thought  in  fancy's  maze 
runs  mad, 
To  Reafon,  that  heaven-lighted  lamp  in  man, 
Once  more  I  wake;  and  at  the  deftin'd  hour, 
Punctual  as  lovers  to  the  moment  fworn, 
I  keep  my  affignation  with  my  woe.  5 

O  !  loft  to  virtue,  loft  to  manly  thought, 
Jsoft  to  the  noble  Tallies  of  the  foul ! 
"Vyho  think  it  folitude,  to  be  Alone. 
Communion  fweet !  communion  large  and  high ! 
Our  Reafon,  Guardian  Angel,  and  our  God  I  io 

Then  neareft  Thefe,  when  Others  moft  remote  j 
And  All,  ere  long,  fhall  be  remote,  but  Thefe. 
How  dreadful,  7 hen,  to  meet  them  all  alone, 
A  ftranger !  unacknowledg'd  \  unapproved ! 
'  No*w  woo  them  ;  wed  them ;  bind  them  to  thy  breaft  5  1 5 
To  win  tby  wifh,  creation  has  no  more. 
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Or  if  we  wifti  a  fourth 9  it  is  a  Friend — 

But  friends,  how  mortal,  dangerous  the  defire  ! 

Take  Phoebus  to  yourfelves,  ye  bafking  bards  ! 
Inebriate  at  fair  fortune's  fountain-head ;  20 

And  reeling  through  the  wildernefs  of  joy; 
Where  Senfe  runs  favage,  broke  from  ReafotCs  chain, 
And  fings  falfe  peace,  till  fmother'd  by  the  pall. 
My  fortune  is  unlike ;  unlike  my  fong; 
Unlike  the  deity  my  fong  invokes.  25 

I  to  Dafs  foft-ey'd  fifter  pay  my  court, 
(Endymion's  rival !)  and  her  aid  implore  5 
Now  firft  implor'd  in  fuccour  to  the  Mufe* 

Thou,  who  didft  lately  borrow  *  Cynthia's  form, 
And  modeftly  forego  thine  Own  \  O  Thou,  30 

Who  didft  thyfelf,.  at  midnight  hours,  infpire ! 
Say,  why  not  Cynthia  patronefs  of  fong  ? 
As  thou  her  crefcent,  me  thy  character 
Aflumes;  ftill  more  a  goddefs  by  the  change. 

Are  there  demurring  wits,  who  dare  difpute  35 

This  revolution  in  the  world  infpifd? 
Ye  train  Pierian !  to  the  Lunar  fphere, 
In  filent  hour,  addrefs  your  ardent  call 
For  aid  immortal ;  lefs  her  brother's  right. 
She,  with  the  fpheres  harmonious,  nightly  leads        40 
The  mazy  dance,  and  hears  their  matchlefs  ftrain, 
A  {train  for  gods,  deny'd  to  mortal  ear. 
Tranfmit  it  heard,  thou  filver  queen  of  heaven  I 
What  title,  or  what  name,  endears  thee  mod? 
Cynthia  1  Cyllene  I  Phoebe ! — or  doft  hear  45 


With 
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With  higher  guft^  fair  Portland  of  the  Aries  ! 
Is  that  the  foft  inchantment  calls  thee  down, 
.More  powerful  than  of  old  Circean  charm  ? 
Come;  but  from  heavenly  banquets  wkh  thee  bring 
The  foul  of  fong,  and  whifper  in  my  ear  50 

The  theft  divine  5  or  in  propitious  dreams 
(For  dreams  are  Thine)  transfufe  it  through  the  breaft 
Of  thy  firft  votary— But  not  thy  lair*, 
If,  like  thy  Namefake,  thou  art  ever  kind. 

And  kind  thou  wilt  be  5  kindon  fuch  a. theme;     55 
A  theme  fo  like  thee,  a  quite  lunar  theme, 
Soft,  modeft,  melancholy,  female,  fair ! 
A  theme  that  rofe  all  pale,  and  told  my.  foul, 
*Twas  Night  \  on  her  fond  hopes  perpetual  night  j 
A  night  which  ftruck  a  damp,  a  deadlier  damp,        6e 
Than  that  which  fmote  me  from  Philanders  tomb. 
NarcifTa  follows,  ere  his  tomb  is  clos'd. 
Woes  clufterj  rare  zxtfolitary  woesj 
They  love  a  train,   they  tread  each  other's  heel  5 
.  Htr  death  invades  his  mournful  right,  and  claims     65 
The  grief  that  ftarted  from  my  lids  for  Him : 
Seizes  the  faithlefs,  alienated  tear, 
Or  mares  it,  ere  it  falls.     So  frequent  death, 
Sorrow  he  more  than  caufes,  he  confounds  \ 
For  human  fighs  his  rival  ftroke$  contend,  j4 

And  make  diftrefs,  diftra&ion.     Oh  Philander ! 
What  was  thy  fate  ?  A  double  fate  to  me  5 
Portent,  and  pain  1  a  menace,  and  a  blow! 
Like  the  black  raven  hovering  o'er  my  peace, 
-Not  left  a  bird  of  omen,  than  of  prey.  75 

1  k 
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It  caird  Narcifla  long  before  her  hour $ 

It  caird  her  tender  foul,  by  break  of  blifs, 

Frop  the  firft  bloffom,  from  the  buds  of  joy } 

Thofe  few  our  noxious  fate  unblafted  leaves 

la  this  inclement  clime  of  human  life.  to 

Sweet  harroonift  I  and  Beautiful  as  fweet  { 
And  Young  as  beautiful !  and  Soft  as  young  1 
And  Gay  as  foft !  "and  Innocent  at  gay ! 
And  Happy  (if  aught  Happy  here)  as  goodt 
For  fortune  fond  had  built  her  neft  on  high.  1 5 

Like  birds  quite  exquiiite  of  note  and  plume, 
Transnxt  by  fate  (who  loves  a  lofty  mark). 
How  from  the  fummit-of  the  grove  (he  fell. 
And  left  it  unharmonious !  All  its  charms 
Extinguiiht  in  the  wonders  of  her  fong !  -90 

Her  fong  ftill  vibrates  in  my  ravifht  ear, 
Still  melting  there,  and  with  voluptuous  pain 
(O  to  forget  her!)  thrilling  through  my  heart! 

Song,  Beauty,  Youth,  Love,  Virtue,  Joy !  this  group 
Of  bright  ideas,  flowers  of  paradife,  95 

As  yet  unforfeit  I  in  one  blaze  we  bind, 
Kneel,  and  prefent  it  to  the  flcies  j  as  All 
We  guefs  of  heaven :  and  tlefe  were  all  her  own. 
And  (he  was  mine;  and  I  was— *was /— moft  bleft— 
Cay  title  of  the  deepeft  mifery  !  100 

As  bodies  grow  more  ponderous,  robb'd  of  life; 
Good  loft  weighs  more  in  grief,  than  gain'd  in  joy. 
Like  bloflbm'd  trees  o'erturn'd  by  vernal  ftorm, 
Lovely  in  death  the  beauteous  ruin  lay; 
And  if  in  death  ftill  lovely,  lovelier  There  ;  105 

Far 
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Far  lovelier !  pity  fwells  the  tide  of  love. 

And  will  not  the  fevere  excufe  a  ugh  ? 

Scorn  the  proud  man  that  is  aihanf  d  to  weep; 

Our  tears  indulgd  indeed  deferve  our  uiame. 

Ye  that  e'er  loft  an  angel !  pity  me.  1 1% 

Soon  as  the  luftre  languiflit  in  her  eye, 
Dawning  a  dimmer  day  on  human  fight ; 
And  on  her  .cheek,  the  residence  of  Jpring, 
Pale  omen  fat  5  and  icatter'd  fears  around 
On  all  that  faw  (and  who  would  ceafe  to  gaze,       115 
That  once  had  feen  ?)  with  hafte,  parental  .hafte, 
I  flew,  I  fnatch'd  her -from  the  rigid  north, 
Her  native  bed,  on  which  bleak  Boreas  blew, 
And  bore  ber  nearer  to  the  fun  j  the  fun 
(As  if  the  fun  could  envy)  checkt  his  beam,  220 

Deny'd  his  wonted  fuccour;  nor  with  more 
Regret  beheld  her  drooping,  than  the  bells 
Of  lilies  $  faireft  lilies,  not  fo  fair! 

Queen  lilies  i  and  ye  painted  populace  1 
Who  dwell  in  fields,  and  lead  ambrofial  lives;         125 
In  morn  and  evening  dew,  your  beauties  bathe, 
And  drink  the  fun  5  which  gives  your  cheeks  to  glow, 
And  out-bkifli  (mine  excepted)  every  fair; 
You  gladlier  grew,  ambitious  of  her  hand, 
Which  often  cropt  your  odours,  irrcenfe  meet  130 

To  thought  £0  pure  !  Ye  lovely  fugitives  \ 
Coeval  race  with  man  !  for  man  you  fmile ; 
Why  not  fmile  at  him  too  ?  You  (hare  indeed 
His  fudden  pafs^  -but  not  hie  conftant  pain* 

60 
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So  man  is  made,  nought  miniftets  delight,  135 

'By  what  his  glowing  paflions  can  engage) 
And  glowing  paflions,  bent  on  aught  below, 
Muft,  foon  or  late,  withangui(h  turn  the  fcalej 
And  anguiih,  after  rapture,  how  fevere! 
Rapture?  Bold  man!  who  tempt Jft  the  wrath  divine,  140 
By  plucking  fruit  denied  to  mortal  tafte, 
While  here,  prefaming  on  the  rights  of  heaven. 
For  tranfport  doft  thou  call  on  every  hour, 

Xorenzo  ?  At  thy  friend's  expence,  be  wife; 

Xean  not  on  earth;  'twill  pierce  thee  to  the  heart)  14S 
A  broken  reed,  at  beft  j  but,  oft,  a  fpear.j 

«On  its  fharp  point  peace  bleeds,  and  hope  expires. 
Turn,  hopelefs  thought !  turn  from  her :— Thought 
J  repeird 

Refenting  rallies,  and  wakes  ev«y  woe. 
Snatch'd  ere  thy  prime  i  and  in  thy  bridal  hour !       150 
And  when  kind  fortune,  with  thy  lover,  fmiTd ! 
And  when  high  flavoured  thy  freih  opening  joys ! 
And  when  blind  man  pronounced  thy  blifs  complete! 
And  on  a  foreign  ihore  j  where  ftrangers  wept ! 
Strangers  to  Thee ;  and,  more  furprifing  ftill,  155 

Strangers  to  Kindnefs,  wept :  their  eyes  let  fall 
Inhuman  tears  j  ftrange  tears  !  that  trickled  down 
From  marble  hearts !  obdurate  tendernefs  I 
A  tendernefs  that  calPd  them  more  fevere; 
In  fpite  of  nature's  foft  perluafion,  fleel'di  160 

While  nature  melted,  fuperftition  rav'dj 
fTbat  mourn'd  the  dead  j  and  this  denied  a  grave. 

Their 
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Their  fighs  incensMj  fighs  foreign  to  the  will  1 

Their  will  the  tiger  fuck'd,  outraged  the  ftorm. 

For,  oh !  the  curft  ungodlinefs  of  zeal !  165 

Vtofitfotjulftejb  relented,  fpirit  xrax& 

In  blind  infallibility*  embrace, 

The  fainted  fpir it  pelrify'd  the  breaftj 

Deny'd  the  charity  of  duft,  to  fpread 

O'er  duft !  a  charity  their  dogs  enjoy.  179 

What  could  I  do  ?  What  fuccour  ?  What  refource } 

With  pious  facrilege,  a  grave  I  ftole  j 

With  impious  piety,  that  grave  I  wrong'd  j 

Short  in  my  duty;  coward  in  my  grief ! 

More  like  her  murderer,  than  friend,  I  crept,         175 

With  foft-fufpended  ftep,  and  muffled  deep 

In  midnight  darknefs,  <wbift>er'd  my  laft  figh. 

I  tvbijper'd  what  mould  echo  through  their  realms ; 

Nor  writ  her  name,  whofe  tomb  mould  pierce  the  flues. 

Prefumptuous  fear !  How  durft  I  dread  her  foes,      180 

While  nature's  louddl  dilates  I  obeyM  ? 

Pardon  neceflity,  bleft  fliade  I  Of  grief 

And  indignation  rival  burfts  I  pour'd  ; 

Half  execration  mingled  with  my  prayer  ; 

Kindled  at  man,  while  I  his  God  ador'dj  1S5 

Sore  grudg'd  the  favage  land  her  facred  duftj 

Stampt  the  curft  foil  j  ami  with  humanity 

(Denied  NarcuTa)  wiftfd  them  all  a  grave. 

Glows  my  refcntment  into  guilt  ?  What  guilt 
Can,  equal  violations  of  the  dead  ?  X90 

The  dead  how  facred  !  Sacred  is  the  duft 
Of  this  heaven- labour'd  form,  ere6t,  divine  1 
Vol.  U.  E  This 
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This  heaven-afTum'd  majeftic  robe  of  earth, 
He  deign'd  to  wear,  who  hung  the  vaft  expanfe 
With  azure  bright,  and  cloath'd  the  fun  in  gold.       195 
When  every*  paflion  fleeps  that  can  offend  5 
When  ftrikes  us  every  motive  that  can  melt ; 
When  man  can  wreak  his  rancourwwwr/ro/V, 
That  ftrongeft  curb  on  infult  and  ill-will  j 
Then,  fpleen  to  duft  ?  the  duft  of  innocence  ?  too 

An  angel's  duft  ? — This  Lucifer  tranfeends ; 
When  he  contended  for  the  patriarch's  bones, 
*Twas  not  the  ftrife  of  malice,  but  of  pride ; 
The  ftrife  of  pontiff  pride,  not  pontiff  gall. 

For  lefs  than  This  is  (hocking  in  a  race  105 

Mod  wretched,  but  from  ftreams  of  mutual  love  j 
And  uncreated,  but  for  love  divine  ; 
And,  but  for  love  divine,  this  moment,  loft, 
By  fate  reforb'd,  and  funk  in  endlefs  night. 
Man  hard  of  heart  to  man  !  Of  horrid  thing*  210 

Moft  horrid  !  'Mid  ftupendous,  highly  ftrange  i 
Yet  oft  his  courtefies  are  fmoother  wrongs  j 
Pride  brandiftus  the  favours  He  confers, 
And  contumelious  his  humanity : 
What  then  his  vengeance  ?  Hear  it  not,  ye  ftars !      215 
And  thou,  pale  moon  !  turn  paler  at  the  found  j 
Man  is  to  man  the  foreft,  fureft  ill. 
A  previous  blaft  foretels  the  rifing  ftorm ; 
Oerwhelming  turrets  threaten  ere  they  fall ; 
Voic::nos  bellow  ere  they  difembogue  ;  220 

Earth  trembles  ere  her  yawning  jaws  devour ; 
And  1  moke  betrays  the  wide-coniuming  fire  : 

Rum 


THE  COMPLAINT,  Nioht  IIL       5i 

Ruin  from  man  is  mod  concealed  when  near, 

And  fends  the  dreadful  tidings  in  the  blow. 

Is  this  the  flight  of  fancy  ?  Would  it  were '  125 

Heaven's  Sovereign  faves  all  beings,  but  himfelf, 

That  hideous  fight,  a  naked  human  heart. 

Fir'd  is  the  Mufe  ?  And  let  the  Mufe  be  nYd  : 
Who  not  inflam'd,  when  what  he  fpeaks,  he  feels,  » 
And  in  the  nerve  moft  tender,  in  his  friends  ?  230 

Shame  to  mankind  !  Philander  had  his  foes  : 
JHe  felt  the  truths  I  fing,  and  I  in  Him. 
But  He,  nor  I,  feel  more  :  paft  ills,  Narcifla ! 
Are  funk  in  Thee,  thou  recent  wound  of  heart  I 
Which  bleeds  with  other  cares,  with  other  pangs }    135 
Pangs  numerous,  as  the  numerous  ills  that  fwarm'd 
O'er  thy  diftinguifiVd  fate,  and,  clustering  There 
Thick  as  the  locufts  on  the  land  of  Nile, 
Made  death  more  deadly,  and  more  dark  the  grave. 
Reflect  (if  not  forgot  my  touching  talc)  24* 

How  was  each  circumftance  with  afpics  arm'd  ? 
An  afpic,  Each  !  and  All,  an  Hydra  woe  : 
What  ftrong  Herculean  virtue  could  fufhec  ?— 
Or  is  it  virtue  to  be  conquered  Here  ? 
This  hoary  cheek  a  train  of  tears  bedews  j  145 

And  each  tear  mourns  its  own  diflinft  diitrefs  \ 
And  each  diftrefs,  diftinc*tly  mourn'd,  demands 
Of  grief  ftill  more,  as  heighten'd  by  the  whole. 
A  grief  like  this  proprietors  excludes  : 
Not  friends  alone  iucb  obsequies  deplore ;  250 

They  make  Mankind  the  mourner ;  carry  fight 
Far  as  the  fatal  Fame  can  wing  her  way ; 

E  z  And 
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And  turn  the  gayeft  thought  of  gayeft  age, 
Down  their  right  channel,  through  the  vale  of  death. 

The  vale  of  death !  that  huih'd  Cimmerian  vale,  255 
Where  darknefs,  brooding  o'er  unfiniuYd  fates, 
With  raven  wing  incumbent,  waits  the  day 
{Dread  day  !)  that  interdicts  all  future  change ! 
That  fubterranean  world,  that  land  of  ruin  ! 
Fit  walk,  Lorenzo,  for  proud  human  thought  I       260  ' 
There  let  my  thought  expatiate,  and  explore 
Balfamic  truths,  and  healing  fentiments, 
Of  all  raoft  wanted,  and  moft  welcome,  here* 
For  gay  Lorenzo's  fake,  and  for  thy  own, 
My  foul !  "  The  fruits  of  dying  friends  furvey ;    265 
"  Expofe  the  <vain  of  life  5  weigh  life  and  death  ; 
•'  Give  death  his  eulogy  ;  thy  fear  fubdue  ; 
"  And  labour  that  -flrft  palm  of  noble  minds, 
•*  A  manly  fcorn  of  terror  from  the  tomb." 

This  harveft  reap  from  thy  Narcifla's  grave.         170 
As  poets  feign'd  from  Ajax'  (breaming  blood 
Arofe,  with  grief  infcrib'd,  a  mournful  flower  5 
Let  wifdom  bloflbm  from  my  mortal  wound. 
And  firft,  of  dying  friends  j  what  fruit  from  thefe  ? 
It  brings  us  more  than  triple  aid;  an  aid  275 

To  chafe  our  tboughtlejhe/syfear,  pride,  and  guilt. 

Our  dying  friends  come  o'er  us  like  a  cloud, 
To  damp  our  brainlefs  ardors  ;  and  abate 
That  glare  of  life,  which  often  blinds  the  wife. 
Our  dying  friends  are  pioneers,  to  fmooth  280 

Our  rugged  pafa  to  death ;  to  break  thofe  bars 
Of  terror,  and  abhorrence,  nature  throws 

Croft 
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Crofs  our  cbftru&cd  way }  and,  thus  to  make 

Welcome,  as>fafe,  our  port  from  every  ftorm. 

Each  friend  by  fate  matched  from  us,  is  a  plume    %%% 

Plucked  from  the  wing  of  human  vanity, 

Which  makes  us  ftoop  from  our  aerial  heights, 

And,  dampt  with  omen  of  our  own  deceafe, 

On  drooping  pinions  of  ambition  lower'd, 

Juft  flam  earth's  furface,  ere  we  break  it  up,  190 

O'er  putrid  earth  to  fcratch  a  little  duft, 

And  lave  the  world  a  nuifance.     Smitten  friends 

Are  angels  fent  on  errands  full  of  love  ; 

For  us  they  languifh,  and  for  us  they  die  : 

And  mall  they  languiih,  mail  they  die,  in  vain  ?    395 

Ungrateful,  (hall  we  grieve  their  hovering  (hades, 

Which  wait  the  revolution  in  our  hearts  ? 

Shall  we  difdain  their  filent,  foft  addreis  } 

Their  pofthumous  advice,  and  pious  prayer  ? 

Senfelefs,  as  herds  that  graze  their  hallow'd  graves,  300 

Tread  under-foot  their  agonies  and  groans  j 

Fruibate  their  angui/h,  and  deftroy  their  deaths  f 

Lorenzo !  no  j  the  thought  of  death  indulge  $ 
Give  it  its  wholefome  empire  !  let  it  reign, 
That  kind  chaftifer  of  thy  foul  in  joy  I  305 

Its  reign  will  fpread  thy  glorious  conque/h  far, 
And  ftill  the  tumults  of  thy  ruffled  brcaft  ; 
Aufpicious  xra !  golden  days,  begin  ! 
The  thought  of  death  mall,  like  a  god,  infpire. 
And  why  not  think  on  death  ?    Is  life  the  theme    310 
Of  every  thought  ?  an  J  wifli  of  every  hour  ? 
And  foog  of  every  joy  r  Surprifirg  truth  t 

E  3  The 
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The  beaten  fpaniel's  fondnefs  not  fo  ftrange. 

To  wave  the  numerous  ills  tlia*  feize  on  life 

As  their  own  property,  their  lawful  prey  5  315 

Ere  man  has  meafur'd  half  his  weary  ftage, 

His  luxuries  have  left  him  no  referve, 

No  maiden  relifhes,  unbroach'd  delights  j 

On  cold  ferv'd  repetitions  he  fubfifts, 

And  in  the  taftelefs  prefent  chews  the  pafi ;  340 

Difgufted  chews,  and  fcarce  can  fwallow  down. 

Like  lavifh  anceftors,  his  earlier  years 

Have  difinherited  his  future  hours, 

Which  ftarve  on  orts,  and  glean  their  former  field. 

Live  ever  here,  Lorenzo ! — fhocking  thought !     325 
So  mocking,  they  who  wifh,  difown  it  too  ; 
Difown  from  fliame,  what  they  from  folly  crave. 
Live  ever  in  the  womb,  nor  fee  the  light  ? 
For  what  live  ever  here  ? — With  labouring  ftep 
To  tread  our  former  footfteps?    Pace  the  round       330 
•  Eternal  ?  To  climb  life's  worn,  heavy  wheel, 
Which  draws  up  nothing  new  ?•  To  beat,  and  beat 
The  beaten  track  ?  To  bid  each  wretched  day 
The  former  mock  ?  To  furfeit  on  the  fame, 
And  yawn  our  joys  ?  Or  thank  a  mifery  335 

For  change,  though  fad  ?  To  fee  what  we  have  feen  ? 
Hear,  till  unheard,  the  fame  old  fiabber'd  tale  ? 
To  tafte  the  tafted,  and  at  each  return 
Lefs  taftcful  ?  O'er  our  palates  to  decant 
Another  vintage  ?  Strain  a  flatter  year,  34$ 

Through  loaded  vefTels,  and  a  raxer  tone  ? 
Crazy  machines,  to  grind  earth's  wafted  fruits ! 

Ill-ground, 
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Ill-ground,  and  worfe  conco£ted  !  Load,  not  life! 
The  rational  foul  kennels  of  excefs  ! 
Still-ftreaming  thorough -fares  of  dull  debauch  !       34.5. 
Trembling  each  gulp,  left  death  mould  fnatch  the  bowl. 

Such  of  ouv  fine-ones  is  the  wifii  refinM  ! 
So  would  they  have  it :  elegant  defiie ! 
Why  not  invite  the  bellowing  ftalls,  and  wilds  ? 
But  fuch  examples  might  their  riot  awe.  350 

Through  want  of  virtue,  that  is,  want  of  thought, 
(Though  on  bright  thought  they  father  all  their  flights) 
To  what  are  they  redue'd  ?  To  love,  and  hate, 
The  fame  vain  world  j  to  cenfure,   and  efpoufe, 
This  painted  fhrew  of  life,  who  calls  them  fool      355 
Each  moment  of  each  day ;  to  flatter  bad 
Through  dread  of  worfe  ;  to  cling  to  this  rude  rocky 
Barren,  to  them,  of  good,  and  fharp  with  ills, 
And  hourly  blacken'd  with  impending  ftorms, 
And  infamous  for  wrecks  of  human  hope—  369 

Scar'd  at  the  gloomy  gulph,  that  yawns  beneath. 
Such  are  their  triumphs  1  fuch  their  pangs  of  joy  ! 

'Tis  time,  high  time,  to  fliift  this  difmal  fcene. 
This  bugged,  this  hideous  ftate,  what  art  can  cure  ? 
One  only  5  but  that  one,  what  all  may  reach  5  365 

Virtue — flie,  wonder-working  goddcis !  charms 
That  rock  to  bloom  j  and  tames  the  painted Jhrew\ 
And,  what  will  more  furprize,  Lorenzo!  gives 
To  life's  fick,  naufeous  iteration,  change; 
And  ftraightens  nature's  circle  to  a  line.  370 

Believ'ft  thou  this,  Lorenzo  ?  lend  an  ear, 
A  patient  ear,  thou  'It  blufh  to  disbelieve. 

E  4.  A  languid, 
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A  languid,  leaden,  iteration  reigns, 
And  ever  muft,  o'er  thofe,  whofe  joys  are  joy* 
Of  fight,  fmell,  tafte  :  the  cuckow-feafons  fing       3^5 
The  fame  dull  note  to  fuch  as  nothing  prrze, 
But  what  thofe  feafons,  from  the  teeming  earth, 
To  dotting  fenfe  indulge.     But  nobler  minds, 
Which  relifh  fruits  unripen'd  by  they»», 
Make  their  days  various  ;  various  as  the  dyes  380 

On  the  dove's  neck,  which  wanton  in  bis  rays. 
On  minds  of  dove-like  innocence  pofleft, 
On  lighten'd  minds,  that  bafk  in  virtue's  beams, 
Nothing  hangs  tedious,  nothing  old  revolves 
In  that,  for  which  they  long ;  for  which  they  live.  385 
Their  glorious  efforts,  wing'd  with  heavenly  hope, 
Each  rifing  morning  fees  ftill  higher  rife  5 
Each  bounteous  dawn  its  novelty  prefents 
To  worth  maturing,  new  ftrength,  luftre,  fame; 
While  nature's  circle,  like  a  chariot- wheel  39* 

Rolling  beneath  their  elevated  aims, 
Makes  their  fair  profpeft  fairer  every  hour  5 
Advancing  virtue,  in  a  line  to  blifs  ; 
Virtue,  which  Christian  motives  beft  infpire  \ 
And  blifs,  which  Chriftian  fchemes  alone  enfure  ?    395 
And  mail  we  then,  for  virtue's  fake,  commence 
Apoftates  ;  and  turn  infidels  for  joy  ? 
A  truth  it  is,  few  doubt,  but  fewer  truft, 
«<  He  fins  againft  this  life,  who  flights  the  next" 
What  is  this  life  ?  How  few  their  favourite  know!  4&0 
Fond  in  the  dark,  and  blind  in  our  embrace, 
By  paflionately  loving  life,  we  make 

Lov'd 
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Lov'd  life  unlovely ;  hogging  her  to  death* 
We  give  to  Time  Eternity's  regard; 
And,  dreaming,  take  our  paflage  for  our  port.        405 
Life  has  no  value  as  an  end,  but  means  ; 
An  end  deplorable !  a  means  divine ! 
When  'tis  our  all,  'tis  nothing ;  worfe  than  nought  j 
A  neft  of  pains :  when  held  as  nothing,  much : 
Like  fome  fair  humourifts,  life  is  molt  enjoy'd,       410 
When  courted  leaft;  moft  worth,  when  difefteem'd  : 
Then  *tis  the  feat  of  comfort,  rich  in  peace  j 
In  profpeft  richer  far ;  important !  awful ! 
Not  to  be  mention'd,  but  with  fliouts  of  praife ! 
Not  to  be  thought  on,  but  with  tides  of  joy!  415 

The  mighty  bafis  of  eternal  blifs ! 
Where  now  the  barren  rock  ?  the  painted  Jbrew  t 
Where  now,  Lorenzo  !  life's  eternal  round? 
Have  I  not  made  my  triple  promife  good  ? 
Vain  is  the  world;  but  only  to  the  vain.  420 

To  what  compare  we  then  this  varying  fcene, 
Whofe  worth  ambiguous  rifes,  and  declines  ? 
Waxes,  and  wanes  t  (In  all  propitious,  Nigbt 
Aflifts  me  here)  compare  it  to  the  moon ;  * 

Dark  in  herfelf,  and  indigent ;  but  rich  415 

In  borrow  d  luftre  from  a  higher  fphere. 
When  grofs  guilt  interpofes,  labouring  earth, 
O'eHhadow'd,  mourns  a  deep  eclipfe  of  joy ; 
Her  joys,  at  brighteft,  pallid,  to  that  font 
Of  full  effulgent  glory,  whence  they  flow.  430 

Nor  is  that  glory  diftant :  Oh  Lorenzo ! 

A  good  man,  and  an  angel !  thefe  between 

How 
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How  thin  the  barrier !  what  divides  their  fate  ? 

Perhaps  a  moment,  or  perhaps  a  year  j 

Or,  if  an  age,  it  is  a  moment  ftill ;  435 

A  moment,  or  eternity's  forgot. 

Then  be,  what  once  they  were,  who  now  are  gods  5 

Be  what  Philander  was,  and  claim  the  Ikies. 

Starts  timid  nature  at  the  gloomy  pafs  ? 

The  foft  tranfition  call  it  5  and  be  chear'd  :  440 

Such  it  is  often,  and  why  not  to  Thee  ? 

To  hope  the  beft,  is  pious,  brave,  and  wife  j 

And  may  itfelf  procure,  what  it  prefumes. 

Life  is  much  flatter'd,  death  is  much  traduc'd  j 

Compare  the  rivals,  and  the  kinder  crown.  445 

11  Strange  competition  /" — True,  Lorenzo  !  ftrange ! 

So  little  Life  can  caft  into  the  fcale. 

Life  makes  the  foul  dependent  on  the  duft; 
Death  gives  her  wings  to  mount  above  the  fpheres. 
Through  chinks,  ftyPd  organs,  dim  ///>  peeps  at  light;  450 
Death  burfts  th'  involving  cloud,  and  all  is  day  j 
All  eye,  all  ear,  the  difembodyM  power. 
Death  has  feignM  evils,  nature  mail  not  feel  j 
Life,  iJls  fubftantial,  ivifdom  cannot  mun. 
Is  not  the  mighty  mind,  that  fon  of  heaven  !  455 

By  tyrant  life  dcthron'd,  imprifon'd,  pain'd  ? 
By  death  enlarg'd,  ennobled,  deify'd  ?  . 
Death  but  intombs  the  body  j  life  the  foul. 

"  Is  death  then  guiltlefs  ?  How  he  marks  his  way 
€<  With  dreadful  wafte  of  what  deferves  to  mine !  460 
*r  Art,  genius,  fortune,  elevated  power ! 
u  With  various  luftres  thefe  light  up  the  world, 

«  Which 
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**  Which  death  puts  out,  and  darkens  human  race." 

I  grant,  Lorenzo!  this  indictment  juft: 

TJie  fage,  peer,  potentate,  king,  conqueror !  465 

Death  humbles  thefej  more  barbarous  life,  the  man. 

Life  is  the  triumph  of  our  mouldering  clay ; 

Death)  of  the  fpirit  infinite !  divine ! 

Death  has  no  dread,  but  what  frail  life  imparts  ; 

Mar  life  true  joy,  but  what  kind  death  improves.     470 

No  blifs  has  life  to  boaft,  till  death  can  give 

Far  greater  5  life  *s  a  debtor  to  the  grave, 

Dark  lattice  1  letting  in  eternal  day. 

Lorenzo  !  blufti  zxfondnefs  for  a  life. 
Which  fends  celeftial  fouls  on  errands  vile,  47 J 

To  cater  for  the  fenfe  j  and  ferve  at  boards, 
Where  every  ranger  of  the  wilds,  perhaps 
Each  reptile,  juftly  claims  our  upper  hand. 
Luxurious  feaft !  a  foul,  a  foul  immortal, 
In  all  the  dainties  of  a  brute  bemir'd  1  48'* 

Lorenzo  !  blufh  at  terror  for  a  death, 
Which  gives  thee  to  repofe  in  fellive  bowers, 
Where  neftars  fparkle,  angels  minifter, 
And  more  than  angels  (hare,  and  raif'e,  and  crown, 
And  eternize,  the  birth,  bloom,  burfts  of  blifs.     485 
Wh3t  need  I  more  ?  O  death,  the  palm  is  thine. 

Then  welcome,  death  I  thy  dreaded  harbingers, 
Age,  and  difeafe 5  difeafe,  though  long  my  gueft ; 
That  plucks  my  nerves,  thofe  tender  firings  of  life  5 
Which,  pluck'd  a  little  more,  will  toll  the  bell,     490 
That  calls  my  few  friends  to  my  funeral  5 
Where  feeble  nature  drops,  perhaps,  a  tear, 

While 
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How  thin  the  ban  it:- !  what  divide*  1 
Perhaps  a  moment,  or  perhaps  a  ; 
Or,  if  an  age,  it  u  a  moment  ftill  j  j 
A  moment,  or  eternity's  forgot. 
Then  be,  what  once  they  w 
Be  what  Phihnder  was,  and  claim  1 
Starts  timid  nature  at  the  gloomy  ] 
The  l\t't  tranf.ticK  call  it  j  and  be  < 
Suck  it  is  often,  and  why  not  to  ' 
To  hope  the  beft,  is  pious,  brave,  > 
And  may  itlelf  procure,  what  it  j 
Lire  is  much  flatter'd,  death  is  mu 
Compare  the  rivals,  and  the  kinder! 
«'  Strange  competition  /"—True,  ] 
So  little  Life  can  call  into  the  fcali 

Life  makes  the  foul  dependent  < 
Death  gives  ncr  wings  to  mount  < 
Through  chinks,  fty  I'd  organs,  dim  J 
Draft  burlis  th'  involving  cloud, 
All  eye,  all  car,  the  difembodyM] 
Death  has  feignM  evils,  nature  i 
1  [ffy  iJls  fubftantial,  wifdot 
Is  not  the  might)*  mtr.d,  that  fon  < 
By  tyrant  life  dethroned,  imprifoi 
By  death  enlarged,  ennobled, 
Death  but  intombs  the  body;  Ufe{ 

"  Is  death  then  guiltlefs?  How] 
"  With  dreadful  wafte  of  what  dd 
«  Art    orenius,  fortune,  derated 
mi  luftret  tbefe  light 


¥•  1  «<•  far  *»^ 


^W-A^rt 


to  YOUSGS  POE31S. 

Wfc&  rttkn  zsA  rdlpac,  better  targis, 

Co*tF*ahu  tbe  dead,  and  otwik»tacl> 

^Vidi  wrcads  triumphal.     Drztn  is  vifinry  ,  495 

It  bind*  m  chains  die  raging  31*  of  life: 

/^/  aci  aMbitwi,  <wratb  aad  avarice* 

Dragg'd  at  ha  chariot-wheel,  applasd  Ids  power. 

That  ills  corrofivc,  cares  importunate^ 

Are  not  immortal  too,  O  death !  is  dune.  5M 

Oar  day  of  dinolution ! — name  it  rights 

*Tis  our  great  pay-day;  'tis  our  hanre&,  rich 

And  ripe ;  what  though  the  fickle,  ibmctimes  keen, 

Juft  fcars  us  as  we  reap  the  golden  grain  ? 

More  than  thy  balm,  O  Gilead !  heals  the  wound.  505 

Birth's  feeble  cry,  and  death's  deep  dhmal  groan, 

Are  (lender  tributes  low-tax M  nature  pays 

For  mighty  gain :  the  gain  of  each,  a  life! 

But  O I  the  laft  the  former  Co  tranfeends, 

Ljft  dies,  compar'd;  Life  lives  beyond  the  grave.    51a 

And  ftel  If  death  I  no  joy  from  thought  of  thee? 
Death,  the  great  counfellor,  who  man  infpires 
With  every  nobler  thought,  and  fairer  deed  \ 
Death,  the  deliverer,  who  refcues  man ! 
Death,  the  rcwarder,  who  the  refcued  crowns!         515 
Death,  that  abfolvcs  my  birth  j  a  curfe  without  it ! 
Itich  death,  that  realizes  all  my  cares, 
Toils,  virtues,  hopes  j  without  it  a  chimera  t 
Death,  of  all  pain  the  period,  not  of  joy; 
Joy's  Jburce,  and  fubjeft,  ftill  fubfift  unhurt  5  510 

*^Qc,  in  my  foul  j  and  one,  in  her  great  Sire  j 
ough  the  four  winds  were  warring  for  my  duft. 

Yes, 
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Yes,  and  from  winds,  and  waves,  and  central  night, 
Though  prifoif  d  there,  my  duft  too  I  reclaim, 
(To  duft  when  drop  proud  nature's  proudeft  fpheres)  515 
And  live  intire.     Death  is  the  crown  of  life : 
Were  death  deny'd,  poor  man  would  live  in  vain  ; 
"Were  death  deny'd,  to  live  would  not  he  life ; 
Were  death  deny'd,  ev'n  fools  would  wifh  to  die. 
Peath  wounds  to  cure •:  we  fall ;  we  Hie  5  we  reign !  53* 
Spring  from  our  fetters  $  fallen  in  the  ikies  $ 
Where  blooming  Eden  withers  in  our  fight  1 
Death  gives  us  more  than  was  in  Eden  loft. 
This  king  of  tecrors  is  the  prince  of  peace. 
When  (hall  I  die  to  vanity,  pain,  death  ?  535 

Whenihall  I  die  /—When  (hall  I  live  for  ever  ? 


NIGHT 
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UnbJt  by  rage  canine  of  dying  rich ; 

Guilt's  blunder !  and  the  loudeft  laugh  of  hell. 

O  my  coevals !  remnants  of  younelves ! 
Poor  human  ruins,  tottering  o'er  the  grave!  no 

Shall  we,  (hall  aged  men,  like  aged  trees, 
Strike  deeper  their  vile  root,  and  dofer  cling, 
Still  more  enamourM  of  this  wretched  foil  ? 
Shall  our  pale,  withered  hands,  be  ftill  ftretch'd  out. 
Trembling,  at  once,  with  eagernefs  and  age  ?  115 

With  avarice  and  convulsions,  grafping  hard  ? 
Grofpifig  at  air !  for  what  has  earth  befide  ? 
Man  wants  but  little ;  nor  that  little,  long ; 
How  foon  mult  he  reiign  his  very  duft, 
Which  frugal  nature  lent  him  for  an  hour!  120 

Years  wuxperienc'd  rufli  on  numerous  ills  $ 
And  focn  as  man,  expert  from  time,  has  found 
The  key  of  life,  it  opes  the  gates  of  death. 

When  in  this  vale  of  yeai  s  I  backward  look, 
And  mifs  fuch  numbers,  numbers  too  of  fuch,       125 
Firmer  in  health,  and  greener  in  their  age, 
And  ftri&er  on  their  guard,  and  fitter  far, 
To  play  life's  fubtle  game,  I  fcarce  believe 
I  ftill  furvive  :  and  am  I  fond  of  life, 
Who  fcarce  can  think  it  pofiible,  I  live  ?  130 

Alive  by  miracle!  or,  what  is  next, 
Alive  by  Mead !  if  I  am  ftill  alive, 
Who  long  have  buxy'd  what  gives  life  to  live, 
Firmnefs  of  nerve,  and  energy  of  thought. 
Life's  lee  is  not  mote  Jbalfaw,  than  impure,  135 

And 
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And  vapid  \  Senfe  and  Reafon  ftiew  the  door, 
Call  for  my  bier,  and  point  me  to  the  duft. 

O  thou  great  arbiter  of  life  and  death ! 
Nature's  immortal,  immaterial  fun ! 
Whofe  all-prolific  beam  late  call'd  me  forth  140 

From  darknefs,  teeming  darknefs,  where  I  lay 
The  worm's  inferior,  and,  in  rank,  beneath 
The  duft  I  tread  on,  high  to  bear  my  brow, 
To  drink  the  fpirit  of  the  golden  day, 
And  triumph  in  exiftence ;  and  could  know  145 

No  motive,  but  my  blifs  ;  and  haft  ordain'd 
A  rife  in  blefling !  with  the  Patriarch's  joy, 
Thy  call  I  follow  to  the  land  unknown  \ 
I  truft  in  thee,  and  know  in  whom  I  truft  5 
Or  life,  or  death,  is  equal;  neither  weighs :  15© 

All  weight  in  this — O  let  me  live  to  thee ! 

Though  nature's  terrors,  thus,  may  be  repreft ; 
Still  frowns  grim  Death ;  guilt  points  the  tyrant's  fpear. 
And  whence  all  human  guilt  ?  From  death  forgot. 
Ah  me !  too  long  I  fet  at  nought  the  fwarm  155 

Of  friendly  warnings,  which  around  me  flew; 
And  fmil'd,  unfmitten :  fmall  my  caufe  to  fmile ! 
Death* s  admonitions,  like  ftiafts  upwards  mot, 
More  dreadful  by  delay,  the  longer  ere 
They  ftrike  our  hearts,  the  deeper  is  their  wound ;  160 
O  think  how  deep,  Lorenzo !  here  it  ftings : 
Who  can  appenfe  its  anguifh?  how  it  burns  I 
What  hand  the  barb'd,  invenom'd,  thought  can  draw? 
What  healing  hand  can  pour  the  balm  of  peace, 
And  turn  my  fight  undaunted  on  the  tomb  ?  165 

F  2  With 
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With  joy,— with  grief,  that  healing  hand  I  fee  j 
Ah  I  too  confpicuous  !  it  is  nVd  on  high. 
On  high?— What  means  ray  phrenfy?  I  blafpheme; 
Alas !  how  loew !  how  far  beneath  the  ftties  \ 
The  flcies  it  formM  ;  and  now  it  bleed*  for  me—      179 
But  bleeds  the  balm  I  want— yet  ftill  it  bleeds  \ 
Draw  the  dire  fteel — ah  no !  the  dreadful  blefHng 
What  heart  or  can  fuftain,  or  dares  forego  ? 
There  hangs  all  human  hope  ;  that  nail  fupports 
The  falling  univerfe :  that  gone,  we  drop;  175 

Horror  receives  us,  and  the  difmal  wifli 
Creation  had  been  fmother'd  in  her  birth — 
Darknefs  his  curtain,  and  his  bed  the  dull ; 
When  ftars  and  fun  are  duft  beneath  his  throne ! 
In  heaven  itfelf  can  fuch  indulgence  dwell  ?  1  So 

O  what  a  groan  was  there !  a  groan  not  His. 
He  feii'd  our  dreadful  right}  the  load  fuftain'd; 
And  heavM  the  mountain  from  a  guilty  world. 
A  thoufand  worlds,  fo  bought,  were  bought  too  dear  ; 
Senfations  mrw  in  angels  bofoms  rife;  185 

Sufpend  their  fong;  and  make  a  paufe  in  blifs. 

O  for  their  fong;  to  reach  my  lofty  theme! 
Infpire  roe,  Night  /  with  all  thy  tuneful  fpheres ; 
Whilft  I  vnthferafihs  mare  feraphic  themes, 
And  (hew  to  men  the  dignity  of  man;  190 

Left  I  blaipheme  my  fubje&  with  my  foog. 
Shail  /«£«•  pages  glow  celeftial  flame, 
And  chr^hsm  hnginm  >  on  our  beam,  not  heads, 
Falls  the  foul  infamy:  my  heart !  awake. 
What  can  awake  thee,  mnmwakM  by  jJcr ,  195 
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"  Expended  deity  on  human  weal  ?" 

Feel  the  great  truths,  which  burft  the  tenfold  night 

Of  heathen  error,  with  a  golden  flood 

Of  endlefs  day :   to  feel,  is  to  be  nVd  5 

And  to  believe,  Lorenzo  !  is  to  feel.  2 op 

Thou  moft  indulgent,  moft  tremendous  Power ! 
Still  more  tremendous,  for  thy  wondrous  love ! 
That  arms,  which  awe  more  aweful,  thy  commands ; 
And  foul  tranfgreflion  dips  in  fevenfold  night! 
How  our  hearts  tremble  at  thy  love  immenfe !  205 

In  love  immenfe,  inviolably  juft ! 
Thou,  rather  than  thy  juft ice  mould  be  ftain'd, 
Didft  ftain  the  Crofs  $  and  work  of  wonders  far 
The  greateft,  that  thy  deareft  far  might  bleed. 

Bold  thought!  mail  I  dare  fpeak  it,  or  reprefs?  210 
Should  man  more  execrate,  or  boaft,  the  guilt 
Which  rous'd  fuch  vengeance  ?  which  fuch  love  inflam'd? 
O'er  guilt  (how  mountainous  !)  with  out-ftretch'd  arms, 
Stern  juftice  and  foft-finiling  love  embrace, 
Supporting,  in  full  majefty,  thy  throne,  215 

When  fcem'd  its  majefty  to  need  fupport, 
Or  that,   or  man,  inevitably  loftj 
What,  but  the  fatbomlcfs  of  thought  divine, 
Could  labour  fuch  expedient  from  dcipair, 
And  refcue  both  P  both  refcue !  both  exalt!  '  220 

O  how  are  both  exalted  by  the  deed! 
The  wqndrous  d?ed!  or  mall  I  call  it  jnoreF 
A  wonder  in  Omnipotence  itfelf ! 
A  m}  ft*ry  no  lefs  to  gods  than  men ! 

4       F  3  Not 
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Not  tbusy  our  infidels  th'  Eternal  draw,  225 

A  God  ail  o'er,  consummate,  abfolute, 
Full-orb'd,  in  his  whole  round  of  rays  complete: 
They  (et  at  odds  heaven's  jarring  attributes  ; 
And,  with  one  excellence,  another  wound  ; 
Maim  heaven's  perfection,  break  its  equal  beams,    230 
Bid  mercy  triumph  over — God  himfelf, 
Undeify'd  by  their  opprobrious  praife  : 
A  God  all  mercy,  is  a  God  unjuft. 

Ye  brainlefs  wits  1  ye  baptiz'd  infidels ! 
Ye  worfe  for  mending  !  wafh'd  to  fouler  ftains  !       235 
The  runfom  was  paid  down  ;  the  fund  of  heaven, 
Heaven's  inexhauftible,  exhaufted  fund, 
Amazing;,  and  amaz'd,  pour'd  forth  the  price, 
AH  price  beyond:  though  curious  to  compute, 
Archangels  fail'd  to  caft  the  mighty  fum  :  240 

Its  value  vaft,  ungrafp'd  by  minds  create, 
For  ever  hides,  and  glows,  in  the  Supreme. 

And  was  the  ranfom  paid  ?  it  was  :  and  paid 
(What  can  exalt  the  bounty  more  ?)  for  you* 
The  fun  beheld  it — no,  the  mocking  fcene  24.5 

Drove  back  his  chariot :  Midnight  veil'd  his  face  j 
Not  fuch  as  this $  not  fuch  as  nature  makes ; 
A  midnight  nature  fhudder'd  to  behold ; 
A  midnight  new!  a  dread  eclipfe  (without 
Oppoiing  fpheres)  from  her  Creator's  frown!  256 

Sun  f  didft  thou  fly  thy  Maker's  pain  ?  Or  ftart 
At  that  enormous  load  of  human  guilt, 
Which  bow'd  his  bleffed  head;  o'erwhelm'd  his  crofs  j 
Made  groan  the  centre  j  burft  earth's  marble  womb, 

With 
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With  pangs,  ftrange  pangs!  delivered  of  her  dead?  255 
Hell  howl'd  j  and  heaven  that  hour  let  fall  a  tear  5 
Heaven  wept, that  men  might  fmile !  heaven  bled, that  man 
Might  never  die  !  ■     ■ 

And  is  devotion  virtue  ?  'Tis  compelVd. 
What  heart  of  ftone  butglows  at  thoughts  like  thefe  ?  260 
Such  contemplations  mount  us  j  and  mould  mount 
The  mind  ftill  higher  5  nor  ever  glance  on  man, 
Unraptur'd,  uninflam'd. — Where  roll  my  thoughts 
To  reft  from  wonders  ?  other  wonders  rife ; 
And  ftrike  where'er  they  roll :  my  foul  is  caught :    265 
Heaven's  fovereign  bleffings,  cluttering  from  the  crofs, 
Rufh  on  her,  in  a  throng,  and  clofe  her  round, 
The  prifoner  of  amaze  !— In  his  bleft  life 
I  fee  the  path,  and  in  his  death  the  price. 
And  in  his  great  afcent  the  proof  fupreme  270 

Of  immortality.— And  did  he  rife  ? 
Hear,  O  ye  nations  !  hear  it,  O  ye  dead  1 
He  rcfe !  he  rofe  !  he  burft  the  bars  of  death. 
Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  everlafting  gates  \ 
And  give  the  king  of  glory  to  come  in.  275 

Who  is  the  king  of  glory  ?  he  who  left 
His  throne  of  glory,  for  the  pang  of  death  \ 
Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  everlafting  gates ! 
And  give  the  king  of  glory  to  come  in. 
Who  is  the  king  of  glory  ?  he  who  flew  t8o 

The  ravenous  foe,  that  gorged  all  human  race  t 
The  king  of  glory,  he,  whofe  glory  filPd 
Heaven  with  amazement  at  his  love  to  man  5 

F  4  And 
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And  with  divine  complacency  beheld 

Powers  moil  illumin'd,  wilder'd  in  the  theme.         285 

The  theme,  the  joy,  how  then  (hall  man  fuftain  ? 
Oh  the  burft  gates  !  crufh'd  fting  !  demolifh'd  throne ! 
Lad  gafp !  of  vanquifti'd  death.  Shout  earth  and  heaven  I 
This  futn  of  good  to  man.     Wbofe  nature,  then, 
Took  wing,  and  mounted  with  him  from  the  tomb !  290 
Then,  then,  I  rofe ;  then  firft  humanity 
Triumphant  paft  the  cryftal  ports  of  light, 
(Stupendous  gucft!)  and  feiz'd  eternal  youth, 
Seiz'd  in  our  name.     E'er  fince,  'tis  blafphemous 
To  call  man  mortal.     Man's  mortality  195 

Was,  then,  transferr'd  to  death ;  and  heaven's  duration 
Unalienably  feal'd  to  this  frail  frame, 
This  child  of  duft — Man,  all-immortal!  hail} 
Hail,  heaven  !  all  lavifh  of  ftrange  gifts  to  man! 
Thine  all  the  glory  ;  man's  the  boundlefs  blifs.       300 

Where  am  1  rapt  by  this  triumphant  theme, 
On  chriftian  joy's  exulting  wing,  above 
Th'  Aonian  mount! — Alas !  fmall  caufe  for  joy ! 
What  if  to  pain  immortal  ?  if  extent 
Of  being,  to  preclude  a  clofe  of  woe  ?  305 

Where,  then,  my  boaft  of  immortality  ? 
I  boaft  it  ftill,  though  cover'd  o'er  with  guilt 5 
For  guilt,  not  innocence,  his  life  he  pour'd  5 
'Tis  guilt  alone  can  juftify  his  death; 
Nor  that,  unlefs  his  death  can  juftify  310 

ltelenting  guilt  in  heaven's  indulgent  fight. 
If,  fick  of  folly,  I  relent ;  he  writes 
My  name  in  heaven,   with  that  inverted  fpear 

(Afpear 
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(A  fpear  deep-dipt  in  blood!)  which  pierc'd  his  fide, 
And  open'd  there  a  font  for  all  mankind,  315 

Who  ftrive,  who  combat  crimes,  to  drink,  and  live : 
TbtSy  only  tbis9  fubdues  the^^r  of  death. 

And  what  is  this  ? — Survey  the  wondrous  cure : 
And  at  each  ftep,  let  higher  wonder  rife ! 
"  Pardon  for  infinite  offence !  and  pardon  320 

€€  Through  means  that  fpeak  its  value  infinite  I 
**  A  pardon  bought  with  blood !  with  blood  divine  I 
**  With  blood  divine  of  him,  I  made  my  foe  1 
"  Perfifted  to  provoke !  though  woo'd,  and  aw'd, 
u  Bleft,  and  chaftis'd,  a  flagrant  rebel  ftill !  315 

««  A  rebel,  'midft  the  thunders  of  his  throne  ! 
"  Nor  I  alone  !  a  rebel  univerfe ! 
"  My  fpecies  up  in  arms !  not  one  exempt  I 
"  Yet  for  the  fouleft  of  the  foul,  he  dies, 
**  Moft  joy'd,  for  the  redeem'd  from  deepeft  guilt !     330 
"  As  if  our  race  were  held  of  higheft  rank  j 
"  And  Godhead  dearer,  as  more  kind  to  man  P% 

Bound,  every  heart !  and  every  bofom,  burn ! 
O  what  a  fcale  of  miracles  is  here ! 
Its  loweft  round,  high  planted  on  the  fkies ;  335 

Its  towering  fummit  loft  beyond  the  thought 
Of  man  or  angel !  O  that  I  could  climb 
The  wonderful  afcent,  with  equal  praife  ! 
Praife  !  flow  for  ever  (if  aftonifhment 
Will  give  thee  leave)  :    my  praife!  for  ever  flow]     340 
Praife  ardent,  cordial,  conftant,  to  high  heaven 
More  fragrant,  than  Arabia  facrinVd, 
And  all  her  fpicy  mountains  m  a  flame. 

So 
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So  dear,  fo  due  to  heaven,  fhall  praife  defcend, 
With  her  foft  plume  (from  plauji<ve  angels  wing     345 
Firft  pluck'd  by  min)  to  tickle  mortal  ears, 
Thus  diving  in  the  pockets  of  the  great  ? 
Is  praife  the  perquifite  of  every  paw, 
Though  black  as  hell,  that  grapples  well  for  gold  ? 
Oh  love  of  gold !  thou  meaneft  of  amours !  35* 

Shall  praife  her  odours  waite  on  virtue's  dead, 
Embalm  the  bafe,  perfume  the  ftench  of  guilt, 
Earn  dirty  bread  by  warning  -flsthiops  fair, 
Removing  filth,  or  linking  it  from  fight, 
A  fcavenger  in  fce/ies,  where  vacant  poflsy  35  j 

Like  gibbets  yet  untenanted,  expc& 
Their  future  ornaments  ?  From  courts  and  thrones, 
Return,  apoftate  praife !  thou  vagabond ! 
Thou  proftitute  I  to  thy  firft  leve  return, 
Thy  firil,  thy  greateft,  once  unrivald  theme.  360 

There  flow  redundant;  like  Meander  flow, 
Back  to  thy  fountain  j  to  that  Parent  Power, 
Who  gives  the  tongue  to  iound,  the  thought  to  foar, 
The  foul  to  be.     Men  homage  pay  to  n.cn, 
Thoughtlefs  beneath  whofe  dreadful  eye  they  bow  365 
In  mutual  ave  profound  of  clay  to  clay, 
Of  guilt  to  guilt ;  and  turn  their  back  on  thee, 
Great  Sire  I  whom  thrones  celeitial  ceal'eieis  ling  : 
To  proftrate  angels,  an  amazing  fcene  I 

the  preemption  of  man's  awe  for  man !  370 

»n's  Author  I  End!  Reftorer!  Law!  and  Judge! 
Be,  ail  1  day. thine,  and  thine  this  gloom  cf  mgbt, 
h  all  her  wealth,  with  all  her  radiant  woriis  : 

What, 
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What,  night  eternal,  but  a  frown  from  thee  ? 
What,  heaven's  meridian  glory,  but  thy  fmile?       375 
And  mall  not  praife  be  thine,  not  human  praife  ? 
While  heaven's  high  hoft  on  hallelujahs  live  ? 

O  may  I  breathe  no  longer,  than  I  breathe 
My  foul  in  praife  to  Him,  who  gave  my  foul, 
And  all  her  infinite  of  profpecl  fair,  380 

Cut  through  the  mades  of  hell,  great  Love!  by  thee 
Oh  moft  Adorable  !  moft  Unador'd ! 
Where  /hall  that  praife  begin,  which  ne'er  mould  end? 
Where'er  I  turn,  what  claim  on  all  applaufe ! 
How  is  night's  fable  mantle  laboured  o'er,  385 

How  richly  wrought  with  attributes  divine ! 
What  ivifdom  mines  !  what  love !  this  midnight  pomp, 
This  gorgeous  arch,  with  golden  worlds  inlay'd ! 
Built  with  divine  ambition  !  nought  to  thee  5 
For  others  this  profufion :  Thou,  apart,  390 

Above !  beyond  !  Oh  tell  me,  mighty  Mind  \ 
Where  art  thou  ?  Shall  I  dive  into  the  deep  ? 
Call  to  the  fun ,  or  afk  the  roaring  winds, 
For  their  Creator  ?  Shall  I  queftion  loud 
The  thunder,  if  in  that th'  Almighty  dwells?         395 
Or  holds  He  furious^or/BJ  in  ftreighten'd  reins, 
And  bids  fierce  whirlwinds  wheel  his  rapid  car? 

What  mean  thcfe  queftions  ?— Trembling  I  retrafrj 
My  proftrare  foul  adores  the  prefent  God : 
Praife  I  a  diftant  deity  ?  He  tunes  400 

My  voice  (if  tun'd);  the  nerve,  that  writes,  fuftains; 
Wrapt  in  his  being,  I  refound  his  praife : 
But  though  pad  all  difrus'd,  without  a  more, 

His 
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A*  fh<4t  t/>  central  hor;or%}  he  lock*  dowa 
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'i  fa/ugh  ni'/hl  *tr.r.urnr/tr*d  worlds  ti&foMs  to  view, 
fontff'tkh  trtvli'm  f  what  art  thou  ?  A  beam, 
A  ffl'.re  »fAwrtft»  of  hi*  mzjt&y:  420 

Aw\  (tail  an  atom  of  this  atom -world 
Muf  ftr,  in  duft  as  A  fin,  the  theme  of  heaven  > 
frown  to  the  csntrc  ffr/uid  I  fend  n:y  thought 
'J  hrou^h  b#.d*  of  flittering  ore,  and  glowing  gems, 
Their  br^r'A  hinzc  want*  luftre  for  my  Jay  j        425 
</oe«  out  in  darknef.*  j  if,  on  towering  wing, 
1  ft  rid  it  through  the  boujullcfs  vault  of  liars ! 
The  i\'AY%f  though  itch,  what  drofs  their  gold  to  /to, 
Great!  good!  wifv!  wonderful!  eternal  King! 
If  to  thofc  conf anus  fiat t  thy  throne  around,  430 

JVaiff  rvcr-pouring,  and  imbibing  blifs; 
And  afk  their  ftrain  j  they  want  it,  ;tw?r/  they  want, 
Poor  their  abundance,  humble  their  fublime, 

Languid 
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Languid  their,  energy,  their  ardour  cold, 

Indebted  ftill,  their  higheft  rapture  burns  j  435 

Short  of  its  mark,  defective,  though  divine. 

Still  more-*— This  theme  is  man's,  and  man's  alone ) 
Their  vaft  appointments  reach  it  not  j  they  fee 
On  earth  a  bounty  not  indulged  on  high  $ 
And  downward  look  for  heaven's  fuperior  praife  I  440 
Firft-born  of  Ether  1  high  in  fields  of  light  t 
View  man,  to  fee  the  glory  of  your  God ! 
Could  angels  envy,  they  had  envy'd  here} 
And  fome  didtnvj}  and  the  reft,  though  gods, 
Yet  ftill  gods  unredeemed  (there  triumphs  man,       445 
Tempted  to  weigh  the  duft  againft  the  Ikies) 
They  lefs  would  feel,  though  more  adorn,  my  theme. 
They  fung  Creation  (for  in  that  they  ftiar'd)  ; 
How  rofe  in  melody,  that  child  of  love! 
Creation's  great  fuperior,  man !  is  thine  3  459 

Thine  is  redemption  5  they  juft  gave  the  key  : 
*Tis  thine  to  raife,  and  eternize,  the  fang; 
Though  human,  yet  divine  ;  for  fhould  not  this 
Raife  man  o'er  man,  and  kindle  ieraphs  here? 
Redemption  !  't  was  creation  more  fublime ;  455 

Redemption  !  't  was  the  labour  of  the  (kies  5 
Far  more  than  labour— It  was  death  in  heaven. 
A  truth  fo  ftrange !  't  were  bold  to  think  it  true  \ 
If  not  far  bolder  ftill  to  tftfteliere ! 

£fcri  paufe,and  ponder :  was  there  death  in  heaven  ?  460 
What  then  on  earth  ?  On  earth,  which ftruck  the  blow? 
Who  ftruck  it  ?  Who  ?— O  how  is  man  enlarged 
Seen  through  this  medium  1  how  the  pigmy  towers ! 

4  How 
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Through  all  their  fouls  j  but  not  in  equal  dream, 

Profufe,  or  frugal,  of  th*  afpiring  God,  5*5 

As  his  wife  plan  demanded  ;  and  when  paft 

Their  various  trials  in  their  various  fpheres; 

If  they  continue  rational,  as  made, 

Reforbs  them  all  into  Himfelf  again ; 

His  throne  their  centre,  and  his  f mile  their  crown.    530 

Why  doubt  we,  then,  the  glorious  truth  to  fing, 
Though  yet  unfung,  as  deem'd,  perhaps,  too  bold  ? 
Angels  are  men  of  a  fuperior  kind ; 
Angels  are  men  in  lighter  habit  clad, 
High  o'er  celeftial  mountains  wing' d  in  flight  j         ,535 
And  men  are  angels,  loaded  for  an  hour, 
Who  wade  this  miry  vale,  and  climb  with  pain, 
And  flippery  ftep,   the  bottom  of  the  fteep. 
Angels  their  failings,  mortals  have  their  praife ; 
While  Here,  of  corps  ethereal,  fuch  enrolPd,  540 

And  fummon'd  to  the  glorious  Standard  foon, 
Which  flames  eternal  crimfon  through  the  ikies. 
Nor  are  our  brothers  thoughtlefs  of  their  kin, 
Yet  abfent  j  but  not  abfent  from  their  love. 
Michael  has  fought  our  battles ;  Raphael  fung         545 
Our  triumphs  j  Gabriel  on  our  errands  flown, 
Sent  by  the  Sovereign :  and  are  thefe,  O  man ! 
Thy  friends,  thy  warm  allies  ?  and  Thou  (fhame  burn 
The  cheek  to  cinder!)  rival  to  the  brute  ? 

Religion  's  All.     Defcending  from  the  fkies  550 

To  wretched  man,  the  goddefs  in  her  left, 
Holds  out  this  world,  and,  in  her  right,  the  next  j 
Religion !  the  iole  voucher  man  is  man  j 

Supporter 
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Supporter  fole  of  man  above  himfelf ; 

Ev'n  in  this  night  of  frailty,  change,  and  death,    555 

She  gives  the  foul  a  foul  that  a6ts  a  god. 

Religion  1  Providence  1  an  After- (late! 

Here  is  firm  footing  ;  here  is  folid  rock ! 

This  can  fupport  us  ;  all  is  fea  befidcs  ; 

Sinks  under  us;  beftorms,  and  then  devours.  560 

His  hand,  the  good  man  fattens  on  the  flcies, 

And  bids  earth  roll,  nor  feels  her  idle  whirl. 

As  when  a  wretch,  from  thick,  polluted  air, 
Darknefs,  and  ftench,  and  fuffocating  damps, 
And  dungeon -horrors,  by  kind  fate,  difcharg'd,     565 
Climbs  fome  fair  eminence,  where  ether  pure 
Surrounds  him,  and  Elyfian  profpe&s  rife, 
His  heart  euxlts,  his  fpirits  caft  their  load; 
As  if  new-born,  he  triumphs  in  the  change  ; 
So  joys  the  foul,  when,  from  inglorious  aims,         570 
And  fordid  fweets,  from  feculence  and  froth 
Of  tics  terreftrial,  fet  at  large,  (he  mounts 
To  Reafons  region,  her  own  element, 
Breathes  hopes  immortal,  and  afFe&s  the  Ikies. 

Religion!  thou  the  foul  of  happinefs  ;  575 

And,  groaning  Calvary,  of  thee  I  There  mine 
The  nobleft  truths ;  there  ftrongeft  motives  fting ; 
There  facred  violence  aflaults  the  foul ; 
There,  nothing  but  compulfion  is  forborn. 
Can  love  allure  us  ;  or  can  terror  awe  ?  580 

He  weeps  ! — the  falling  drop  puts  out  the  fun; 
He  fighs — the  figh  earth's  deep  foundation  ihakes. 
If  in  his  love  fo  terrible,  what  then 

Vol.  II.  G  His 
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M/  f<****'«  **r*ht*'*tnr  \t*'-*i*ittf  T^rv^Ss;:— «cy  TBuraiL 
M7  .,;?>?*  ">  'ffrVW**  >ff/>  r,-.?  ,rt€  sn  e&task!!  550 

M7  Vr»£  ♦-.■frvb  4"'"»* '  V""'*  4«rc«gas  cssrwcrt 
P**+*t'pyf  t't*  fh'/*i  »o  ly*k.  *^y  pratie! 
tfr  h*h'/m  4'ny  yt<t\>f*w\  of  !'we  *.t*  man- 
T*»  •»»*«  **f  w*n  *M  m**T*tif  r*  r.  :orat; 
M7  far rifi'—  l  my  ih*M  !— whit  !;iir,£»  arc  these !      5:5 
Wfnt<Wirf  rhw  y  )ry  whit  r*asne/haiiIca*iTaeer 
tin*-*  1  fb*  n*m*  'kvo«if  'trchangeU  uie, 
fjnttu*  vrth*n%e)*  (bouM  the  name  enjoy, 
Wy  »*»"  <<nriv*J  /I )  fh/nifanjU  more  fubiilRe, 
fW/rt**  talf  fo  '1«"»»r,  ;t*th'4t,  which,  though  unipoke,  6oo 
fttill  yrUr+f*  '4i1)"t*rl  ■.  <)  how  omnipotence 
U  loft  »n  Utvf  l    I  hou  gr^at  i'hilanthropift ! 
VrtUer  of  JhvrU  1  liiif  fhr  friend  of  man! 
Iitr  Jur#,b,  fond<-P  of  the  younger  born! 
'I  Hon,  ■/•/tio»li/U»  bvr  Immi,  fnutch.  the  fmoking  brand  605 
Prow  out  tlir  rtiitri'r*,  :m/i  quench  it  in  thy  blood! 
How  4H  thou  j»l**.i*'d,  by  bounty  jo  diftrefs ! 
'!'»  ni.it*-  tin  ^ir»jiti  brnrath  our  gratitude, 
'f  00  big  f'.#r  bit-ill  I  to  favour,  and  confound; 
To  '  lullri^r,  ,md  to  diftance  all  return!  610 

Of  lnvirti  Urvt*  ftnp*ivlou»  height*  to  foar, 
hive  praiff  printing  in  the  diftant  vale! 
Alt,  too  great,  defrauds  thee  of  thy  due ; 

And 
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And  facrilegtous  our  fublimeft  (bug. 

Bat  fince  the  naked  *wiU  obtains  thy  fmile,  613 

Beneath  this  monument  of  pr&iie  *#/W, 

And  future  life  fymphonious  to  my  drain, 

(That  nobleft  hymn  to  heaven !)  for  ever  lie 

IntomVd  my  f€*r  of  dtttfb !  and  every  fear. 

The  dread  of  every  evil,  but  Thy  frown.  611 

Whom  lee  I  yonder,  lb  demurely  iiniie  ? 
Laughter  a  labour,  and  might  break  their  reft. 
Ye  quietifts,  in  homage  to  the  ikies  1 
Serene !  of  foft  addrefs  !  who  mildly  make 
An  unobtrufive  tender  of  your  hearts,  6*5 

Abhorring  violence !  who  kalt  indeed  $ 
But,  for  the  blciling,  *wreflle  not  with  heaven  ! 
Think  you  my  fong  too  turbulent  ?  too  warm r 
Are  pajfwnsy  then,  the  pagans  of  the  foul } 
Reafon  alone  baptiz'd  ?  alone  or  Jain  d  630 

To  touch  things  facred  \  Oh  for  warmer  Hill  I 
Guilt  chills  my  zeal,  and  age  benumbs  my  power*  j 
Oh  for  an  humbler  heart  I  and  prouder  long ! 
Thou,  my  much-injur'd  theme  !  with  that  foft  eye 
Which  melted  o'er  doomed  Salem,  deign  to  look     635 
Companion  to  the  coldnefs  of  my  bread  \ 
And  pardon  to  the  winter  in  my  drain. 

Oh  ye  cold-hearted,  frozen,  fonnuJifh! 
On  fuch  a  theme,  'tis  impious  to  be  calm  j 
Paffion  is  reafon,  tranfport  temper,  here.  649 

Shall  heaven,  which  gave  us  ardour,  and  has  mown 
Her  own  for  man  lo  itrongly,  not  dildain 
What  lmooth  cnvoll ients  in  theology, 

G  %  Recumbent 
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Recumbent  virtue's  downy  do&ors,  preach ; 

That  profe  of  piety,  a  lukewarm  praife  ?  645 

Rife  odours  fweet  from  incenie  uninflamd? 

Devotion,  when  lukewarm,  is  undercut; 

But  when  k  glows,  its-heat-  is  {truck  to  heaven  5 

To  human  hearts  her  golden  harps  are  lining 5 

High  heaven's  orchefira  chaunts  amen  to  man.        ^65* 

Hear  I,  or  dream  I  hear,  their  diftant  ftrain, 
Sweet  to  the  foul,  and  taftingftrong  of  heaven, 
Soft-wafted  on  celeftial  pitjs  plume, 
Through  the  vaft  fpaces  of  the  univerfe, 
To  chear  me  in  this  melancholy  gloom  ?  655 

Oh  when  will  death  (now  ftinglefs),  like  a  friend, 
Admit  me  of  their  choir  ?  O  when  will  death 
This  mouldering,  old,  partition -wall  throw  down  > 
Give  beings,  one  in  nature,  one  abode? 
Oh  death  divine  !  that  giv'ft  us  to  the  fkies  !  660 

GxtdX  future  \  glorious  patron  of  the  pajf, 
And  prefent !  when  (hall  I  thy  fhrine  adore? 
From  nature's  continent)  immenfely  wide, 
Jmmenfely  bleft,  this  little  ijleof  life. 
This  dark,  incarcerating  colony,  6^5 

Divides  us.    iiappy  day!    that  breaks  our  chain  j 
That  manumits)  that  calls  from  exile  home; 
That  leads  to  nature's  great  metropolis, 
Andre-admits  us,  thifcugh  the  guardian  hand 
«Of  elder  brothers,  to  our  Father's  throne;  670 

Who  hears  our  Advocate,  and,  through  his  wounds 
Beholding  man,  allows  that  tender  name. 
*Tit  this  makes  CbriJHan  triumph  a  command  ; 

'Ti» 
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fTis  this  makes  joy  a  duty  to  the  wife  j 

*T*s  impious  in  a  good  man  to  be  fad.  675 

See  thou,  Lorenzo  1  where  hangs  all  our  hope  ? 
Touched  by  the  Croft,  we  live  $  or,  more  than  die  j 
That  /0#r£  which  touchd  not  angels ;  more  divine 
Than  that  which  touch'd  confufion  into  form, 
And  darlcnefs  into  glory ;  partial  touch  I  6SO 

Ineffably  pre-eminent  regard! 
Sacred  to  man,  and  fowreign  through  the  whole 
Long  golden  chain  of  miracles,  which  hangs 
From  heaven  through  all  duration,  and  fupports 
In-  one  illuftrious  and  amazing  plan,  685 

Thy  welfare,  nature  I  and  thy  God's  renown ; 
That  touch,  with  charm  ecleftial,  heals  the  foul 
Difeas'd,  drives  pain  from  guilt,  lights  life  in  death, 
Turns  earth  to  heaven,  to  heavenly  thrones  transforms 
The  ghnftly  ruins  of  the  mouldering  tomb.  690 

Doft  aflc  me  when  ?  When  he  who  dy'd  returns  5 
Returns,  how  changed  I    Where  then  the  man  of  woe  r 
In  glory's  terrors  all  the  Godhead  burns  j 
And  all  his  courts,  exhaufted  by  the  tide 
Of  deities  triumphant  in  his  train,  695 

Leave  a  ftupendous  folitude  in  heaven; 
RcpleniuYd  foon,  repleniuYd  with  incrcafe 
Of  pomp,  and  multitude ;  a  radiant  band 
Of  an^eis  new;  of  angels  from  the  tomb. 

Is  this  by  fancy  thrown  remote  j  and  rife  70* 

Park  doubts  between  the  promifc  and  event  ? 
I  fend  thee  not  to  volumes  for  thy  cure  j 
Head  Nature;  Nature  is  a  friend  to  truth  j 

G   3  Nature 
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Nature  is  Cbrifiian  j  preaches  to  mankind; 

And  bids  dead  matter  aid  us  in  our  creed.  705 

Haft  tbou  ne'er  feen  the  comet's  flaming  flight  ? 

Th'  illuftrious  ftrznger  patting,  terror  fheds 

On  gazing  nations  j  from  his  fiery  train 

Of  length  enormous,  takes  his  ample  round 

Through  depths  of  ether;  coafts  unnumber'd  worlds,  710 

Of  more  than1  folar  glory ;  doubles  wide 

Heaven's  mighty  cape  ;  and  then  revifits  earth, 

From  th«  long  travel  of  a  thou fand  years. 

Thus,  at  the  deftin'd  period,  mail  return 

He,  once  on  earth,  who  bids  the  comet  blaze:         715 

And,  with  Him,  all  our  triumph  o'er  the  tomb. 

Nature  is  dumb  on  this  important  point j 
Or  hope  precarious  in  low  whifper  breathes ; 
Faith  fpeaks  aloud,  diftincl;  ev'n  adders  hear; 
But  turn,  and  dart  into  the  dark  again.  720 

Yaitb  builds  a  bridge  acrois  the  gulph  of  death, 
To  break  the  ftiock  blind  nature  cannot  fhun, 
And  lands  thought  fmoothly  on  the  farther  more. 
Death's  terror  is  the  moun tain  faitk  removes  ; 
That  mountain  barrier  between  man  and  peace.        725 
%'Vhfaitb  difarms  dcftruclion  j  and  abfolves 
From  every  clamorous  charge,  the  guiltlefs  tomb. 

Why  disbelieve  ?  Lorenzo  ! — "  Reafon  bids, 
"  AU-facred  reafon."— Hold  herfacred  ftill; 
^Nor  (halt  thou  want  a  rival  in  thy  flame  :  730 

•  All-Acred  rtafon !  fource,  and  foul,  of  all 
Demanding  praife,  on  earth,  or  earth  above  i 
My  heart  is  thine :  deep  in  its  intnoft  folds, 
>  Live 
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Live  thou  with  life  5  live  dearer  of  the  two. 

Wear  I  the  bleffed  Crofs,  by  fortune  ftamp'd  735 

On  paflive  nature,  before  thought  was  born  ? 

My  birth's  blind  bigot !  ftYd  with  local  zeal ! 

No  ;  reafon  re-baptis'd  me  when  adult ; 

Weighed  true,  and  falfe,  in  her  impartial  fcale; 

My  heart  became  the  convert  of  my  head  5  746 

And  made  that  choice,  which  once  was  but  my  fate. 

"  On  argument  alone  my  faith  is  built :" 

Reafon  purfued  is  faith ;  and,  unpurfued 

Where  proof  invites,  'tis  reafon,  then,  no  more : 

And  fuch  our  proof  That,  or  our  faith  is  right,     745 

Or  reafon  lies,  and  heaven  defign'd  it  "wrong : 

Abfolve  we  This  ?  What,  then,  is  blafphemy  ? 

Fond  as  we  are,  and  juftly  fond,  of  faith, 
Reafon,  we  grant,  demands  our  firft  regard  ; 
The  mother  honourM,  as  the  daughter  dear.  750 

Reafon  the  root,  fair  faith  is  but  the  flower  5 
The  fading  flower  fhall  die  ;  but  reafon  lives 
Immortal,  as  her  Father  in  the  fkies. 
When  faith  is  virtue,  reafon  makes  it  fo. 
Wrong  not  the  Chriftian  ;  think  not  reafon  yours:  755 
*Tis  reafon  our  great  M after  holds  fo  dear  5 
*Tis  reafotCs  injur'd  rights  His  wrath  refents; 
*Tis  reafon  s  voice  obey'd  His  glories  crown  j 
To  give  loft  reafon  life,  He  pour'd  his  own: 
Believe,  and  mew  the  reafon  of  a  man  5  760 

Believe,  and  tafte  the  pleafure  of  a  God  ; 
Believe,  and  look  with  triumph  on  the  tomb 1 
Through  reafon 'j  wounds  alone  t\\y  faith  can  die  | 
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Which  dying,  tenfold  terror  gives  to  death. 

And  dips  in  venom  his  twice-mortal  fting.  765 

Learn  hence  what  honours,  what  loud  p*ans,  due 
To  thofe,  who  pufh  our  antidote  afide ; 
Thofe  boafted  friends  to  reafon,  and  to  man, 
Whofe  fatal  love  ftabs  every  joy,  and  leaves 
Death's  terror  heighten'd,  gnawing  on  his  heart.     770 
Theie  pompous  fons  of  reafon  idoli/'d 
And  vijify'd  at  once ;  of  reafon  dead, 
Then  deify'd,  as  monarchs  were  of  old ; 
What  conduct  plants  proud  laurels  on  their  brow  ? 
While  love  of  truth  through  all  their  camp  refounds,  775 
They  draw  pride  s  curtain  o'er  the  noon-tide-ray, 
Spike  up  their  inch  of  reafon,  on  the  point 
Of  philolbphic  wit,  caltd  Argument  j 
And  then,  exulting  in  their  taper,  cry, 
"  Behold  the  fun  :"  and,  Indian-like,  adore.  7S0 

Talk  they  of  morals  ?  O  thou  bleeding  Love  ! 
Thcu  maker  of  ne<w  morals  to  mankind  ! 
The  grand  morality  is  love  of  Thee. 
As  wife  as  Socrates,  if  fuch  they  were, 
(Nor  will  they  'bate  of  that  fublime  renown)  785 

As  wife  as  Socrates,  might  juftly  ftand 
The  definition  of  a  modern  fool. 

A  Chriftian  is  the  higheft  ftile  of  man  : 
And  is  there,  who  the  blefled  Crofs  wipes  off, 
As  a  foul  blot  from  his  difhonour'd  brow  ?  79© 

If  angels  tremble,  'tis  at  fuch  a  fight : 
The  wretch  they  quit,  defponding  of  their  charge, 
More  ftruck  with  grief  or  wonder,  who  can  tell  ? 
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Ye  fold  to  fenfe !  ye  citizens  of  earth  I 
(For  fuch  alone  the  Chriftian  banner  fly)  795. 

Know  ye  how  wife  your  choice,  how  great  your  gain? 
Behold  the  picture  of  earth's  happieft  man : 
"  He  calls  his  wifh,  it  comes  j  he  fends  it  back, 
< '  And  fays,  he  call'd  another ;  that  arrives, 
"  Meets  the  fame  welcome  j  yet  he  ftill  calls  on  5    800 
"  Till  on£  calls  him,  who  varies  not  his  call, 
"  But  holds  him  faft,  in  chains  of  darknefs  bound, 
"  Till  nature  dies,  and  judgment  fets  him  frees. 
"  A  freedom  far  le£s  welcome  than  his  chain." 

But  grant  man  happy ;  grant  him  happy  longj    805 
Add  to  life's  higheft  prize  her  lateft  hour^ 
That  hour,  fo  late,  is  nimble  in  approach, 
That,  like  a  poft,  comes  on  in  full  career  : 
How  fwift  the  (huttle  flies,  that  weaves  thy  fliroud ! 
Where  is  the  fable  of  thy  former  years  ?  810 

Thrown  down  the  gulph  of  time  ;  as  far  from  Thee 
As  ihey  had  ne'er  been  thine ;  the  day  in  hand, 
Like  a  bird  draggling  to  get  loofe,  is  going; 
Scarce  now  poffefs'd,  fo  fuddenly  'tis  gone  j 
And  each  fwift  moment  fled,  is  death  advanc'd         815 
By  ftrides  as  fwift :  Eternity  is  All ; 
And  whofe  Eternity  ?  Who  triumphs  there  ? 
Bathing  for  ever  in  the  font  of  blifs  ! 
For  ever  baiking  in  the  Deity ! 
Lorenzo  !  who  ? — Thy  confcience  (hall  reply.  820 

O  give  it  leave  to  fpeak ;  't  will  fpeak  ere  long, 
Thy  leave  unafle'd :  Lorenzo !  hear  it  now, 
While  ufeful  its  advice,  its  accent  mild. 

By 
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By  the  grest  ed&,  the  4rnmc  decree, 
Truth  is  depofited  with  man's  laf  btmr\  825 

An  boaet  boor,  and  faithful  tobertruAi 
Truth,  elcfet daughter  of  the  Doty; 
Truth,  of  hst  conceit,  when  he  made  the  worlds ; 
Nor  left,  when  he  fltail  judge  the  worlds  he  made ; 
Though  fiient  long,  and  fleeping  ne'er  Jo  found,       S30 
Smothered  with  errors,  and  opprelVd  with  tors. 
That  heavtn-commiflioif  d  boor  no  fooner  call?, 
But,  from  her  eartrn  in  the  foci's  abvfs, 
Like  him  they  fable  undtr  ^tna  whelm  *df 
The  goddefs,  burfts  in  thunder,  zrA  in  flame;         S35 
Loudly  convinces,  and  feverery  pains. 
Dark  (Lrmons  I  difcharge,  and  Hydra  ftings ; 
The  keen  vibration  of  bright  truth — is  Hell : 
Juft  definition  !  though  by  fchools  untiught. 
"Ye  deaf  to  truth !  perufe  this  Parfon'd  page,  840 

And  truft,  for  once,  a  prophet,  and  a  pnert ; 
**  Men  may  I'uuc  fcols,  but  fools  they  cannot  die" 
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NIGHT   THE    FIFTH. 
THE      RELAPSE. 

T  O    T  H  E 
RIGHT  HON.  THE  EARL  OF  LITCHFIELD. 

LORENZO!  to  recriminate  is  juft. 
Fondneis  for  fame  is  avarice  of  air. 
I  grant  the  man  is  vain  who  writes  for  praife. 
Praife  no  man  e'er  deferv'd,  who  fought  no  more. 

As  juft  \\iyfecond  charge.    I  grant  the  Mufe  $, 

Has  often  blufht  at  her  degenerate  fons, 
Retain'd  by  fenfe  to  plead  her  filthy  caufe  $ 
To  raifc  the  low,  to  magnify  the  mean. 
And  fubtilize  the  grofs  into  refinM  : 
As  if  to  magic  numbers*  powerful  charm  ia 

"Twas  given,  to  make  a  civet  of  their  fong 
Obfcene,  and  fweeten  ordure  to  perfume. 
Wit,  a  true  pagan,  deifies  the  brute, 
And  lifts  our  fwine-enjoyments  from  the  mire. 

The  fact  notorious,  nor  obfeure  the  caufe.  15 

We  wear  the  chains  of  pleafure,  and  of  pride. 
Tbefe  fhare  the  man ;  and  thefe  diftracl:  him  too ; 
Draw  different  .ways,  and  clam  in  their  commands. 
Pride ,  like  an  eagle,  builds  among  the  ftars  j 
But  fleafure,  lark-like,  nefts  upon  the  ground.        to 
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Joys  (harM  by  brute-creation,  pride  refents  § 

PUafure  embraces  :  Man  would  both  enjoy, 

And  both  at  once :  a  point  how  hard  to  gain  !  * 

But,  what  can't  wit,  when  ftung  by  ftrong  defire  > 

Wit  dares  attempt  this  arduous  enterprize.  25 

Since  joys  of  fenfe  can't  rife  to  rcaforis  tafte  j 
In  {\ibt\cfopbiftrys  laborious  forge, 
Wit  hammers  out  a  reafon  new,  that  (loops 
Tq  fordid  fcenes,  and  meets  them  with  applaufe. 
Wit  calls  the  graces  the  chafte  zone  to  loofe  $  30 

Nor  lefs  than  a  plump  god  to  fill  the  bowl : 
A  thoufand  phantoms,  and  a  thoufand  fpells,  . 
A  thoufand  opiates  fcatters,  to  delude, 
To  fafcinate,  inebriate,,  lay  a  deep, 
And  the  fool'd  mind  delightfully  confound*  35 

Thus  that  which  (hock'd  the  judgment,  faocks  no  more  y 
That  which  gave  pride  offence,,  no. more  offends. 
PUafure  and  pride,  by  nature  mortal  foes, 
At  war  eternal,  which  in  man  mall  reign, 
By  ivif  s  addrefs,  patch  up  a  fatal  peace,  40 •• 

And  hand  in  hand  lead  on  the  rank  debauch, 
From  rank,  rehVd  to  delicate  and  gay. 
Art,  curfed  art !  wipes  off  th'  indebted  biufh 
From  nature's  cheek,  and  bronzes  every  (name. 
Man  fmiles  in  ruin,  glories  in  his  guilt,  45 

And  infamy  (lands  candidate  for  prai£e. 

All  writ  by  man  in  favour  of  the  foul, 
The fe  fenfual  ethics  far,  in  bulk,  tranfeend. 
The  flowers  of  eloquence,  profufely  pour  d 
Q"er  fpotted  yice,  fill  half  the  lelter'd  world.  .    50 

Can 
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Can  powers  of  gen  his  exorcife  their  page, 
And  confecrate  enormities  with  fong  ? 

But  let  not  thefe  inexpiable  drains 
Condemn  the  Mufe  that  knows  her  dignity  5 
Nor  meanly  ftcps  at  time,  but  holds  the  world  53 

As  'tis,  in  nature's  ample  -field,  a  point, 
A  point  in  her  efteem  ;  from  whence  to  ftart, 
And  run  *he  round  of  univerfal  fpace, 
To  vifit  Being  univerfal  there, 

And  Being's  Source,  that  utmoft  flight  of  mind  !      6© 
Yet,  fpite  of  this  fo  vaft  circumference, 
Well  knows,  but  what  is  moral,  nought  is  great* 
Sing  Jyrens  only  ?  Do  not  angels  fing  ? 
There  is  in  foejy  a  decent  pride, 

Which  well  becomes  her  when  fhe  fpeak-s  to  profe,    65 
Her  younger  fifter ;  haply,  net  more  wife. 

Think'ft  thou,  Lorenzo!  to  find  paftimes  here  ? 
No  guilty  paflion  blown  into  a  flame, 
No  foible  flatter'd,  dignity  difgrae'd, 
Wo  fairy  field  of  fiction,  all  on  flower,  70 

No  rainbow  colours,  here,  or  filkcn  tale  : 
But  folemn  counfels,  images  of  awe, 
Truths,  which  eternity  lets  fall  on  man 
With  double  weight,  through  thefe  revolving  fpheres, 
This  death-deep  filence,  and  incumbent  made  :   ,      75 
Thoughts,  fuch  as  fhall  revifit  your  laft  hour  j 
Vifit  uncalPd,  and  live  when  life  expires  5 
And  thy  dark  pencil,  midnight  I  darker  ftill 
In  melancholy  dipt,  embrowns  the  whole. 
Yet  this,  even  this,  my  laughter -loving  friends  !  "So 

Lorenzo  ( 
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Lorenzo  !  and  thy  brothers  of  the  fmile  ! 
If,  what  imports  you  moft,  can  moft  engage, 
Shall  fteal  your  ear,  and  chain  you  to  ray  fong. 
Or  if  you  fail  me,  know,  the  wife  mall  tafte 
The  truths  I  fing  j  the  truths  I  fing  mail  feel  j  85 

And,  feeling,  give  affent ;  and  their  afTent 
Is  ample  recompence  j  is  more  than  praife. 
But  chiefly  thine,  O  Litchfield  !  nor  miftakej 
Think  not  un-introdue'd  I  force  my  way ; 
Narciflfa,  not  unknown,  not  unally'd,  90 

By  virtue,  or  by  blood,  illuftrious  youth  ! 
To  thee,  from  blooming  amaranthine  bowers, 
Where  all  the  language  harmony,  defcends 
?  UncallM,  and  alks  admittance  for  the  Mule  : 
-  A  Mufe  that  will  not  pain  thee  with  thy  praife  ;        95 

♦  Thy  praife  (he  drops,  by  nobler  ftill  inlpir'd. 

O  Thou  !  Bleft  Spirit !  whether  the  fupreme, 
Great  antemundane  Father  !  in  whofe  breaft 

•  Embryo  creation,  unborn  being,  dwelt, 

And  all  its  various  revolutions  roll'd  100 

Prefent,  though  future  5  prior  to  themfeives ; 
Whofe  breath  can  blow  it  into  nought  again  ; 
Or,  from  his  throne  fome  delegated  power, 
Who,  ftudious  of  our  peace,  doft  turn  the  thought 
From  vain  and  vile,  to  folid  and  fublime  !  105 

Unfeen  thou  lead'ft  me  to  delicious  draughts 
Of  infpiration,  from  a  purer  ftream, 
And  fuller  of  the  god,  than  that  which  burft 
From  fanTd  Caftalia  :  nor  is  yet  allay'd 
My  facred  thirft  j  though  long  my  foul  has  rang'd    no 
4.  Through 
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Through  pleafmg  paths  of  moral,  and  divine, 
By  thee  fuftain'd,  and  lighted  by  the  Stars. 

By  them  beft  lighted  are  the  paths  of  thought ; 
flights  are  their  days,  their  moft  illumin'd  hours. 
By  day,  the  foul,  o'crborne  by  life's  career,  115 

Stunn'd  by  the  din,  and  giddy  with  the  glare, 
Reels  far  from  reafon,  joftled  by  the  throng. 
By  day  the  foul  is  paflive,  all  her  thoughts 
Imposed,  precarious,  broken  ere  mature. 
By  night,  from  objects  free,  from  paflion  cool,        120 
Thoughts  uncontrol'd,  and  unimprefs'd,  the  births 
Of  pure  election,  arbitrary  range, 
Not  to  the  limits  of  one  world  confin'd  ; 
But  from  ethereal  travels  light  on  earth, 
As  voyagers  drop  anchor,  for  repofe.  125 

Let  Indians,  and  the  gay,  like  Indians,  fond 
Of  featherd  fopperies,  the  fun  adore  : 
Darknefs  has  more  divinity  for  me  j 
It  (hikes  thought  inward  ;  it  drives  back  the  foul 
To  fettle  on  Herfelf,  our  point  fupreme !  1 30 

There  lies  our  theatre  !  there  fits  our  judge. 
Darknefs  the  curtain  drops  o'er  life's  dull  fcene  5 
'Tis  the  kind  hand  of  Providence  ftretcht  out 
'Twixt  man  and  vanity ;  'tis  reafon* s  reign, 
And  'virtue" 's  too ;  thefe  tutelary  fhades  1 35     , 

Are  man's  afylum  from  the  tainted  throng. 
Night  is  the  good  man's  friend,  and  guardian  tooj 
It  no  lefs  refcues  virtue,  than  infpires* 

Virtue,  for  ever  frail,  as  fair,  below. 
Her  tender  nature  fufters  in  the  croud,  14.0 

Nor 
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A  :uide^  rivtr,  to  res  throblrir^  heir:, 
Of  cmji  rannur,  cr  vxf'jri  J?  >*. 
We  ice,  wf  bear,  with  peril ;  /ey-y  dwells 
Remote  from  wtmkitmJ*,  the  world  s  a  fchool 
Of  wraqr,  ind  what  proficients  xVsrm  around  !      165 
We  mn\  cr  imitate,  or  difapprove ; 
lEtii  their  accomplices,  or  foes  ; 

ias  oar  innocence  \  this  wounds  our  peace. 
Fmnt  nafmr*t  birth,  hence,  mfiam  has  been  xinit 
JMfc  freet  reeds,  and  languiflbt  for  die  (hade.        170 

This 
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This-facred  (hade,  and  folitude,  what  is  it? 
'Tis  the  felt  prefencc  of  the  Deity. 
Few  are  the  faults  we  flatter  when  alone. 
Vice  finks  in  her  allurements,  is  ungilt, 
And  looks,  like  other  objects,  black  by  night.       175 
By  night  an  Atheift  half-believes  a  God. 

Night  is  fair  virtue's  immemorial  friend  ; 
The  confcious  moon,  through  every  diftant  age, 
Has  held  a  lamp  to  <wifdomy  and  let  fall, 
On  contemplation's  eye,  her  purging  ray.  180 

The  fam'd  Athenian,  he  who  woo'd  from  heaven 
Pbilofipby  the  fair,  to  dwell  with  men, 
And  form  their  manners,  not  inflame  their  pride, 
While  o'er  his  head,  as  fearful  to  moleft 
His  labouring  mind,  the  ftars  in  filence  Aide,  1*5 

And  feem  all  gazing  on  their  future  gueft, 
See  him  foliciting  his  ardent  fuit 
In  private  audience :  all  the  live-long  night, 
Rigid  in  thought,  and  motionlefs,  he  (lands  5 
Nor  quits  his  theme,  or  pofture,  till  the  fun  19% 

(Rude  drunkard  rifing  rofy  from  the  main  !) 
Difturbs  his  nobler  intellectual  beam, 
And  gives  him  to  the  tumult  of  the  world. 
Hail,  precious  moments  !  ftorn  from  the  black  wafte 
Of  murder' d  time  !  Aufpicious  midnight !  hail  I      1 9$ 
The  world  excluded,  every  paflion  hum, 
And  open'd  a  calm  intercourie  with  heaven, 
Here  the  foul  fits  in  council ;  ponders  pafl9 
fredeftines  future  action  j  fees,  not  feels, 
.tumultuous  life,  and  reafons  with  the  form  j         «eo 

Vol.  II.  H  All 
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All  her  lyes  anfwers,  and  thinks  down  her  charms. 

What  aweful  joy  !  What  mental  liberty  \ 
I  am  not  pent  in  darknefs ;  rather  fay 
(If  not  too  bold)  in  darknefs  I'm  embowered. 
Delightful  gloom  !  the  cluttering  thoughts  around  205 
Spontaneous  rife,  and  bloflbm  in  tile  /hade  $ 
But  droop  by  day,  and  ficken  in  the  fun. 
Thought  borrows  light  elfewhere  $  from  thitfirfl  fire. 
Fountain  of  animation !  whence  defcends 
Urania,  my  celeftial  gueft  i  who  deigns  2  10 

Nightly  to  vifit  me,  fo  mean  j  and  novu9 
Confcious  how  needful  difcipline  to  man, 
From  pleating  dalliance  with  the  charms  of  night 
My  wandering  thought  recalls,  to  what  excites 
Far  other  beat  of  heart !  NarcinVs  tomb  I  215 

Or  is  it  feeble  nature  calls  me  back, 
And  breaks  my  fpirit  into  grief  again  ? 
Is  it  a  Stygian  vapour  in  my  blood  ? 
A  cold,  (low  puddle,  creeping  through  my  veins  ? 
Or  is  it  thus  with  all  men  ?— -Thus  with  all.  220 

What  are  we  ?  How  unequal !  Now  we  foar, 
And  now  we  fink  5  to  be  the  fame,  tranfcends 
Our  prefent  prowefs.     Dearly  pays  thefeul 
For  lodging  ill  j  too  dearly  rents  her  clay, 
Rca/ofty  a  baffled  counfellor !  but  adds  si 5 

The  blulh  of  weaknefs  to  the  bane  of  woe. 
The  nobleft  fpirit,  fighting  her  hard  fate, 
In  this  damp,  duiky  region,  charged  with  ftorms, 
But  feebly  flutters,  yet  untaught  to  fly  $ 
Or,  flying,  fhort  her  flight,  and  fore  her  fall,  130 

Our 
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Our  utmoft  ftrength,  when  down,  to  rife  again  j 
And  not  to  yield,  though  beaten,  all  our  praife. 
*Ti$  vain  to  feek  in  men  for  more  than  man. 
Though  proud  in  promffe,  big  hi  previous  thought, 
Experience  damp9  our  triumph.    I,  who  late,         235 
Emerging  from  tie  fhadows  of  the  grave, 
Where  grief  detained  me  prifoner,  mounting  high, 
Threw  wide  the  gates  of  everlafting  day, 
And  caH'd  mankind  to  glory,  (hook  off  fain. 
Mortality  (hook  off,  in  aether  pure,  240 

And  ftruck  the  ftars  ;  notv  feel  my  fpirits  fail  3 
They  drop  me  from 'the  zenith  ;  down  I  rum, 
Like  him  whom  fable  fledgM  with  waxen  wings, 
In  forrow  drown'd— but  not  in  forrow  loft. 
How  wretched  is  the  man  who  never  mourn'd !        245 
I  dive  for  precious  pearl  in  forrow* s  ftream  : 
Not  fo  the  thoughtlefs  man  that  only  grieves  : 
Takes  all  the  torment,  and  rejects  the  gain 
(Ineftimable  gain  1)  and  gives  heaven  leave 
To  make  him  but  more  wretched,  not  more  wife.    250 

If  wifdom  is  our  leflbn  (and  what  elfe 
Ennobles  man  ?  what  elfe  have  angels  learnt  ?) 
Grief!  more  proficients  in  thy  fchool  are  made, 
Than  genius,  or  proud  learning,  e'er  could  boa.fi. 
Voracious  learning,  often  over- fed,  %    255 

Digefts  not  into  fenfe  her  motley  meal. 
This  book-cafe,  with  dark  booty  almof^  burft, 
This  forager  on  others*  wifdom,  leaves 
Her  native  farm,  her  reafon,  quite  untill'd. 
With  mixt  manure  me  furfeits  the  rank  foil,  26% 

H  2  Dung'd 
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DungM,  but  not  dreft ;  and  rich  to  beggary. 
A  pomp  untamcable  of  weeds  prevails. 
Herfervamfs  wealth,  incumber' d  <wifdom  mourns. 

And  what  fays  genius  ?  "  Let  the  dull  be  wife" 
Ceniusy  too  hard  for  right,  can  prove  it  wrong  i      165 
And  loves  to  boaft,  where  blufli  m4h  lefs  infpir'd. 
It  pleads  exemption  from  the  laws  of  fenfe $ 
Confiders  reafin  as  a  leveler  5 
And  fcorns  to  ihare  a  blefling  with  the  croud. 
That  wife  it  could  be,  thinks  an  ample  claim  170 

To  glofyy  and  to  pleafure  gives  the  reft. 
Craflus  but  fleeps,  Ardelio  is  undone. 
Wifdom  lefs  ihudders  at  a  fool,  than  wit. 

But  wifdom  {miles,  when  humbled  mortals  weep. 
VThenforrow  wounds  the  breaft,  as  ploughs  the  glebe,  17  5 
And  hearts  obdurate  feel  her  foftening.ftiower  5 
Her  feed  celeitial,  then,  glad  wifdom  fows  5 
Her  golden  harveft  triumphs  in  the  foil. 
If  fo,  NarcifTa !  welcome  my  Relaffe  j 
I  Ml  raife  a  tax  on  my  calamity,  28* 

And  reap  rich  compenfation  from  my  pain. 
I  '11  range  the  plenteous  intellectual  field  ; 
And  gather  every  thought  of  fovereign  power 
To  chafe  the  moral  maladies  of  man  ; 
Thoughts  >  which  may  bear  tranfpl anting  to  the  ikies,  2S5 
'Though  natives- of  this  coarfe  penurious  foil  j 
Nor  wholly  wither  there,  where  ferafhs  fing, 
jjLefin'd,.  exalted,  not  annullM,   in  heaven. 
Bjcafon>  the  fun  that  gives  them  birth,  the  fame 
Jn  either  clime,  though  more  illuftrious  there.         196 

Theft 
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^  Thefc  choicely  cull'd,  and  elegantly  rang'd, 

\  Shall  form  a  garland  for  Narcifla's  tomb  5 

And,  perad venture,  of  no  fading  flowers. 

Say  on  what  themes  fhall  puzzled  choice  defcend  ? 
"  Th*  importance  6f  contemplating  the  tombj       195 
"  Why  men  decline  it ;  fuicide's  foul  birth ; 
"  The  various  kind  of  grief  5  the  faults  of  age  j     x 
"  And  death's  dread  charaSer— invite  my  fongJ* 
/  And,  firft  th'  importance  of  our  end  furvey'd. 

Friends  counfel  quick  difmiflion  of  our  grief :  300 

/  Miftaken  kindnefs  1  our  hearts  heal  toofoon. 

Are  they  more  kind  than  he,  who  ftruck  the  blow  ? 
Who  bid  it  do  his  errand  in  our  hearts, 
JKnd  banifli  peace,  till  nobler  guefts  arrive, 
J±nd  bring  it  back,  a  true  and  endlefs  peace  ?  305 

Calamities  are  friends :  As  glaring  <&y 
Oi  thefe  unnumbered  luftres  robs  our  fight ; 
f*rofperity  puts  out  unnumbered  thoughts 
£j£  import  high,  and  light  divine,  toman. 

The  man  how  bleft,  who,  ilck  of  gaudy  fcenes,  310 
x  Scenes  apt  to  thruft  between  Us  and  Ourfelves!) 
Y s  led  by  choice  to  take  his  favourite  walk, 
-*2~jieath  death's  gloomy,  filent,  cyprefs  (hades, 
fgj pierc^  by  vanity's  fanraltic  ray; 
^_,       j-ead  hjs  monuments,  to  weigh  his  duftV  315 

'  tit  h*3  vau^ts>  an<l  dwell  among  the  tombs  ! 
CzT&°  '  rcat*  Wlt^  me  Narcifla's  ftonej 
2^  *-ci^*a  was  thy  favourite)  let  us  read 

C  010 ral  ftone  j  few  doctors  preach  ib  well  j 

f~**^        Or^tors  *°  tenderly  can  touch  31c 
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The  feeling  heart.     What  pathos  in  the  date! 

Apt  words  can  ftrilce :  and  yet  in  them  we  fee 

Faint  images  of  what  we,  here,  enjoy. 

What  caufe  have  iue  to  build  on  length  of  life  ? 

Temptations'  feize,  when  fear  is  laid  afleep $  315 

And  ill  foreboded  is  our  ftrongeft  guard. 

See  from  her  tomb,  as  from  an  humbler  (hrine, 
Truth,  radiant  goddefs  !  (allies  on  my  foul, 
And  puts  delufiotCs  duiky  train  to  flight; 
Diipels  the  mifts  our  fultry  pajjhns  raife,  330 

From  objects  low,  terreftrial,  and  obfcene  j 
And  ftiews  the  real  eftimate  of  things  j 
Which  no  man,  unaffli&ed,  ever  faw  5 
Pulls  off  the  veil  from  virtue's  rifmg  charms  $ 
Detects  temptation  in  a  thoufand  lyes.  335 

Truth  bids  me  look  on  men,  as  autumn  leaves, 
And  all  they  bleed  for,  as  the  fummer's  duft, 
Driven  by  ihe  whirlwind  :  lighted  by  her  beams, 
I  widen  my  horizon,  gain  new  powers, 
See  things  invifible,  feel  things  remote,  340 

Am  prefent  with  futurities  j  think  nought 
To  man  fo  foreign,  as  the  joys  pojfeft  \ 
Nought  fo  much  his,  as  thofe  beyond  the  grave. 

No  folly  keeps  its  colour  in  her  fight ; 
Pale  'worldly  tvifdom  lofes  all  her  charms ;  345 

In  pompous  promife,  from  her  fchemes  profound, 
If  future  fate  (he  plans,  'tis  all  in  leaves, 
Like  Sibyl,  unfubftantial,  fleeting  blifs  \ 
At  the  firft  blaft  it  vaniflies  in  air. 
.  JJot  fo,  cekftial:  wouldft  thou  know,  Lorenzo  1       350 
4  How 
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How  differ  worldly  wifitom,  and  divine  ? 
Juft  as  the  waning,  and  the  waxii\g  moon. 
More  empty  ovorUfy  wifdom  every  day  j 

And  ev«ry  day  more  fair  her  rival  mines. 

When  later y  there  's  lefs  time  to  play  the  fool.        355 

Soon  our  whole  term  for  wifdom  is  expir'd 

(Thou  kcow'ft  flie  calls  no  council  in  the  grave)  : 

And  everlafting  fool  is  writ  in  fire, 

Or  real  wifdom  wafts  us  to  the  fkies. 

As  worldly  fchemes  refemble  Sibyls*  leaves,         360 

The  good  man's  days  to  Sibyls*  books  compare, 

(In  antient  ftory  read,  thou  know* ft  the  tale) 

In  price  (till  rifing,  as  in  number  lefs, 

Ineftimable  quite  his  final  hour. 

For  That  who  throne*  can  offer,  offer  thrones ;       365 

Infolvent  worlds  the  purchafe  cannot  pay. 

"  Oh  let  me  die  his  death  !"  all  nature  cries. 

«'  Then  live  his  life." — All  nature  faulters  there. 
Our  great  phyfician  daily  to  confult, 

To  commune  with  the  grave,  our  only  cure.  370 

What  grave  prefcribes  the  beft  ? — A  friend's  5  and  yet, 
From  a  friend's  grave  how  foon  we  difengage  1 
Ev'n  to  the  deareft,  as  hi*  marble,  cold. 
Why  are  friends  ravifht  from  us  ?  'Tis  to  bind, 
By  foft  affeclioris  tyes,  on  human  hearts,  375 

The  thought  of  death,  which  reafon,  too  fupine, 
Or  mifemploy'd,  fo  rarely  fa  Mens  there. 
Nor  reafon,  nor  affection,  no,  nor  both    ■- 
Combin'd,  can  break  the  witchcrafts  of  the  world* 
Bebold,.  th1  inexorable  hour  at  hand  t  3*0> 

H  +  BtaM^ 


io4  YOUNG'S    POEMS. 

Behold,  th*  inexorable  hour  forgot ! 
And  to  forget  it,  the  chief  aim  of  life, 
Though  wtll  to  ponder  it,  is  life's  chief  emd. 

Is  death,  that  ever  threatening,  ne'er  remote, 
That  all-important,  and  that  only  fore,  3S5 

(Come  when  he  will)  an  unexpected  gueft  ? 
Nay,  though  invited  by  the  loudeft  calls 
Of  blind  imprudence,  unexpected  ttill  ? 
Though  numerous  mcfTengers  are  fent  before, 
To  warn  his  great  arrival.     What  the  cauie,  390 

The  wondrous  caufe,  of  this  myfterious  ill  ? 
All  heaven  looks  down  aftcnifiVd  at  the  fight. 

Is  it,  that  life  has  fown  her  joys  fo  thick, 
We  can't  thruft  in  a  {ingle  care  between  ? 
Is  it,  tiu.t  life  has  fuch  a  fwarm  of  cares,  395 

'I*he  thought  of  death  can't  enter  for  the  throng  ? 
Is  it,  that  time  Ileal  $  on  with  downy  feet, 
Nor  wakes  indulgence  from  her  golden  dream  ? 
To-day  is  fo  like  yefler day,  it  cheats; 
We  take  the  lying  fitter  for  the  fame.  400 

Life  glides  away,  Lorenzo  !    like  a  brook  ; 
For  ever  changing,  unperceiv'd  the  change. 
In  the  fame  brook  none  ever  bath'd  him  twice : 
To.  the  fame  life  none  ever  twice  awoke. 
We  call  the  brook  the  fame ;  the  fame  we  think      405 
Our  life,  though  ftill  more  rapid  in  its  flow  j 
Nor  mark  the  much,  irrevocably  laps'd, 
And  mingled  with  the  fea.     Or  (hall  we  fay 
(Retaining  ftill  the  brook  to  bear  us  on) 
"at  life  is  like  a  veflel  on  the  fbream  ?  410 

In 
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In  life  embark'd,  we  fmoothly  down  the  tide 

Of  time  defccnd,  but  not  oh  time  intent  ; 

Amus'd,  unconfcioijs  of  the  gliding  wave  j 

Till  on  a  fuddea  we  perceive  a  mock  $ 

We  ftart,  awake,  look  out  j  what  fee  we  there?      415 

Our  brittle  bark  is  burft  on  Charon's  fhoi  e. 

Is  this  the  caufe  death  flies  all  human  thought  f 
Or  is  it  judgment,  by  the  will  (buck  blind, 
That  domineering  miftrefs  of  the  foul  1 
Like  him  fo  ftrong,  by  Dalilah  the  fan*?  4x0 

Or  is  it  fear  turns  ftartled  reafon  back, 
From  looking  down  a  precipice  fo  fteep  ? 
*Tis  dreadful  5  and  the  dread  is  wifely  plac'd, 
By  nature,  confcious  of  the  make  of  man. 
A  dreadful  friend  it  is,  a  terror  kind,  425 

A  flaming  fword  to  guard  the  tree  of  life. 
By  that  unaw'd,  in  life's  mod  fouling  hour, 
The  good  man  would  repine  $  would  fuffer  joys, 
And  burn  impatient  for  his  promised  ikies. 
The  body  on  each  punctilious  pique  of  pride,  430 

Or  gloom  of  humour,  would  give  rage  the  rein  \ 
Bound  o'er  the  barrier,  rufti  into  the  dark, 
And  mar  the  fchemes  of  Providence  below. 

What  groan  was  that,  Lorenzo  ? — Furies  1  rife  5 
And  drown  in  your  lefs  execrable  yell  "*         435 

Britannia's  fliame.     There  took  her  gloomy  flight, 
On  wing  impetuous,  a  black  fullen  foul, 
Blafted  from  hell,  with  horrid  luft  of  death. 
Thy  friend,  the  brave,  the  gallant  Altamont, 
So  call'd,  fo  thought— And  then  he  fled  the  field.   440 

Lefa 
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Lefs  bafe  the  fear  of  death,  than  fear  of  life. 

O  Britain,  infamous  for  filicide  ! 

An  ijland  in  thy  manners,  far  disjoined 

From  the  whole  world  of  rational*  befide  ! 

In  ambient  waves  plunge  thy  polluted  head,  44$ 

Wain  the  dire  ftain,  nor  mock  the  continent. 

But  thou  be  fhockM,  while  I  deteft  the  caufe 
Of  felf-ajfault,  expofe  the  monfter's  biith, 
And  bid  abhorrence  hifs  it  round  the  world. 
Blame  not  thy  clime,  nor  chide  the  diftant  fun  5      450 
The  fun  is  innocent,  thy  clime  abfolv'd : 
Immoral  climes  kind  nature-  never  made. 
The  caufe  I  fing,  in  Eden  might  prevail, 
And  proves,  It  is  thy  folly,  not  thy  fate. 
■    The  foul  of  man  (let  man  in  homage  bow,  455 

Who  names  hhfoul),  a  native  of  the  Ikies ! 
High-born,  and  free,  her  freedom  mould  maintain, 
Unfold*  unmortgag'd  for  earth's  little  bribes. 
Th'  illuftrious  ftranger,  in  this  foreign  land, 
Lijce  ftrangers,  jealous  of  her  dignity,  460 

Studious  of  home,  and  ardent  to  return, 
Of  earth  fufpicious,  earth's  inchanted  cup 
With  cool  referve  light  touching,  mould  indulge, 
On  immortality,  her  godlike  tafte, 
{There  take  large  draughts;  make  her  chief  banquet 
there,  .4^5 

But  fbrae  rejett  this  fuftenance  divine  \ 
To  beggarly  vile  appetites  defcend  j 
Aflc  alms  of  earth  for  guefts  that  came  from  heaven  t 
Sink  into  (tares;  and  fell,  for  prefent  hint, 

Their 
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Their  rich  reverfion,  and  (what  (hares  its  fate)        470 

Their  native  freedom,  to  the  prince  who  fways 

This  nether  world.    And  when  his  payments  fail, 

When  his  foul  bafket  gorges  them  no  more, 

Or  their  pall'd  palates  loath  the  baiket  full  j 

Are  inflantly,  with  wild  demoniac  rage,  475 

For  breaking  all  the  chains  of  Providence, 

And  burfting  their  confinement  $  though  faft  barr'd 

By  laws  divine  and  human;  guarded  ftrong 

With  horrors  doubled  to  defend  the  pafs, 

The  blacked,  nature,  or  dire  guilt  can  raife;  480 

And  moated  round  with  fathomlefs  defiruftion, 

Sure  to  receive,  and  whelm  them  in  their  fall. 

Such,  Britons  !  is  the  caufe,  to  you  unknown, 
Or  worfe,  o'erlook'd  5  o'erlook'd  by  magiftrates, 
Thus  criminals  themfelves.    I  grant  the  deed  485 

Is  madnefs;  but  the  madnefs  of  the  heart. 
And  what  is  that  ?  Our  utmoft  bound  of  guilt; 
A  fenfual,  unreflecting  life,  is  big 
With  monftrous  births,  and  Suicide,  to  crown 
The  black  infernal  brood.     The  bold  to  break       490 
Heaven's  law  fupreme,  and  defperately  rufh 
Through  facred  nature's  murder,  on  their  own, 
Becnufe  they  never  think  of  death,  they  die. 
*Tis  equally  man's  duty,  glory,  gain, 
At  once  to  fliun,  and  meditate,  his  end.  495 

When  by  the  bed  of  languifliment  we  fit, 
(The  feat  of  nxnfdom !  if  our  choice,  not  fate) 
Or,  o'er  our  dying  friends,  in  anguifh  hang, 
Wipe  the  cold  dew,  or  ftay  the  finking  head, 

Nunvta* 


joS  YOUNG' S    POEMS. 

Number  their  moments,  and,  in  every  clock,  500 

Start  at  the  voice  of  an  Eternity  j 

See  the  dim  lamp  of  life  juft  feebly  lift 

An  agonizing  beam,  at  us  to  gaze, 

Then  fink  again,  and  quiver  into  death, 

That  moft  pathetic  herald  of  our  own ;  505 

How  read  we  fuch  fad  fcenes  ?  As  fent  to  man 

In  perfect  vengeance  ?  No ;   in  pity  fent, 

To  melt  him  down,  like  wax,  and  then  imprefs, 

Indelible,  death* s  image  on  his  heart ; 

Bleeding  for  others,  trembling  for  himfelf.  51* 

We  bleed,  we  tremble,  we  forget,  we  fmile. 

The  mind  turns  fool,  before  the  cheek  is  dry. 

Our  quick-returning  folly  cancels  all; 

As  the  tide  ruftiing  rafes  what  is  writ 

In  yielding  fands,  and  fmooths  the  letterM  more.       515 

Lorenzo !  haft  thou  ever  weigh'd  ifigb? 
Or  ftudy'd  the  philofophy  of  tears  ? 
(A  fcience,  yet  unlettur'd  in  our  fchools  1 
Haft  thou  defcended  deep  into  the  breaft, 
And  feen  their  fource  ?  If  not,  defcend  with  me,     52© 
And  trace  thefe  briny  rivulets  to  their  fprings. 

Our  funeral  tears  from  ditferent  caufes  rife, 
As  if  from  feparate  cifterns  in  the  foul, 
Of  'various  kinds,  they  flow.     From  tender  hearts, 
By  foft  contagion  callM,  fo?ne  burft  at  once,  525 

And  ftream  obfequious  to  the  leading  eye. 
Some  aflc  more  time,  by  curious  art  diftill'd. 
**me  hearts,  in  fecret  hard,  unapt  to  melt, 
t  by  the  magic  of  the  public  eye, 

Likt 
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Like  Mofes'  (mitten  rock,  gufti  out  amain.  530 

Some  weep  to  (hare  the  fate  of  the  deceased, 
So  high  in  merit,  and  to  them  fo  dear. 
They  dwell  on  praifes,  which  they  think  they  (hare  j 
And  thus,  without  a  blufti,  commend  themfelves. 
Some  mourn,   in  proof,    that  fomething  they  could 
love :  535 

They  weep  not  to  relieve  their  grief,  butjbe-w.  - 
Some  weep  in  perfect  juftice  to  the  dead, 
As  confcious  all  their  love  is  in  arrear. 
Some  mifchievoufly  weep,  not  unappriz'd, 
Tears,  fometimes,  aid  the  conqueft  of  an  eye*        544 
With  what  addrefs  the  foft  Ephefians  draw 
Their  fable  net-work  o'er  entangled  hearts ! 
As  feen  through  cryftal,  how  their  rofes  glow, 
While  liquid  pearl  runs  trickling  down  their  cheek  ? 
Of  her's  not  prouder  Egypt's  wanton  queen,  545 

Caroufing  gems,  herfelf  diflblv'd  in  love. 
Some  weep  at  death,  abftra&ed  from  the  dead, 
And  celebrate,  like  Charles,  their  own  deceafe. 
By  kind  conftru&ion  fome  are  deemed  to  weep, 
Becaufe  a  decent  veil  conceals  their  joy.  550 

Some  weep  in  earneft,  and  yet  weep  in  vain  5 
As  deep  in  indifcretion,  as  in  woe. 
Paffion,  blind  paflion !  impotently  pours 
Tears,  that  deferve  more  tears ;  while  reafon  deeps  5 
Or  gazes  like  an  idiot,  unconcerned  j  555 

Nor  comprehends  the  meaning  of  the  dorm  5 
Knows  not  it  (peaks  to  her,  and  her  alone* 
Irrationals  all  forrow  are  beneath, 

That 
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That  noble  gift !  that  privilege  of  man  1 

Tromforrow^s  pang,  the  birth  of  endlefs  joy.         560 

But  tbefe  are  barren  of  that  birth  divine : 

They  weep  impetuous,  as  the  fummer  ftorm, 

And  full  as  fhort!  The  cruel  grief  Toon  tam'd, 

They  make  a  paftime  of  the  ftinglefs  tale  5 

Far  as  the  deep  refounding  knell,  they  fpread  565 

The  dreadful  news,  and  hardly  feel  it  more. 

No  grain  of  avifdom  pays  them  for  their  <woe. 

Half-round  the  globe,  the  tears  pump'd  up  by  death 
Are  fpent  in  watering  vanities  of  life  5 
cln  making  folly  flourish  (till  more  fair.  570 

When  the  fick  foul,  her  wonted  ftay  withdrawn, 
Reclines  on  earth,  and  forrows  in  the  duft ; 
Inftead  of  learning,  there,  her  truefupport, 
Though  there  thrown  down  her  true  fupport  to  learn. 
Without  heaven's  aid,  impatient  to  be  bleft,  575 

She  crawls  to  the  next  mrub,  or  bramble  vile, 
Though  from  the  (lately  cedar's  arms  /he  fell  j 
With  ftale,  forfworn  embraces,  clings  anew, 
The  ftranger  weds,  and  bloflbms,  as  before, 
In  all  the  fruitlefs  fopperies  of  life :  580 

Preftnts  her  weed,  well  fancy'd,  at  the  ball, 
And  raffles  for  the  death" 's  head  on  the  ring. 

So  wept  Aurelia,  till  the  deftin'd  youth 
Stept  in,  with  his  receipt  for  making  fmiles, 
And  blanching  fables  into  bridal  bloom.  585 

So  wept  Lorenzo  fair  ClariflVs  fate ; 
Who  gave  that  angel  boy,  on  whom  he  doats  ; 
And  dy'd  to  give  him,  orphan'd  in  his  birth ! 

Not 
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ich,  Narciffa,  my  diftrefsfor  Thee, 
lake  an  altar  of  thy  i'acred  tomb,  590 

crifice  to  wifdom.     What  waft  Thou  ? 
uggy  gay,  and  fortunate  /"  Each  yields  a  theme, 
veil  on  each,  to  Aran  thought  more  fcverej 
^en  knows  I  labour  with  feverer  ftill !) 
well  on  each,  and  quite  exhauft  thy  death.      595 
il  without  reflection,  like  a  pile 
out  inhabitant,  to  ruin  runs. 
d,  firft,  thy  youth.     What  fays  it  to  grey  hairs ! 
(fa,  I  'm  become  thy  pupil  «0«&u— 
,  bright,  tranfient,  chafte,  as  morning  dew,  606 
Krfcled,  was  exhal'd,  and  went  to  heaven, 
on  this  head  has  fnow'd  5  yet  ftill  'tis  borne 
j  nor  thinks  but  on  another's  grave. 
•*d  with  (hame  I  fpealc  it,  age  fevere 
rorn-out  vice  fets  down  for  virtue  fair  j  f  0$ 

gracelefs  gravity,  chaftifmg  youth, 
youth  chaitis'd  iurpaffing  in  a  fault, 
r  of  all,  forgetfulnefs  of  death : 
,  like  objects  preiling  on  the  fight,  ' 

7  had  advanced  too  near  us  to  be  feen :  6ro 

hat  life's  loan  time  ripen M  into  right ; 
men  might  plead  prefcription  from  the  grave  5 
ilefs,  from  repetition  of  reprieve, 
defs  ?  far  from  it  I  fucb  are  dead  already  5 
•  hearts  are  bury'd,  and  the  world  their  grave,  615 
11  me,  fome  god  I  my  guardian  angel !  tell, 
t  thus  infatuates  ?  what  inchantment  plants 
phantom  of  an  age  'twixt  us  and-death 

Already 


That  :v>b!e  £ir>!   -haf  flriviiegre'  of  maw! 

Vtwm  jhwiiui1 1  ;w<*,  *he  birth  «:tff 'anwilH*  jar.         56a 

jbit  /*<^>  r«rf?  :>armi  <tf  rhar  both  divine : 

Vltrjr  *"*p  iwp*tiiou%  «  the  iititotkt  iform, 

And  fall  n  fhorr !  The  <rmH  577^'focm  tnm'ci, 

Thry  ,jisk*  a  parn'mn  of  the  iKngieis  raie; 

#ar  x*  thr.  <\+vp  refbnnding  icneil,  rhey  ipread  565 

The  dnfndful  new*,,  and  hardly  ifeei  it  mere. 

Ho  p"nr\  of"  ^jyifJbm  pays  rhem  for  their  -itvsr. 

Kail- round  tfie  #<>be,  the  tt*ai*s  ptimp'd  up  by  <&»£& 
>.r*  rjynr  in  watwn^  vanities  of  life  j 
f*  rtftakiti^y^'y  JfbnriAi  foil  more  fjir,  570 

When  fhe  fcfc  foil,  her  wonted  ffcay  withdrawn, 
ftedme*  <w  earff&,,  amf  forrows  in  die  cfa*  ; 
Mead  of  learn-m^,  /Awv,  Ytv  trte  fitffnrt, 
'thtrtit%}i  fare  tfvrow*  down  Iter  fme  tfnpport  to  learn. 
Wrrh^iTf  bftwern  aid,  irmfttfienT  to  Be  bietk,  575 

fche  ttwU  ttf  tht  next  fhrrtb,  or  bramble  vile, 
'th/wgb  frrtfrr  fbe  rtafefy  cedar'*  arms  A\e  feilj 
"With  ft.-le,  ftrtfwvrtt  tm braces,  clings  anew, 
7  be  (^ntiff/ht  wed«,  and  bJofloms,  as  before, 
Irt  all  tbr  fftiitlef*  f<yj)perie*  of  life:  5S0 

rVefenh  hrf  "tv#//,  well  hncy'd,  at  the  lull, 
Atitl  frtfUe-?  f'»r  tbe  death*  t  head  on  the  ring. 

to  wept  Aifrelia,  till  the  deftin'd  youth 
fcttpt  l«#  wMh  bU  receipt  for  making  fmiles, 
Ati'l  bhttt  hing  Cable*  into  bridal  bloom.  585 

(frt  wrjd  \>onnrt  fair  ClariAVi  fate  j 
"Who  pim«  tftftt  angel  boy,  on  whom  hedoats; 
And  tlyd  to  give  him,  orphan'd  in  hit  birth  1 

Not 
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Not  l\u  h,  Narcifl'a,  my  dilhctV  far  Thco. 

1  Ml  make  an  altar  of  thy  (acred  tomb,  199 

To  facrificc  to  wifdnm,     What  wM(t  Thou  f 

"  flwrg,  f*/,  and  fortunate  /"  tfuch  yields  a  th*m#t 

I'll  dwell  on  each,  to  fhun  thought  imirt  fever*  | 

(Heaven  knows  I  labour  with  feverrf  (till  I) 

I  11  dwell  on  each,  mid  quite  rxhuutf  thy  death,     49  j 

A  foul  without  reflection 9  like  a  pile 

Without  inhabitant,  to  ruin  run*. 

And,  rtrft,  thyj*-*/6.     What  fays  It  to  grey  hah* I 
Nardil's,  I  'm  become  thy  pupil  ho*w-~ 
Early,  bright,  tranfient,  chafCe,  *e  tuorning  dew,  4*9 
She  fparkled,  wm  exbal'd,  and  went  to  heaven, 
Time  on  this  head  ha*  fnow'dj  yet  till  'tit  born* 
Aloft)  nor  thinkt  but  on  awtherU  grave. 
Covered  with  mame  I  fpeuk  it,  age  fever© 
Old  worn-out  vice  feta  oWn  for  virtue,  fair  |  4oj 

With  gracelefa  gravity,  chaftiJing  youth, 
That  youth  ehaitis'd  Imparting  in  a  fault, 
Father  of  all,  forgetful  nefs  of  deuth  1 
As  if,  like  objects  preffing  on  the  fight, 
Death  had  advanced  too  near  ua  to  be  feent  •>• 

Or,  that  life's  loan  time  ripen'd  into  right  f 
And  men  might  plead  prefeription  from  the  grave f 
Death lefs,  from  repetition  of  reprieve, 
Deathlefs  ?  far  from  it  I  fuch  are  dead  already  \ 
Their  hearts  arc  bitry'd,  and  the  world  their  grava.  61 J 

Tell  me,  fome  god  I  my  guardian  angel  I  tcH, 
What  thus  infatuates  ?  what  inchantment  plants 
The  phantom  of  an  age  'twixt  us  and  dtitth 

Already 
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Of  45*  the  glory  is,  to  <tuj0  to  die* 

That  wilk  i$/r«{&  and/tr**^  j  it  applaud*         65* 

Baft  life,  and  promises  our  future  blift. 

Whit  weaknds  lee  not  children  in  their  lire*  f 

Graml-cluna&erical  abiurditie*1 

Grey-hair\i  authority,  to  faults  of  youth, 

HowsVookingi  It  make*  lolly  thrice  a  fool  j  €$f 

And  our  firft  childhood  might  our  taft  defynte. 

Aor#  and  tfietm  is  all  that  age  can  hope. 

Nothing  hut  <wifihm  gives  the/f/i  *h«  ty*t 

Nothing,  hut  the  rr^jtf*  #/  *****  w^r. 

JfcJ^  bars  hoth ;  our  age  it  quite  undone.  64* 

What  folly  can  he  ranker?  Like  our  lhadowt. 
Our  wifhes  lengthen,  as  our  fun  decline*. 
No  with  (hould  loiter,  ntar,  this  fide  the  grave. 
Our  hearts  (hould  leave  the  world,  before  the  knoll 
Calls  for  our  carcafes  to  mend  the  foil.  H% 

Enough  to  live  in  tempeft,  die  in  port  1 
Age  (hould  fly  concourfe,  cover  in  rermt 
Defers  of  judgment  \  and  the  <u7Zf '/  fubduo  1 
Walk  thoughtful  on  the  filent,  folemn  (hore 
Of  that  vait  ocean  it  tnuft  fail  fo  foon  j  f  ;• 

And  put  good-works  on  board  j  and  wait  the  wind 
That  (hortly  blows  us  into  worlds  unknown  \ 
Jf  unconfider '</  too,  a  dreadful  fcene ! 

All  (hould  be  prophets  to  themfelves  \  forcfee 
Their  future  fate  \  their  future  fate  foretafte  \  675 

This  art  would  wafte  the  bittemefs  of  death. 
The  thought  of  death  alone,  the  fear  deftroys, 
A  difaffe&ion  to  that  precious  thought 

Vol.  IX.  I  ft 
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And  what  that  knowledge,  which  impairs  joxxrjenfe. 

©or  needful  knowledge,  like  our  needful  food,        740 

Unhedged,  lies  open  in  life's  common  field ; 

And  bids  all  welcome  to  the  vital  feaft. 

Ton  fcorn  what  lies  before  you  in  the  page 

Of  nature,  and  experience,  moral  truth) 

Of  indifpenfable,  eternal  fruit ;  74.5 

Fruit,  on  which  mortals  feeding,  turn  to  gods : 

And  dive  in  fcience  for  diftinguiuVd  names, 

Difhoneft  fomentation  of  your  pride  I 

Sinking  in  virtue,  as  you  rife  in  fame. 

Your  learning,  like  the  lunar  beam,  affords  75* 

Light,  but  not  heat  $  it  leaves  you  undevout, 

Frozen  at  heart,  while  fpeculation  mines. 

Awake,  ye  curious  indagators  (  fond 

Of  knowing  all,  but  what  avails  you  known. 

If  you  would  learn  death's  character,  attend.  755 

All  cafts  of  conduit,  all  degrees  of  health, 

All  dies  of  fortune,  and  all  dates  of  age, 

Together  fhook  in  his  impartial  urn, 

Come  forth  at  random :  or,  if  choice  is  made, 

The  choice  is  quite  farcqflic,  and  infults  jfo 

All  bold  conjecture,  and  fond  hopes  of  man. 

What  countlefs  multitudes  not  only  leave, 

But  deeply  difappoint  us,  by  their  deaths  ! 

Though  great  our  forrow,  greater  our  furprize.  • 

Like  other  tyrants,  death  delights  to  fmite,  76  e, 

What,  fmitten,  moft  proclaims  the  pride  of  power, 
And  arbitrary  nod.     His  joy  fupreme, 
To  bid  the  wretch  furvive  the  fortunate^ 

The 


THE   COMPLAINT,   Nig«t  V.      417 

The  feeble  wrap  th'  athletic  in  his  fhroud  j 

,ABd  weeping  fathers  build  their  cbildrens  tomb :       77* 

Me  Thine,  Narciffa!— What  though  ftort  thy  date?     N 

Virtue,  not  rolling  funs,  the  mind  matures. 

That  life  is  long,  which  anfwers  life's  great  end. 

The  time.ihat  bears  no  fruit,  deferves  no  name  $ 

The  man  of  wifdom  is  the  man  of  years.  77  J 

In  hoary  youth  Methufalems  may  die  9 

O  how  mi/dated  on  their  flattering  tombs  ! 

NarcinVs youth  has  le&ur'd  me  thus  far. 
And  can  her  gaiety  give  counfel  too  ?. 
That,  like  the  jews  fam'd  oracle  of  gems,  780 

Sparkles  inftru&ion  5  fuch  as  throws  new  tight, 
And  opens  more  the  char  after  of  death ; 
111  known  to  thee,  Lorenzo  !  'This  thy  vaunt : 
*'  Give  death  his  due,  the  wretched,  and  the  old ; 
•'  Ev"n  let  him  fweep  his  1  ubbiili  to  the  grave  j  785 

**  Let  him  not  violate  kind  nature^  laws, 
"  But  own  man  born  to  live  as  well  as  die.** 
Wretched  and  old  thou  giv'ft  him  j  young  and  gay 
He  takes  ;  and  plunder  is  a  tyrant's  joy. 
What  if  I  prove,  "  That  fartheft  from  thenar,      79* 
"  Are  often  neareft  to  the firoke  of  Fate?" 

All,  more  than  common,  menaces  an  end* 
A  blaze  betokens  brevity  of  life : 
As  if  bright  embers  mould  emit  a  flame, 
Glad  fpirits  fparkled  from  NarcinVs  eye,  79$ 

And  made  youth  younger,  and  taught  life  to  live. 
As  nature's  oppofites  wage  endlefs  war, 
For  this  offence,  as  treafon  to  the  deep 

I  3  Inviolable 
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Inviolable  ftupor  of  his  reign, 

Where  luft,  and  turbulent  ambition,  fleep,  8oo> 

Death  took  fwifj  vengeance.     As  he  life  detefts, 

More  life  is  ftill  more  odious  }  and,  reduc'd 

By  coitqueft,  aggrandizes  more  his  power. 

But  wherefore  aggrandiz'd  ?  By  heaven's  decree, 

To  plant  the  foul  on  her  eternal*  guard,  805 

In  aweful  expectation  of  our  end. 

Thus  runs  death's  dread  commiffion  :  "  Strike,  but  fir 

"  As  moft  alarms  the  living  by  the  dead." 

Hence  Jiratagem  delights  him,  and  furfrixe, 

And  cruel  fport  with  man's  fecurities.  810 

Not  fimple  conqueft,  triumph  is*  his  aim ; 

And,  where  leaft  fear'd,  there  conqueft  triumphs  moft. 

This  proves  my  bold  affertion  not  too  bold". 

What  are  his  arts  to  lay  our  fears  afleep  ? 
Tiberian  arts  his  purpofes  wrap  up  815 

In  deep  diflimulation's  darkeft  night. 
Like  princes  unconfeft  in  foreign  courts, 
Who  travel  under  cover,  death  aflumes 
The  name  and  look  of  life,  and  dwell 3  among  us. 
He  takes  all  fhapes  that  ferve  his  black  defigns  :       8zo- 
Though  mafter  of  a  wider  empire  far 
Than  that,  a'er  which  the  Roman  eagle  flew. 
Like  Nero,  he  's  a  fidler,  charioteer, 
Or  drives  his  phaeton,  in  female  guife ; 
Quite  unfufpe&ed,  till,  the  wheel  beneath,  %t$ 

His  difarray'd  oblation  he  devours. 

He  moft  affe£ts  the  forms  leaft  like  himfelf, 
His  ilender  felf.    Hence  burly  corpulence 

Is 
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Ib  his  familiar  wear,  and  (leek  difguife. 

Behind  the  rofy  bloom  he  loves  to  lurk,  830 

Or  ambufh  in  a  fmile  5  or  wanton  dive 

In  dimples  deep  ;  love's  eddies,  which  draw  in 

Unwary  hearts,  and  fink  them  in  deipair. 

Such,  on  NarciftVs  couch  he  loiter' d  long 

Unknown;  and,  when  detected,  ftill  was  fcen         835 

To  fertile  $  fuch  peace  has  innocence  in  death  !    . 

Moft  happy  they  !  whom  leair  his  arts  deceive. 

One  eye  on  death  >  and  one  fuli  iix'd  on  heaven, 

Becomes  a  mortal,  and  immortai  man. 

Long  on  his  wiles  a  piqu'd  and  jealous  fpy,  840 

I've  feen,  or  dreamt  I  faw,  the  tyrant  drefs  \ 

Lay  by  his  horrors,  and  put  on  his  imiles. 

Say,  Mufc,  for  thou  remember' ft,  call  it  back, 

And  flrew  Lorenzo  the  furprifing  fcene  ; 

Jf  'twas  a  dream,  his  genius  can  explain.  845 

'Twas  in  a  circle  of  the  gay  I  flood. 
Death  would  have  enter'd ;  Naifire  pulh'd  him  back  5 
Supported  by  a  doctor  of  renown, 
His  point  he  gained .     Then  artfully  dlflnifi 
The  fage  5  for  death  defign'd  to  be  concealed*  850 

He  gave  an  old  vivacious  ufurer 
His  meagre  afpeft,  and  his  naked  bones ; 
In  gratitude  for  plumping  up  his  prey, 
A  yaxrvpefA  fpenUibrijt ;  whofe  fantaftic  air, 
Wcll-famion'd' %ure,  and  cockaded  brow,  855 

He  took  in  change,  and  underneath  the  pride 
Of  coftly  linen,  tuck'd  his  filthy  fhroud. 
His  crooked  bow  he  ftraitcn'd  to  a  cane  j 

I  4  And 
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And  hid  his  deadly  (hafts  in  Myra's  eye. 

The  dreadful  mafquerader,  thus  equipt,  86« 

Out-fallies  on  adventures.     Afk  you  where  ?L 
Where  is  he  not  ?  For  his  peculiar  haunts, 
Let  this  fuffice  j  fure  as  night  follows  day, 
Death  treads  in  fleafuris  footfteps  round  the  worlds 
When  pleafure  treads  the  paths,  which  reafon  fhuns.  %6$ 
When,  againft  reafon,  riot  (huts  the  door. 
And  gaiety  fupplies  the  place  of  fenfe. 
Then,  foremoft  at  the  banquet  and  the  ball, 
Death  leads  the  dance,  or  {lamps  the  deadly  die  ; 
Nor  ever  fails  the  midnight  bowl  to  crown.  tj* 

Gaily  caroufing  to  his  gay  compeers, 
Inly  he  laughs,  to  fee  them  laugh  at  him, 
As  abfent  far :  and  when  the  revel  burns, 
Wheny^r  is  banifiVd,  and  triumphant  thought, 
Calling  for  all  the  joys  beneath  the  moon,  87$ 

Againft  him  turns  the  key ;  and  bids  him  fnp 
With  their  progenitors— He  drops  his  maik  $ 
Frowns  out  at  full ;  they  ftart,  defpair,  expire. 

Scarce  with  more  fudden  terror  and  furprize, 
From  his  black  mafque  of  nitre,  touch'd  by  fire,.    88a 
He  burfts,  expands,  roars,  blazes,  and  devours* 
And  is  not  this  triumphant  treachery, 
And  more  thanfimfle  conqueft,  in  the  fiend  ? 

And  now,  Lorenzo,  doft  thou  wrap  thy  foul 
In  foft  fecurity,  becaufe  unknown  88$ 

Which  moment  is  commiflionM  to  deftroy  r 
In  death's  uncertainty  thy  danger  lies. 
•Is  death  uncertain  ?  Therefore  Thou  be  fixtj 

Fix* 
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Fnctasacentinel,  all  eye,  all  ear, 

All  expectation  of  the  coining  foe*  *9* 

Roufe,  ftand  in  arms,  nor  lean  againft  thy  fpear  j 

Left  dumber  fteal  one  moment  o'er  thy  foul, 

And/*/*  furprize  thee  nodding.    Watch,  be  ftrongi 

Thus  give  each  day  the  merit*  and  renown, 

Of  dying  well  $  though  doonVd  but  once  to  die.     89$ 

Nor  let  life's  period  hidden  (as  from  moft) 

Hide  too  from  Thee,  the  psecious  ufe  of  life; 

Early,  not  fudden,  was  NarciflVs  fate. 
Soon,  not  fbrprifingr  death  his  vrfit  paid. 
Hex  thought  went  forth  to  meet  him  on,  his  way,     90* 
Nor  gaiety  forgot  it  was  to  die : 
Though  fortune  too  (our  third  an<r  final  theme), 
As  an  accomplice,  play'd  her  gaudy  plumes, 
And  every  glittering  gewgaw,  on  her  fight, 
Tq  dazzle,  and  debauch  it  from  its  mark.  90$ 

Death* s  dreadful  advent  is  the  mark  of  man  ; 
And  every  thought  that  mifles  it,  is  blind. 
Fortune,  with  youth  and  gaiety  y  confpir'd 
To  weave  a  triple  wreath  of  happinefs 
(If  happinefs  on  earth)  to  crown  her  brow.  910* 

And  could  death  charge  through  fuch  a  mining  fhieldr. 

That  mining  ftiield  invites  the  tyrant's  fpear, 
As  if  to  damp  our  elevated  aims, 
And  ftrongly  preach  humility  to  man. 
O  how  portentous  is  profperity  !  915 

How,  comet-like,  it  threatens,  while  it  flu'nes ! 
Few  years  but  yield  us  proof  of  death's  ambition, 
To  cull  his  victims  from  the  faireft  fold, 

And 
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And  (heath  his  (hafts  in  all  the  pride  of  life. 

When  flooded  with  abundance,  purpled  o'er  920 

With  recent  honours,  bloom'd  with  every  blifs, 

Set  up  in  oftentation,  made  the  gaze, 

The  gaudy  centre,  of  the  public  eye, 

When  fortune  thus  has  toifs'd  her  child  in  air, 

Snatcht  from  the  covert  of  an  humble  (late,  925 

How  often  have  I  feen  him  dropt  at  once, 

Our  morning's  envy  1  and  our  evening's  figh ! 

As  if  her  bounties  were  the  fignal  given, 

The  flowery  wreath  to  mark  the  facrifice, 

And  call  death's  arrows  on  the  deftin'd  prey.  930 

High  fortune  feems  in  cruelleague  withyizte. 
Aik  you  for  what  ?  To  give  hi$  war  on  man 
The  deeper  dread,  and  more  illuftrious  fpoil ; 
Thus  to  keep  daring  mortals  more  in  awe. 
And  burns  Lorenzo  ftill  for  the  fublime  935 

Of  life  ?  To  hang  his  airy  neft  on  high. 
On  the  (light  timber  of  the  topmoft  bough, 
Rockt  at  each  breeze,  and  menacing  a  fall  ? 
Granting  grim  death  at  equal  diftance  there ; 
•Yet  peace  begins  juft  where  ambition  ends.  940 

What  makes  man  wretched  ?  Happinefs  denfd  T 
Lorenzo !  no  :  'Tis  happinefs  difdain*d. 
She  comes  too  meanly  dreft  to  win  our  fmile  j 
And  calls  herfelf  Content,  a  homely  name  ! 
Our  flame  is  tranjport,  and  content  our  fcorn.  945 

Ambition  turns,  and  (huts  the  door  againft  her, 
And  weds  a  toil%  a  tempejf,  in  her  (lead  j 
A  tempeft  to  warm  tranfport  near  of  kin. 

Unknowing 
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Unknowing  what  our  mortal  ftate  admits, 

life's  modeft  joys  we  ruin,  while  we  raife  ;  950 

And  all  our  ecftafies  are  wounds  to  peace ; 

Peace,  the  full  portion  of  mankind  below. 

And  fince  thy  peace  is  dear,  ambitious  youth  f 
Of  fortune  fond !  as  thoughtlefs  of  thy  fate  t 
As  late  I  drew  death's  picture,  to  ftir  up  955 

Thy  wholfome  fears* ;  now,  drawn  in  contrafr,  fee 
Gay  fortune's,  thy  vain  hopes  to  reprimand. 
See,  high  in  air,  the  fportive  goddefs  hangs, 
Unlocks  her  cafket,  fpreads  her  glittering  ware, 
And  calls  the  giddy  winds  to  puff  abroad  .960* 

Her  random  bounties  o'er  the  gaping  throng. 
All  rum  rapacious;  friends  o'er  trodden  friends; 
Sons  o'er  their  fathers,  fubjecls  o'er  their  king9, 
Priefts  o'er  their  gods,  and  lovers  o'er  the  fair, 
(Still  more  ador'd)  to  fnatch  the  golden  mower.       965 

Gold  glitters  moft,  where  virtue  mines  no  more  j 
As  ftars  from  abfent  funs  have  leave  to  mine. 
O  what  a  precious  pack  of  votaries 
Unkennel'd  from  the  prifons,  and  the  ftews, 
Pour  in,  all  opening  in  their  idol's  praife  ;  970 

All,  ardent,  eye  each  wafture  of  her  hand, 
And,  wide-expanding  their  voracious  jaws, 
Morfel  on  model  fwallow  down  unchewM, 
Untafted,  through  macf  appetite  for  more ; 
Gorg'd  to  the  throat,  yet  lean  and  ravenous  ftill.     975 
Sagacious  All,  to  trace  the  fmalleft  game, 
And  bold  to  feize  the  greateft.     If  (bleft  chance !) 
Court-zephyrs  fwe«tly  breathe,  they  launch,  they  fly, 

O'er 
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O'er  juft,  o'er  facred,  all -forbid  den  ground, 

Prunk  with  the  burning  fcent  of  place  or  power,     9ft 

Staunch  to  the  foot  of  lucre,  till  they  die. 

Or,  if  for  men  you  take  them,  as  I  mark 
Their  manners,  thou  their  various  fates  furvey. 
With  aim  mif-meafur'd,  and  impetuous  fpecd, 
Some  darting,  ftrike  their  ardent  wifh  far  Q&,  9S5 

Through  fury  to  poflefs  it :  Some  fucceed, 
But  ftumble,  and  let  fall  the  taken  prize. 
From  fome,  by  fudden  blafts,  'tis  whirled  away, 
And  lodg'd  in  bofoms  that  ne'er  dreamt  of  gain. 
To  fome  it  fticks  fo  clofe,  that,  when  torn  off,         990 
Torn  is  the  man,  and  mortal  is  the  wound. 
Some,  o'er-enamour'd  of  their  bags,  run  mad, 
Groan  under  gold,  yet  weep  for  want  of  bread. 
Together  fome  (unhappy  rivals  !)  feize, 
And  rend  abundance  into  poverty;  99-5 

Loud  croaks  the  raven  of  the  law,  and  fmiles  : 
Smiles  too  the  goddefs  j  but  fmiles  moft  at  thofe, 
(Juft  victims  of  exorbitant  deiire  !) 
Who  perifli  at  their  own  rcqueft,  and,  whelm' d 
Beneath  her  load  of  laviih  grants,  expire.  1000 

Fortune  is  famous  for  her  numbers  fiain, 
The  number  fmall,  which  hr.ppinefs  can  bear. 
Though  various  for  a  while  their  fates  5  at  laft 
One  curfe  involves  them  all :  at  death's  approach, 
All  read  their  riches  backward  into  lofs,  1005 

And  mourn,  in  juft  proportion  to  their  ftore. 

And  dcattis  approach  (if  orthodox  my  fong) 
Is  haften'd  by  the  lure  of  fortune's  fmiles. 

And 
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And  art  tVou  ftill  a  glutton  of  bright  gold? 

And  art  thou  liill  rapacious  of  thy  ruin  ?  ioi« 

Di'&tk  loves  a  mining  mark,  a  fignal  blow ; 

A  blow,  which,  while  it  executes,  alarms  5 

And  ttartics  thuulands  with  a  lingle  fall. 

As  whsn  iomv  llatciy  growth  of  oak,  or  pine, 

Which  nods  aloft,  and  proudly  fpreads  her  (hade,  ioi| 

The  fun's  defiance,  and  the  flock's  defrnc'.' ; 

By  the  ftrong  ftrokes  of  labouring  hinds  l'ubdued, 

Loud  groans  her  lalt,  and,  milling  from  her  height, 

In  cumbrous  ruin,  thunders  to  the  ground  : 

The  conicious  forelt  trembles  at  the  fhock,  loao 

And  hill,  and  Aream,  and  diltant  dale,  rcfound. 

Thcfe  high-aim*  d  darts  of  dtatl\  and  thefe  alone, 
Should  I  collet,  my  quiver  would  he  full. 
A  quiver,  which,  fufpended  in  mid  air, 
Or  near  heaven's  archer ■,  in  the  zodiack,  hung,     1015 
{So  could  it  hu)Jbwfd  draw  the  public  eye, 
The  gaze  and  contemplation  of  mankind  ! 
A  conftellation  awfuJ,  yet  benign, 
To  guide  the  gay  through  life's  tempeftuons  wave; 

,    Jfor  fuffer  them  to  ftrikc  the  common  rock,  1030 

.  **  From  greater  danger  to  grow  more  fecure, 

~  m  Andy  wrapt  in  happinefs,  forget  rhtir  fate." 

iLyfander,  hnn;iy  paft  the  common  lot, 
Wm  wflrn'd  of  danger,  but  too  gay  to  fear. 
Hi  wooM  the  fair  Afpafia :  me  was  kind  :  1035 

■^  In  youth,  form,  fortune,  fame,  they  both  were  bleft : 
^  All  who  knew,  envy'd  $  yet  in  envy  lov'd  : 
Can  fancy  form  more  finiflit  happinefi,  > 

Tixt 
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Fixt  was  the  nuptial  hour*    Her  ftately  dome 

Jtofeon  the  founding  beach.     The  glittering  fpires  1040 

Float  in  the  wave,  and  break  againft  the  more : 

So  break  thofe  glittering  fliadows,  human  joys. 

The  faithlefs  morning  fmil'd :  he  takes  his  leave, 

To  re-embrace,  in  ecftafks,  at  eve. 

The  riling  ftorm  forbids.     The  news  arrives :        1045 

Untold,  me  fawit  in  her  fervanfs  eye. 

She  felt  it  feen  (her  heart  was  apt  to  feel)  $ 

Andy  drown'd,  without  the  furious  ocean's  aid, 

In  fuffocating  forrows,  mares  his  tomb. 

Now,  round  the  fumptuous,  bridal  monument,     1050 

The  guilty  billows  innocently  roar  5 

And  the  rough  failor  palling,  drops  a  tear. 

A  tear  ?— Can  tears  fuffice  ? — But  not  for  me* 

How  vain  our  efforts  !  and  our  arts  how  vain  ! 

The  diftant  train  of  thought  I  took  to  fhun,  1055 

Has  thrown  me  on  my  fate — Tbefe  died  together  \ 

Happy  in  ruia !  undivorc'd  by  death  ! 

Or  ne'er  to  meet,  or  ne'er  to  part,  is  peace — 

Narcifla !  Pity  bleeds  at  thought  of  thee. 

Yet  thou  waft  only  near  me  j  not  myfelf.  1060 

Survive  myfelf? — That  cures  all  other  woe. 

NarcifTa  lives ;  Philander  is  forgot. 

O  the  foft  commerce  !  O  the  tender  tyes, 

Clofe-twifted  with  the  fibres  of  the  heart ! 

Which,  broken,  break  them  j  and  drain  off  the  foul  1065 

Of  human  joyj  and  make  it  pain  to  live— 

And  is  it  then  to  live  ?  When  fucb  friends  part, 

*Tis  the  furvivor  dies*— My  heart,  no  more. 

NIGHT 
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NIGHT    THE    SIXTH. 
THE  INFIDEL  RECLAIMED. 

IN    TWO    PARTS. 

Containing  the  Nature,  Proof,  and  Importance, 
of  Immortality. 


PART   THE    FIRST. 

Where,  among  other  Things,  Glory  and  Riches 
are  particularly  considered. 

TO 

THE  RIGHT  HON.   HENRY  PELHAM, 

yiRST  lord  commissioner  of  the  treasury, 
and  chancellor  of  the  exchequer. 


PREFACE. 

FE  W  ages  have  been  deeper  in  difpute  about  reli- 
gion than  this.  The  difpute  about  religion,  and 
the  practice  of  it,  feldom  go  together.  The  fliorter, 
therefore,  the  difpute  the  better.  I  think  it  may  be 
reduced  to  this  fmgle  queftion,  Is  man  immortal,  or  is 
he  not  ?  If  he  is  not,  all  our  difputes  are  mere  amufe- 
ments,  or  trials  of  (kill.  In  this  cafe,  truth,  rea/on9 
religion,  which  give    our  difcourfes  tuch  pomp  and 

folemnitjr, 
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Joiemnity,  ate  'is  will  be  ihewn)  mee  empty  found, 
without  any  meaning  in  dinn.  Bar  if  Ban  it  im- 
mortal, ic  will  behove  him  m  be  very  icrioas  aboat 
oJemai  mmdiMnwnrrs;  or,  i*  other  wards*  to  be  truly 
reiigioo**  Add  tin*  g^eac  fundamental  truth*  ndb- 
bliihed,  or  fm*wafcesed  is  tbe  mmda  of  ki,  is  I 
fmtm,  +*rud  ioxxvt  aod  avjpsct  of  ill  oar  iw&* 
Actitf't  bow  remote  lower  d^forrirorir  tk\tBmna  ad- 
Tanked  may  &ea»  to  be  from  k. 

J^*4*fc  ofttaramts  atfecr.  aval  Ken  aosch  awse  than 
*bjlra&  ftafmmgJi  and  we  dairy  fee  fofrr  drop  around 
«#,  bvt  4k*  find  n  mriubk.  The  power  wfeick  o*£- 
/r/*//*ar  ha*  over  the  judgmemt,  is  greater  than  can  be 
well  conceived  by  thole  that  hare  not  had  an  cjipeiknce 
iA  it  j  and  of  what  numbers  is  it  the  lad  mtereft  that 
foul*  fhould  not  farrhel  The  heathen  world  confencd, 
Jthat  they  rather  hoped,  than  firmly  htBrued  immor- 
tality !  And  how  many  heathens  hare  we  ftfll  amongft 
lid  f  The  facred  page  aflures  us,  that  life  and  immor- 
tality it  brought  to  light  by  the  Gofpel :  but  by  how 
tnany  is  the  Gofpel  rejected,  or  overlooked!  From 
thefe  confiderations,  and  from  my  being,  accidentally, 
privy  to  the  fentiments  of  fome  particular  perfbns,  I 
Imve  been  long  pcrfuaded  that  mod,  if  not  all,  our  in- 
fidels (whatever  name  they  take,  and  whatever  fcheme, 
for  argument's  fake,  and  to  keep  themfelves  in  coun- 
tenance! they  patronize)  are  fupported  in  their  deplo- 
rable error,  by  fome  doubt  of  their  immortality,  at  the 
bottom.  And  I  am  fatisfied,  that  men  once  thoroughly 
convinced  of  their  immortality,  are  not  far  from  being 
|  Chrlftians. 


PREFACE,  tif 

Chrim'ans.  For  it  is  hard  to  conceive,  that  i  man 
fully  confeious  eternal  pain  or  happinefs  will  certainly 
be  his  lot,  Jhould  not  earneftly,  and  impartially,  en- 
quire after  the  fureft  means  of  efcaping  one,  and  ft- 
curing  the  other.  And  of  fuch  an  earneft  and  impar- 
tial inquiry,  I  well  know  the  confequence. 

Here,  therefore,  in  proof  of  this  mod  fundamental 
truth,  fome  plain  arguments  are  offered  4  arguments 
•derived from  principles  which  Infidels  admit  in  common 
with  Believers  j  arguments,  which  appear  to  me  alto- 
gether irrefiitible  j  and  fuch  as,  I  am  Satisfied,  will  hart 
great  weight  with  all,  who  give  themfelves  the  fmall 
trouble  of  looking  ferioufly  into  their  own  bofoms,  and 
of  obferving,  with  any  tolerable  degree  of  attention, 
what  daily  partes  round  about  them  in  the  world*  If 
fome  arguments  (hall,  here,  occur,  which  others  have 
declined,  they  are  fubmittcti,  with  all  deference,  to 
better  judgments  in  this,  of  all  points  the  mojf  im- 
portant. For,  as  to  the  Being  of  a  God,  that  is  no 
longer  difputed  j  but  it  is  undisputed  for  this  reafon  only  \ 
<uiz.  becaufe,  where  the  lead  pretence  to  reafon  is  ad- 
mitted; it  muft  for  ever  be  indifputable.  And  of  con- 
fequence no  man  can  be  betrayed  into  a  difputeof  that 
nature  by  'vanity  ;  which  has  a  principal  mare  in  ani- 
mating our  modern  combatants  againft  other  articles  of 
our  Belief. 
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NIGHT        VI. 

SHE  *  (for  I  know  not  yet  her  name  in  heaven) 
Not  early,  like  NarcuTa,  left  the  fcene  j 
Nor  fudden,  like  Philander.     What  avail  ? 
This  ft-eming  mitigation  but  inflames  5 
This  fancy'd  medicine  heightens  the  difeafe,  5 

The  longer  known,  the  clofer  ftill  flie  grewj 
And  gradual  parting  is  a  gradual  death. 
Tis  the  grim  tyrant's  engine,  which  extorts, 
By  tardy  preflure's  ftill  encreafing  weight, 
From  hardeft  hearts,  confeflion  of  diftrefs.  10 

O  the  long,  dark  approach  through  years  of  pain, 
Death's  gallery !  (might  I  dare  to  call  it  fo) 
With  difmal  doubt,  and  fable  terror,  hung; 
Sick  hope's  pale  lamp  its  only  glimmering  ray : 
There,  fate  my  melancholy  walk  ordain'd,  i£ 

Forbid  felf-khve  itfelf  to  flatter,  there. 
How  oft  I  gaz'd,  prophetically  fad  ! 
How  oft  I  faw  her  dead,  while  yet  in  fmiles ! 
In  fmiles  ihe  funk  her  grief  to  lefTen  mine.  "* 

She  fpoke  me  comfort,  and  increas'd.my  pain.  20 

Like  powerful  armies  trenching  at  a  town, 
By  flow,  and  filent,  but  reftftlefs  fap, 
In  his  pale  progrefs  gently  gaining  ground, 
Death  urg'd^is  deadly  fiege  j  in  fpite  of  art, 
Of  all  the  balmy  bleiungs  nature  lends  a 5 

To  fuccour  frail  humanity.     Ye  ftars ! 
(Not  novffrft  made  familiar  to  my  fight) 

.  And 
#  Referrmg  to  Night  V. 
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And  thou,  O  moon !  bear  witnefs  5  many  a  night 

He  tore  the  pillow  from  beneath  my  head, 

Ty'd  down  by  fore  attention  to  the  (hock,  30 

By  ceafelefs  depredations  on  a  life 

Dearer  than  that  he  left  me.     Dreadful  poft 

Of  obfervation  1  darker  every  hour! 

Lefs  dread  the  day  that  drove  me  to  the  brink, 

And  pointed  at  eternity  below;  35 

When  my  foul  fhudder'd  at  futurity  5 

When,  on  a  moment's  point,  th'  important  dye§ 

Of  life  and  death  fpun  doubtful,  ere  it  fell, 

And  turn'd  up  life ;  my  title  to  more  woe* 

But  why  more  woe  ?  More  comfort  let  it  be*         40 
Nothing  is  dead,  but  that  which  wiuYd  to  die ; 
Nothing  is  dead,  but  wrctchednefs  and  pain ; 
Nothing  is  dead,  but  what  incumbered,  gal  I'd, 
Block'd  up  the  pafs,  and  barr'd  from  real  life. 
Where  dwells  that  wiih  moft  ardent  of  the  wife  ?       45 
Too  dark  the  fun  to  fee  it  5  higheft  ftars 
Too  low  to  reach  it  j  death)  great  death  alone, 
mTer  ftars  and  fun,  triumphant,  lands  us  there.  ' 

Nor  dreadful  r  ir  tr an/it  ion  j  though  the  mind, 
An  aitift  at  creating  felf-alarms,  50 

Rich  in  expedients  for  inquietude, 
Is  prone  to  paint  it  dreadful.     Who  can  take 
Death's  portrait  true  ?  The  tyrant  never  fat. 
Our  fketch  all  random  ftrokes,  conjecture  all  j 
Clofe  ftiuts  the  grave,  nor  tells  one  fingle  tale.  55 

Death,  and  his  image  rifing  in  the  brain, 
Bear  faint  refcmblance  j  never  are  alike; 

K  %  Fear 


i3*  YOUNG' S     POEMS. 

Tear  (hakes  the  pencil ;  fancy  loves  excels ; 

Dark  Ignorance  is  lavifh  of  her  (hades  \ 

And  tkefe  the  formidable  picture  draw.  6a 

But  grant  the  worft;  'tis  paft;  new  profpe£h  rife} 
And  drop  a  veil  eternal  o'er  her  tomb. 
Far  other  views  our  contemplation  claim, 
Views  that  o'erpay  the  rigours  of  our  life  j 
Views  that  fufpend  our  agonies  in  death.  65 

Wrapt  in  the  thought  of  immortality, 
Wrapt  in  the  fingle,  the  triumphant  thought! 
Long  life  might  lapfe,  age  unperceiVd  come  on  j 
And  find  the  foul  unfated  with  her  theme. 
Its  nature,  proof,  importance,  fire  my  fong.  70 

O  that  my  fong  could  emulate  my  foul  ! 
Like  her,  immortal.     No!— the  foul  difdains 
A  mark;  fo  mean  j  far  nobler  hope  inflames  j 
If  endlefs  ages  can  outweigh  an  hour, 
J>t  not  the  laurel,  but  the  palm,  infpire.  75 

Thy  nature,  immortality  !  who  knows  ? 
And  yet  who  knows  it  not  ?  It  is  but  life 
In  ftronger  thread  of  brighter  colour  fpun,  T 

And  fpun  for  ever;  dipt  by  cruel  fate 
In  Stygian  dye,  how  black,  how  brittle  here  !  80 

How  fhort  our  correfpondence  with  the  fun ! 
And  while  it  lalts,  inglorious !  Our  beft  deeds, 
How  wanting  in  their  weight !  Our  higheft  joys 
Small  cordials  to  fupport  us  in  our  pain, 
And  give  us  ftrength  to  fufFer.     But  how  great         8$ 
To  mingle  interefts,  converfe,  amities, 
With  all  the  fons  of  reafon,  fcatter'd  wide 

Through 
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Through  habitable  fpace,  wherever  born, 

However  endow'd !  To  live  free  citizens 

Of  univerfal  nature  !  To  lay  hold  90 

By  more  than  feeble  faith  on  the  Supreme  f 

To  call  heaven's  rich  unfathomable  mines 

(Mines,  which  fupport  archangels  in  their  ftate) 

Our  own  I  To  rife  in  fcience,  as  in  blifs, 

Initiate  in  the  fecrets  of  the  ikies  !  95 

To  read  creation  j  read  its  mighty  plan 

In  the  bare  bofom  of  the  Deity  ! 

The  plan,  and  execution,  to  collate  ! 

To  fee,  before  each  glance  of  piercing  thought, 

All  cloud,  all  fhadow,  blown  remote;  and  leave    106 

No  myftery— -but  that  of  Love  Divine, 

Which  lifts  us  on  the  feraph's  flaming  wing, 

From  earth's  aceldama,  this  field  of  blood, 

Of  inward  anguifh,  and  of  outward  ill, 

From  darknefs,  and  from  duft,  to  fuch  a  fcene  !       105 

Love's  element !  true  joy's  illuArious  home  ! 

From  earth's  fad  contrail:  (now  deplor'd)  more  fair ! 

What  exquifite  viciflitude  of  fate  ! 

Bleft  abiblution  of  our  blackeft  hour ! 

Lorenzo,  thefe  are  thoughts  that  make  man  Man,  no 
The  wife  illumine,  aggrandize  the  great. 
How  great  (while  yet  we  tread  the  kindred  elbd, 
And  every  moment  fear  to  fink  beneath 
The  clod  <we  tread  j  foon  trodden  by  our  ions) 
Haw  great,  in  the  wild  whirl  of  Time's  purfuits,     115 
To  ftop,  and  paufe,  involv'd  in  high  prefage, 
Through  the  long  vifto  of  a  thoufand  years, 
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To  ftand  contemplating  our  diftant  felves, 

At  in  a  magnifying  mirror  feen, 

Enlarg'd,  Ennobled,  Elevate,  Divine  I  ize 

To  prophefy  our  own  futurities  $ 

To  gaze  in  thought  on  what  all  thought  tranfcends  I 

To  talk,  with  fellow- candidates,  of  joys 

As  far  beyond  conception  as  defert, 

Ourfelves  th'  aftoniftVd  talkers,  and  the  tale!  125 

Lorenzo,  fwells  thy  bofom  at  the  thought  ? 
The  fwell  becomes  thee  :  'Tis  an  honeft  pride. 
Revere  thyfelf ;— and  yet  thyfelf  defpife. 
His  nature  no  man  can  o'er-rate ;  and  none 
Can  undcr-rate  his  merit.    Take  good  heed,  13* 

Nor  there  be  modeft,  where  thou  ihould'ft  be  proud  5 
That  almoft  univerfal  error  fliun. 
HovrjuJ}  our  pride,  when  we  behold  tbofe  heights ! 
Not  thofe  ambition  paints  in  air,  but  thofe 
Reafon  points  out,  and  ardent  virtue  gains ;  135 

And  angels  emulate  \  our  pride  how  juft ! 
When  mount  we  ?  When  thefe  (hackles  caft  ?  When  quit 
This  cell  of  the  creation  ?  This  fmail  neft, 
Stuck  in  a  corner  of  the  univerfe, 
Wrapt  up  in  fleecy  cloud,  and  fine-fpun  air  ?  140 

Fine-fpun  tofenfe;  but  grofs  and  feculent 
To  fouls  celeftial  5  fouls  ordain'd  to  breathe 
Ambrofial  gales,  and  drink  a  purer  Iky  ; 
Greatly  triumphant  on  Time's  farther  fhore, 
Where  virtue  reigns,  enrich'd  with  full  arrears  ;      145 
While  pomp  imperial  begs  an  alms  of  peace. 

In  empire  high,  or  in  proud  fcience  deep, . 
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Ye  born  of  earth !  on  what  can  you  confer, 

With  half  the  dignity,  with  half  the  gain, 

The  guft,  the  glow  of  rational  delight,  150 

As  on  this  theme,  which  angels  praife  and  /hare  ? 

Man's  fates  and  favours  are  a  theme  in  heaven. 

What  wretched  repetition  cloys  us  here! 
What  periodic  potions  for  the  fick  ! 
Diftemper'd  bodies  !  and  diftemper'd  minds  !  155 

In  an  Eternity ,  what  fcenes  mall  ftrike  ! 
Adventures  thicken !  novelties  furprize ! 
What  webs  of  wonder  (hall  unravel,  there ! 
What  full  day  pour  on  all  the  paths  of  heaven, 
And  light  th'  Almighty's  footfteps  in  the  deep  !       160 
How  (hall  the  blefled  day  of  our  difcharge 
Unwind,  at  once,  the  labyrinths  of  fate, 
And  ftraiten  its  inextricable  maze ! 

If  inextinguifliable  thirft  in  man 
To  know ;  how  rich,  how  full,  our  banquet  there  /    165 
There,  not  the  moral  world  alone  unfolds  j 
The  world  material,  lately  feen  in  (hades, 
And,  in  thofe  fhades,  by  fragments  only  feen, 
And  feen  thofe  fragments  by  the  labouring  eye* 
Unbroken,  then,  illuftrious  and  intire,  170 

Its  ample  fphere,  its  univerfal  frame, 
In  full  dimenfions,  fwells  to  the  furvey  ; 
And  enters,  at  one  glance,  the  raviftit  fight. 
From  fome  fuperior  point  (where,  who  can  tell  ? 
Suffice  it,  'tis  a  point  where  gods  *efide)  175 

How  (hall  the  ftranger  man's  illumin'd  eye, 
In  the  vaft  ocean  of  unbounded  fpace, 
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Behold  an  infinite  of  floating  worlds 

Divide  the  cryftal  wares  of  aether  pure, 

Jn  endlefs  voyage,  without  port  ?  The  Zr*l  xfo 

Of  theie  diaeminated  orbs,  how  great ! 

Great  as  they  axe,  what  numbers  Theie  furpais, 

Hv$c,  as  Leviathan,  to  that  finall  race, 

Thofe  twinkling  multitudes  of  little  life, 

He  fwallows  unperceiv'd  ?  Stupendous  Thefe !  1S5 

Yet  what  are  theie  fhipendous  to  the  ewboU  ? 

As  particles,  as  atoms  ill  perceiv'd ; 

As  circulating  globules  in  our  veins  $ 

So  vaft  the  plan.    Fecundity  divine ! 

Exuberant  Source  1  perhaps,  I  wrong  thee  ftill.       190 

If  admiration  is  a  fource  of  joy, 
What  tranfport  hence !  yet  thin  the  leaft  in  heaven. 
IfThat  this  to  that  illuftrious  robe  He  wears, 
Who  toft  this  mafs  of  wonders  from  his  band, 
A  specimen,  an  earneft  of  his  power  ?  195 

'Tis  to  that  glory  ^  whence  all  glory  flows, 
As  the  mead's  meaneft  floweret  to  the  fun, 
Which  gave  it  birth.    But  what,  this  fun  of  heaven  ? 
This  blifs  fupreme  of  the  fupremely  bleft  ? 
Death,  only  death,  the  queftion  can  refolve.  soo 

By  death,  cheap-bought  th1  ideas  of  our  joy  $ 
The  bare  ideas  !  folid  happinefs 
So  diftant  from  its  ihadovv  chas'd  below. 

And  chafe  we  ftill  the  phantom  through  the  Are, 
O'er  bog,  and  brake,  and  precipice,  till  death  ?       205 
And  toil  we  ftill  for  fublunary  pay  ? 
Defy  the  dangers  of  the  field  and  flood, 

Or, 
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Or,  fpider-like,  {pin  out  our  precious  All, 

Our  more  than  vitals  fpin  (if  no  regard 

To  great  futurity)  in  curious  wet*  tio 

Of  fubtle  thought,  and  exquifite  defign  5 

(Fine  net-work  of  the  brain  1)  to  catch  a  fly ! 

The  momentary  buz  of  vain  renown  I 

A  name  I  a  mortal  immortality  I 

Or  (meaner  ftill  I)  inftead  of  grafping  air,  2x5 

For  fordid  lucre  plunge  we  in  the  mire  ? 
Drudge,  fweat,  through  every  fliame,  for  every  gain, 
For  vile  contaminating  traih  3  throw  up 
Our  hope  in  heaven,  our  dignity  with  man  ? 
And  deify  the  dirt,  matur'd  to  gold  ?  aao> 

Ambition)  avarice;  the  two  damons  thefe, 
Which  goad  through  every  Hough  our  human  herd, 
Hard  traveled  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave. 
How  low  the  wretches  ftoop !  How  fteep  they  climb  I   • 
Thefe  damons  burn  mankind ;  but  moft  pofie&       ax$ 
Lorenzo's  bofom,  and  turn  out  the  flues* 

Is  it  in  time  to  hide  eternity  f 
And  why  not  in  an  atom  on  the  more 
To  cover  ocean  ?  or  a  mote,  the  fun  ? 
Glory  and  wealth !  have  they  this  blinding  power?  239 
What  if  to  them  I  prove  Lorenzo.  Wind  ? 
Would  it  furprize  thee  ?  Be  thou  then  furpriz'd  ; 
Thou  neither  know' ft :  their  nature  learn  from  me. 

Mark  well,  as  foreign  as  tbefefubjeSs  feem, 
What  clofe  connexion  ties  them  to  my  theme.  »*$ 

Firft,  what  is  true  ambition  ?  The  purfuit 
Of  glory,  nothing  left  than  man  can  mare. 

Wet* 
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Were  they  as  Tain  as  gaudy-minded  roan, 

As  flatulent  with  fumes  of  felf-applaufe, 

Their  arts  and  conquefts  animals  might  boaft,         240 

And  claim  their  laurel  crowns,  as  well  as  We  ; 

But  not  celeftial*    Here  we  ftand  alone  ^ 

As  in  our  form,  diftinft,  pre-eminent ; 

If  /raw  in  thought,  our  ftature  is  our  mame : 

And  man  ihouldblufh,  his  forehead  meets  die  ikies.  245 

The  i/j/&&  and  frefent  are  for  brutes, 

A  {lender  portion !  and  a  narrow  bound ! 

Thefe  reafon,  with  an  energy  divine, 

O'erleaps;  and  claims  the  future  and  unfeen\ 

The  vaft  unfeen !  the  future  fathomlefs !  250 

When  the  great  foul  buoys  up  to  this  high  point, 

Leaving  grofs  nature's  fediments  below, 

Then,  and  then  only,  Adam's  offspring  quits 

The  fage  and  hero  of  the  fields  and  woods, 

Afierts  his  rank,  and  rifes  into  man.  255 

This  is  ambition :  This  is  human  fire. 

Can  parts  or  place  (two  bold  pretenders!)  make 
Lorenzo  great,  and  pluck  him  from  the  throng  ? 

Genius  and  art,  ambition's  boafted  wings, 
Our  boaft  but  ill  deferve.     A  feeble  aid  !  260 

Dcdalian  enginery  !  If  Thefe  alone 
A  HI  ft  our  flight,  fame's  flight  is  glory  s  fall. 
Heart  merit  wanting,  mount  we  ne'er  fo  high, 
Our  height  ii  but  the  gibbttof  our  name. 

*  wretch,  when  I  behold;  265 

d  a  genius  bright,  and  bafe, 

lients,  and  tenettrial  aims ;  *  ' 

Methinks  . 
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Methinks  I  fee,  as  thrown  from  her  high  fphere, 

The  glorious  fragments  of  a  foul  immortal, 

With  rubbifh  mix'd,  and  glittering  in  the  duft.       27$; , 

Struck  at  the  fplendid,  melancholy  fight,  r 

At  once  companion  fort,  and  envy,  rife— 

But  wherefore  envy  ?  Talents  angel-bright, 

If  wanting  worth,  are  mining  inftruments 

In  falfe  ambition's  hand,  to  finifh  faults  275 

Illuftrious,  and  give  infamy  renown. 

Great  *tf  is  an  achievement  of  great  powers. 
Plain  fenfe  but  rarely  leads  us  far  aftray. 
Reafon  the  means,  affeftions  chufe  our  end  5 
Means  have  no  merit,  if  our  end  amifs.  280 

If  wfong  our  hearts,  our  heads  are  right  in  vain  j 
What  is  a  Pelham's  head,  to  PelhanTs  heart  ? 
Hearts  are  proprietors  of  all  applaufe. 
Right  ends,  and  means,  make  wifdom  :  Worldly-wiic 
Is  but  balf-witted,  at  its  higheft  praife.  285 

Let  genius  then  defpair  to  make  thee  great  j 
Nor  flatter  ftation  :  What  is  ftation  high  ? 
Tis  a  proud  mendicant;  it  boafts,  and  begs  j 
It  begs  an  alms  of  homage  from  the  throng, 
And  oft  the  throng  denies  its  charity.  290 

Monarchs  and  minifters  are  awful  names ; 
Whoever  wear  them,  challenge  our  devoir. 
Religion,  public  order,  both  exaft 
External  homage,  and  a  fupple  knee, 
To  beings  pompoufly  fet  up,  to  ferve  295 

The  meaneft  flave  5  all  more  is  merit's  due, 
Her  facred  and  inviolable  right ; 

Nov 
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Nor  ever  paid  the  manarcb%  but  the  man* 

Our  hearts  ne'er  bow  but  to  fuperior  vuortb  j 

Nor  ever  fail  of  their  allegiance  there.  300 

Fools,  indeed,  drop  the  man  in  their  account, 

And  vote  the  mantle  into  majefty. 

Let  the fmaU  fa<vage  boaft  his  filver  fur ; 

His  royal  robe  unborrowed,  and  unbought, 

His  <nun,  defcending  fairly  from  his  fires.  30$ 

Shall  man  be  proud  to  wear  bis  livery, 

And  fouls  in  ennin  fcorn  a  foul  without  ? 

Can  place  or  lefTen  us,  or  aggrandize  ? 

Pygmies  are  pygmies  ftill,  though  perch'd  oil  Alps* 

And  pyramids  are  pyramids  in  vales.  319 

Each  man  makes  his  own  ftature,  builds  bimfelf : 

Virtue  alone  outbuilds  the  pyramids : 

Her  monuments  (hall  laft,  when  Egypt's  fall. 

Of  thefe  fure  truths  doft  thou  demand  the  caufe? 
The  caufe  is  lodg'd  in  immortality,  3x5 

Hear,  and  aflent.     Thy  bofom  bums  for  power ; 
What  ftation  charms  thee  ?  I  '11  inftall  thee  there  j 
*Tis  thine.     And  art  thou  greater  than  before  ? 
Then  thou  before  waft  (bmething  Ufs  than  inaa. 
Has  thy  new  poll  betray'd  thee  into  pride  ?  3**. 

That  treacherous  pride  betrays  thy  dignity* 
That  pride  defames  humanity,  and  calls 
The  being  mean,  which  jiajfs  or  firings  Can  raiie. 
That  pride,  like  hooded  hawks,  indarknefs  {bars, 
From  blindnefs  bold,  and  towering  to  the  ikies.       3*5 
*Tis  born  of  ignorance,  which  knows  not  manj 
An  angel's  fecond  $  nor  his  fecund,  long. 

A  Nero 
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A  Nero  quitting  his  imperial  throne, 
And  courting  glory  from  the  tinkling  firing, 
But  faintly  fhadows  an  immortal  foul,  330 

With  empire's  felf,  to  pride,  or  rapture,  fix'd. 
If  nobler  motives  minifter  no  cure, 
Ev'n  vanity  forbids  thee  to  be  vain. 

High  worth  is  elevated  place:  'tis  more; 
It  makes  the  poft  ftand  candidate  for  Thee ;  335 

Makes  more  than  monarchs,  makes  an  honeft  man  j 
Though  no  exchequer  it  commands,  'tis  wealths 
And  though  it  wears  no  ribband,  'tis  renown  \ 
Renown,  that  would  not  quit  thee,  though  difgrac'd, 
Nor  leave  thee  pendent  on  a  mailer's  fmile.  340 

Other  ambition  nature  interdicts  j 
Nature  proclaims  it  moft  abfurd  in  man, 
By  pointing  at  his  origin,  and  end  } 
Milk,  and  a  fwathe,  atjirft,  his  whole  demand  % 
His  whole  domain,  at  laft,  a  turf,  or  ftone j  345 

To  whom,  between,  a  world  may  feem  too  fmalL 

Souls  truly  great  dart  forward  on  the  wing 
Of  juft  ambition,   to  the  grand  refult, 
The  curtain's  fall;  there,  fee  the  bufcinM  chief 
Unihod  behind  this  momentary  fccne  ;  35* 

Reduc'd  to  his  own  ftature,  low  or  high, 
As  vice,  or  virtue,  finks  him,  or  fublimes } 
And  laugh  at  this  fantaftic  mummery, 
This  antic  prelude  of  grotefque  events, 
Where  dwaifs  are  often  ftilted,  and  betray  355 

A  littlenefs  of  foul  by  worlds  o'cr-run, 
And  nations  laid  is  blood.    Dread  facrifice 

5  To 
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To  ChriJHa*  pride  I  which  had  with  horror  (hacked 
The  darkef /og«c/  ofer  d  to  their  gods. 

O  thou  ma/I  Cbrzfum  enemy  to  peace !  360 

Again  in  arms  r  Again  provoking  fate  ? 
That  prince,  and  That  alone,  is  truly  great, 
Who  draws  the  fword  relucrant,  gladly  ftieathes  $ 
On  empire  builds  what  empire  far  outweighs, 
And  makes  his  throne  a  fcaffold  to  the  ikies.  365 

Why  this  (6  raze?  Becanie  forgot  of  all 
The  day  of  death  ;  that  venerable  day, 
Which  fits  as  judge ;  that  day,  which  wall  pronounce 
On  all  our  days,  abfolve  them,  or  condemn. 
Lorenzo,  never  fhut  thy  thought  againft  it  5  370 

Be  levees  ne'er  fo  full,  afford  it  room, 
And  give  it  audience  in  the  cabinet. 
That  friend  confulted,  flatteries  apart, 
Will  tell  the  fair,  if  thou  art  great,  or  mean. 

To  doat  on  aught  may  leave  us,  or  be  left,  375 

Is  That  ambition  ?  Then  let  flames  defcend> 
Point  to  the  centre  their  inverted  fpires, 
And  learn  humiliation  from  a  foul, 
Which  boafts  her  lineage  from  celeftial  fire. 
Yet  thefe  are  they  the  world  pronounces  wife;  3*0 

The  world,  which  cancels  nature's  right  and  wrong, 
And  calls  new  wifdora  :  ev'n  the  grave  man  lends  • 
His  folemn  face,  to  countenance  the  coin. 
Wifdom  for  parts  is  madnefs  for  the  whole. 
This  iiamps  the  paradox,  and  gives  us  leave  3S5 

To  call  the  Weft  weak,,  the  richeft  poor, 
Tbe  xnoft  ambitious,  unambitious,  means 

In 
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In  triumph,  mean 5  and  abjeft,  on  a  throne. 

Nothing  can  make  it  lefs  than  mad  in  man, 

To  put  forth  all  his  ardour,  all  his  art,  39^ 

And  give  his  foul  her  full  unbounded  flight, 

But  reaching  Him,  who  gave  her  wings  to  fly. 

When  blind  ambition  quite  miftakes  her  road, 

And  downward  pores,  for  that  which  mines  above, 

Subftantial  happinefs,  and  true  renown  j  395 

Then,  like  an  idiot,  gazing  on  the  brook, 

We  leap  at  ftars,  and  fatten  in  the  mud  j 

At  glory  grafp,  and  fink  in  infamy. 

Ambition  I  powerful  fource  of  good  and  ill  f 
Thy  ftrength  in  man,  like  length  of  wing  in  birds,  40a 
When  difengagM  from  earth,  with  greater  eafe 
And  fwifter  flight  tranfports  us  to  the  ikies  j 
By  toys  entangled,  or  in  guilt  bemir'd, 
It  turns  a  curfe ;  it  is  our  chain,  and  fcourge, 
In  this  dark  dungeon,  where  connVd  we  lie,  405 

Clofe-grated  by  the  fordid  bars  of  fenfe  5 
All  profpeft  of  eternity  fliut  out  5 
And,  but  for  execution,  ne'er  fet  free. 

With  error  in  ambition  juftly  chargM, 
Find  we  Lorenzo  wifer  in  his  wealth  ?  419 

What  if  thy  rental  I  reform  ?  and  draw 
An  inventory  new  to  fet  thee  right  ? 
Where  thy  true  treafure  ?  Gold  fays,  "  Not  in  me :** 
And,  "  Not  in  me,"  the  diamond.     Gold  is  poor ; 
India  's  infolvent:  feek  it  in  thyfelf,  415 

Seek  in  thy  naked  felf,  and  find  it  there  5 
In  being  £0  defcended,  form'd,  endowed  $ 

Sky- 


144  YOUNG'S   POEMS. 

Sky-born,  flty-guided,  Ay-returning  race ! 

Ereft,  immortal,  rational,  divine! 

fnfenfes,  which1  inherit  earth,  and  heavens  }  420 

Enjoy  the  various  riches  nature  yields; 

Far  nobler !  give  the  riches  they  enjoys 

Give  tafte  to  fruits;  and  harmony  to  groves; 

Their  radiant  beams  -to  gold,  and  gold's  bright  fire ; 

Take  in,  at  once,  the  landscape  of  the  world,        415 

At  a  fmall  inlet,  which  a  grain  might  clotfe, 

And  half  create  the  wondrous  world  they  fee. 

Our  fenfesy  as  our  reafin,  are  divine. 

But  for  the  magic  organ's  powerful  charm, 

Xarth  were  a  rude,  uircolour'd  chaos,  fHU.  45a 

Obj efts  are  but  th'  occasion ;  ours  tk'  exploit} 

Ours  is  the  cloth,  the  pencil,  and  the  paint, 

Which  nature's  admirable  picture  draws  ; 

And  beautifies  creation's  ample  dome. 

Like  Milton's  Eve,  when  gazing  on  the  lake,  43$ 

Man  makes  the  matchlefs  image,  man  admires. 

Say  then,  Shall  man,  his  thoughts  all  fent  abroad, 

Superior  wonders  in  himfelf  forgot, 

His  admiration-  wafte  on  objects  round, 

When  heaven  makes  him  the  foul  of  all  he  fees  r    440 

Abfurd  !  not  rare!  fo  great,  fo  mean,  is  man. 

What  wealth  mfenfes  4uch  as  thefe  i  What  wealth 
Infancy,  fir'd  to  form  a  fairer  fcene 
Than fenfe  furveys !  In  memory's  firm  record, 
Which,  Jlhould  it  perifh,  could  this  world  recall      445 
From  the  dark  fhadows  of  o'erwhelming  years  ! 
In  colours  frefli,  originally  bright, 

Prefenre 
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Preferve  k*  portrait,  and  report  its  fate ! 

What  wealth  in  intellect,  that  fovereign  power1. 

Which  fenfe  and  fancy  fummons  to  the  bar  j  45f 

Interrogates,  approves,  or  reprehends ; 

And  from  the  mafs  thofe  underlings  import, 

From  their  materials  fifted,  and  refin'd, 

And  in  truths  balance  accurately  weighed, 

Forms  art,  and  fcience,  government,  and  la<w\       45$ 

The  folid  balls,  and  the  beauteous  frame, 

The  vitals,  and  the  grace  of  civil  life  1 

And  manners  (fad  exception  I)  fet  afide, 

Strikes  out,  with  matter  hand,  a  copy  fair 

Of  His  idea,  whofe  indulgent  thought  4$f 

.Long,  long,  ere  chaos  teem'd,  plann'd  human  blifs. 

What  wealth  in  fouls  that  fear,  dive,  range  arounc^ 
Difdaining  limit,  or  from  place,  or  time ; 
And  hear  at  once,  in  thought  ex  ten  five,  hear 
Th'  Almighty  fiat,  and  the  Trumpet* s  found!        465 
Bold,  on  creation's  outfide  walk,  and  view 
What  was,  and  is,  and  more  than  e'er  ihall  be  j 
*  Commanding,  with  omnipotence  of  thought, 
Creations. new  in  fancy's  field  to  rife  I 
Souls,  that  can  grafp  whate'er  th1  Almighty  made, 47a 
And  wander  wild  through  things  impoflible ! 
What  wealth,  in  faculties,  of  endlefs  growth, 
In  quenchlefs  pajfions  violent  to  crave, 
In  liberty  to  chufe,  in  power  to  reach, 
And  in  duration  (how  thy  riches  rife  !)  475 

Duration  to  perpetuate— boundlefs  blifs  t 

Vox.  II.  L  A& 
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Of  fsdt  tstSsesfsc  ffjrigffh  aani  i 

Ko«  irari&  padc£  caa  raifc  k  ; 

Csc  t  drjrant  ;  vkkb  koMs  <ob  its  j 

Wtt3  dsiae,  O  HaSmret  end*;  too  bfic*  Id  i 

Cn»*-s**s  obfepnes.    Wot  tiraiare,  tkh  f  54* 

Tbt  Hemarcb  is  a  beggar  to  tie  Maau 
Immortal!  Ages  poft,  yet  aotfciflg  gone? 
Mora  without  ore  I  a  race  widkoc:  a  goal  1 
UnJboftesf  d  by  progrefiioo  i&Jhutc  ! 
Ftfttsrity  for  ever  fbtoue  !  Life  545 

Beginning  tKU  where  computation  cads ! 
*Tif  the  deJcriptkm  of  a  />«ff/ 
*Tis  the  defcriptkm  of  the  meanefl  flam*  : 
The  meaaeft  flare  dam  then  Lorenzo  fcorn  > 
The  meaneft  flare  thy  frvereigm  glory  (hares.  550 

Proud  youth  !  faftidious  of  die  lower  world ! 
Man'*  lawful  pride  includes  humility ; 
Stoops  to  the  lowed ;  is  too  great  to  find 
Inferiors;  all  immortal !  brothers  all! 
Proprietors  eternal  of  thy  love.  555 

Immortal !  What  can  ftrike  the/en/e  fo  ftrong, 
As  this  thtfoul?  It  thunders  to  the  thought  j 
He  a/on  amazes  ;  gratitude  overwhelms ; 
No  more  we  (lumber  on  the  brink  of  fate  ; 
Rous'd  at  the  found,  th*  exulting  foul  afcends,        560 
And  breathes  her  native  air;  an  air  that  feeds 
Ambitions  high,  and  fans  ethereal  fires; 
Quick  kindles  all  that  is  divine  withm  us  ; 
Nor  leaves  one  loitering  thought  beneath  the  ftars. 

Has 
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Has  not  Lorenzo's  bofom  caught  the  flame  ?         565 
Immortal!  Were  but  one  immortal,  how 
Would  others  envy  I  How  would  thrones  adore! 
Becaule  'tis  common,  is  the  bleffing  loft  ? 
How  this  ties  up  the  bounteous  hand  of  heaven ! 
O  vain,  vain,  vain,  allelfe!  Eternity!  570 

A  glorious,  and  a  needful  refuge,  that, 
From  viie  imprisonment,  in  abjec't  views. 
*Tis  immortality ',  'tis  that  alone, 
Amid  life's  pains  y  abafement,  emptbtefs9 
The  fcul  can  comfort,  elevate,  and///.  575 

That  only,  and  that  amply,  this  performs  j 
Lifts  us  above  life's  pains,  her  joys  above ; 
Their  terror  tkofey  and  thefe  their  luftre  loiej 
Eternity  depending  covers  all  5 

Eternity  depending  all  atchieves  5  58^ 

Sets  earth  at  diftance ;  cafts  her  into  (hades  ; 
Blends  her  diftin&ions ;  abrogates  her  powers  ; 
The  low,  the  lofty,  joyous,  and  fevere, 
Fortune's  dread  frowns,  and  fafcinating  fmiles, 
Make  one  promifcuous  and  neglected  heap,  585 

The  man  beneath  j  if  I  may  call  him  man, 
Whom  Immortality s  full  force  infpires. 
Nothing  terre (trial  touches  his  high  thought ; 
Suns  faine  unfeen,  and  thunders  roll  unheard, 
By  minds  quite  confeious  of  their  high  defcent,       599 
Their  preient  province,  and  their  future  prize  j 
Divinely  darting  upward  every  wifli, 
Warm  on  the  wing,  in  glorious  abfenct  loft  I 

L  3  Doubt 
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Doubt  you  this  truth  ?  Why  labours  your  belief? 
If  earth's  whole  orb  by  fome  due  diftanc'd  eye         595 
Were  feen  at  once,  her  towering  Alps  would  fink, 
And  leveled  Atlas  leave  an  even  fphere. 
Thus  earthy  and  all  that  earthly  minds  admire, 
Ii  fwallow'd  in  Eternity's  vafr  round. 
To  that  ftupendous  view  when  fouls  awake,  600 

So  large  of  late,  fo  mountainous  to  man, 
dime's  toys  fubfide  ;  and  equal  all  below. 

Enthufiaftic,  this  ?  Then  all  are  weak, 
But  rank  enthufiafts.     To  this  godlike  height 
Some  fouls  havefoar'd;  or  martyrs  ne'er  had  bled.  605 
And  all  may  do,  what  has  by  man  been  done. 
Who,  beaten  by  thefe  fublunary  ftorms, 
Boundlefs,  intenninable  joys  can  weigh, 
Unraptur'd,  unexalted,  uninflam*d? 
What  flave  unblefl,  who  from  to-morrow's  dawn     610 
Expe&s  an  empire  ?  He  forgets  his  chain, 
And,  thron'd  in  thought,  his  abfent  fceptre  waves. 

And  what  a  fceptre  waits  us  1  what  a  throne  1 
Her  own  immenfe  appointments  to  compute, 
Or  comprehend  her  high  prerogatives,  6*5 

In  this  her  dark  minority,  how  toils, 
How  vainly  pants,  the  human  foul  divine ! 
Too  great  the  bounty  feems  for  earthly  joy ; 
What  heart  but  trembles  at  fo  ftrange  a  blifs  ? 

In  fpite  of  all  the  truths  the  Mufe  has  lung,         6*0 
Ne'er  to  be  priz'd  enough  !  enough  revolv'd  ! 
Are  there  who  wrap  the  world  fo  clofe  about  them. 
They  fee  no  farther  thaa  the  clouds }  and  dance 

On 
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On  heedlefs  vanity's  fantaftic  toe,  * 

Till,  Humbling  at  a  ftraw,  in  their  career,  615 

Headlong  they  plunge,  where  end  both  dance  andfong  I 

Are  there,  Lorenzo  ?  Is  it  poftible  ? 

Are  there  on  earth  (let  me  not  call  them  men) 

Who  lodge  afoul  immortal  in  their  breafts  $ 

Unconfcious  as  the  mountain  of  its  ore;  G3* 

Or  rock,  of  its  ineftimable  gem  ? 

When  rocks  (hall  melt,  and  mountains  vanifh,  theft 

Shall  know  their  treafure  j  treasure,  then,  n°  more. 

Are  there  (ilill  more  amazing!)  who  refift 
|The  rifing  thought  ?  who  Another,  in  its  birth,       635 
The  glorious,  truth  ?  who  ftruggle  to  be  brutc3  ? 
Who  through  this  bofom-barrier  bu»ft  their  way, 
And,  with  revers'd  ambition,  ftrive  to  fink? 
Who  labour  downwards  through  th1  oppofing  powers 
Of  inftinft,  reafon,  and  the  world  againft  them,     64* 
To  difmal  hopes,  and  fhelter  in  the  (hock 
Of  endlefs  night  5  night  darker  than  the  grave's  ? 
Who  fight  the  proofs  of  immortality?  . 
With  horrid  zeal,  and  execrable  arts, 
.Work  all  their  engines,  level  their  black  fires,        $45 
To  blot  from  man  this  attribute  divine, 
(Than  vital  blood  far  dearer  to  the  wife) 
ISlafpbemers,  and  rank  atheifts  to  thtmfel'ves  ? 

To  contradict  them,  fee  all  nature  rife ! 
What  object,  what  event,  the  moon  beneath,  6$o 

But  argues,  or  endears,  an  after-fcene  ? 
To  reafon  proves,  or  weds  it  to  defire  ? 
AH  things  proclaim  it  needful  \  fomc  advance 
L4 
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One  precious  ftep  beyond,  and  prove  it  fure. 

A  thoufand  arguments  fwarm  round  my  pen,  $55 

from  heaven,  and  earth,  and  man.    Indulge  a  few 

By  nature,  as  ber  common  habit,  worn  'y 

So  preffing  Providence  a  truth  to  teach, 

Which  truth,  untaught,  all  other  truths  were  vain. 

Thou  !  whofe  all-providential  Eye  furveys,  660 

Whofe  Hand  directs,  whofe  Spirit  fills  and  warms 
Creation,  and  holds  empire  far  beyond ! 
Eternity's  Inhabitant  auguft ! 
Of  two  Eternities  amazing  Lord ! 
One  paft,  ere  man's  or  angel's  had  begun  ;  665 

Aid  !  while  I  refcue  from  the  foe's  aflault 
Thy  glorious  Immortality  in  man* 
A  theme  for  ever,  and  for  all,  of  weight, 
Of  moment  infinite  !•  but  reiifiVd  moft 
By  thofe  who  love  Thee  moft,  who  moft  adore*       67^ 

Nature,  thy  daughter,  ever- changing  birth, 
Of  Thee  the  Great  Immutable,  to  man 
Speaks  wifdom  j  is  his  oracle  fupreme ; 
And  he  who  moft  confults  her,  is  moft  wife. 
Lorenzo,  to  this  heavenly  Delphos  hafte;  $75. 

And  come  back  all-immortal ;  all-divine  : 
Look  nature  through,  'tis  revolution  all; 
All  change ;  no  death.   Day  follows  night  j  and  night 
The  dying  day  j  ftars  rife,  and  fet,  and  rife ; 
Earth  takes  th'  example.     See,  the  Summer  gay,     680 
With  her  green  chaplet,  and  ambrofial  flowers, 
Droops  into  pallid  Autumn  :  Winter  grey, 
Horrid  with  froft,  and  turbulent  with,  ftorro, 

Blow* 
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Blows  Autumn,  and  his  golden  fruits,  away  : 
Then  melts  into  the    Spring :    Soft    Spring,     with' 
breath  685 

Favonian,  from  warm  chambers  of  the  fouth, 
Recalls  ihe/irjf.     All,  to  re-flourifh,  fades  j 
As  in  a  wheel,  all  finks,  to  re-afcend. 
Emblems  of  man,  who  panes,  not  expires. 

With  this  minute  diftin&ion,  emblems  juft,         G$t> 
Nature  revolves,  but  man  advances  j  both 
Eternal,  that  a  circle,  this  a  line. 
That  gravitates,  this  foars.     Th*  afpiring  foul, 
Ardent,  and  tremulous,  like  flame,  afcends, 
Zeal  and  humility  her  wings,  to  heaven.  695; 

The  world  of  matter,  with  its  various  forms, 
All  dies  into  new  life.     Life  born  from  death 
Rolls  the  vaft  mafs,  and  mall  for  ever  roll. 
No  fmgle  atom,  once  in  being,  loft, 
With  change  of  counfel  charges  the  Moft  High*     7041 

What  hence  infers  Lorenzo?  Can  it  be -?• 
Matter  immortal  ?  And  (hall  Spirit  die  ? 
Above  the  nobler,  (hall  lefs  noble  rife  > 
Shall  Man  alone,  for  whom  all  elfe  revives, 
No  refurre&ion  know  ?  Shall  Man  alone,  70$ 

Imperial  Man !  be  fown  in  barren  ground, 
Lefs  privileged  than  grain,  on  which  he  feeds  ?, 
Is  Man,  in  whom  alone  is  power  to  prize 
The  bliis  of  being,  or  with  previous  pain. 
Deplore  its  period,  by  the  fpleen  of  fate,  7n> 

Severely  doomM  death's  (ingle  unredeenVd  ? 

V 
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If  nature**  revolution  fpeaks  aloud, 
In  her  gradation,  hear  her  louder  ftill. 
Look  nature  through,  'tis  neat  gradation  all. 
By  what  minute  degrees  her  fcaie  afcends  !  715 

Each  middle  nature  join'd  at  each  extreme, 
To  that  above  it  join'd,  to  that  beneath. 
Parts,  into  parts  reciprocally  mot, 
Abhor  divorce  :  what  love  of  union  reigns ! 
Here,  dormant  matter  waits  a  call  to  life ;  720 

Half-life,  half-death,  join  there;  here,  life  and  fenfej 
There,  fenfe  from  reafon  fteals  a  glimmering  ray ; 
Reafon  mines  out  in  man.     But  how  preferv'd 
The  chain  unbroken  upward,  to  the  realms 
Of  incorporeal  life  ?  thofe  realms  of  blifs,  725 

Where  death  hath  no  dominion  ?  Grant  a  make 
Half-mortal,  half-immortal;  earthy,  part, 
And  part  ethereal  j  grant  the  foul  of  man 
Cternal  >  or  in  man  the  feries  ends, 
Wide  yawns  the  gap ;  connexion  is  no  more  5  730 

Check' d  reafon  halts  $  her  next  ftep  wants  fupportj 
Striving  to  climb,  (he  tumbles  from  her  fcheme  $ 
A  fcheme, .  analogy  pronoune'd  fo  true  j 
^Analogy,  man's  f'ureft  guide  below. 

Thus  far,  all  nature  calls  on  thy  belief.  735 

And  will  Lorenzo,  carelefs  of  the  call, 
Falfe  atteftation  on  all  nature  charge, 
Rather  than  violate  his  league  with  death  ? 
'Renounce  his  reafon,  rather  than  renounce 
The  duft  bclov'd,  and  run  the  rifque  of  heaven  ?     740 
C  whaf  indignity  to  deathlefs  fouls  I 

What 
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What  treafon  to  the  majefty  of  man ! 

Of  man  immortal !  Hear  the  lofty  ftyle  : 

"  If  fo  decreed,  th'  Almighty  Will  be  done. 

*'  Let  earth  diflblve,  yon  pondrous  orbs  defcend,     745 

"  And  grind  us  into  duft.     The  foul  is  fafe  5 

"  The  man  emerges  ;  mounts  above  xthe  wreck, 

"  As  towering  flame  from  nature  s  funeral  pyre  j 

"  O'er  devaluation,  as  a  gainer,  i'miles  5 

€t  His  charter,  his  inviolable  rights,  750 

*<  Well  pleas'd  to  learn  from  thunder's  impotence, 

"  Death's  pointlefs  darts,  and  hell's  defeated  ltorms." 

But  thefe  chimeras  touch  not  thee,  Lorenzo  I 
The  glories  of  the  world  thy  fevenfoid  Jhield. 
Other  ambition  than  of  crowns  in  air,  755 

And  fuperlunary  felicities,   • 
Thy  bofom  warm.     I  '11  cool  it,  if  I  can ; 
And  turn  thofe  glories  that  inchant,  againft  thee. 
What  ties  thee  to  this  life,  proclaims  the  next. 
If  wife,  the  caufe  that  wounds  thee  is  thy  cure.      760 

Come,  my  ambitious  !  let  us  mount  together 
(To  mount,  Lorenzo  never  can  refufe)  5 
And  from  the  clouds,  where  pride  delights  to  dwell, 
Look  down  on  earth.-r-What  ieeft  thou?  Wondrou* 

things ! 
Terreftrial  wonders,  that  ecltpfe  the  flcies.  765 

What  lengths  of  labour'd  lands  !  what  loaded  feas  I 
Loaded  by  man,  for  pleafure,  wealth,  or  warl 
Seas,  winds,  and  planets,  into  fervice  brought, 
His  art  acknowledge,  and  promote  his  ends. 
Kor  can  th'  eternal  rocks  his  will  witlifland ; 
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What  level'd  mountains  !  and  what  lifted  vales ! 
O'er  vales  and  mountains  fumptuous  cities  fwell, 
And  gild  our  landfcape  with  their  glittering  fpires. 
Some  mid  the  wondering  waves  majeftic  rife; 
And  Neptune  holds  a  mirror  to  their  charms.  775 

Far  greater  ftill !  (what  cannot  mortal  might  ?) 
See,  wide  dominions  ravifiVd  from  the  deep ! 
The  narrow' d  deep  with  indignation  foams. 
Or  fouthward  turn  5  to  delicate  and  grand. 
The  finer  arts  there  ripen  in  the  fun.  780 

How  the  tall  temples,  as  to  meet  their  gods, 
Afcend  the  flues !  the  proud  triumphal  arch 
Shews  us  half  heaven  beneath  its  ample  bend. 
High  through  mid  air,  here,  ftreams  are  taught  to  flow  ; 
Whole  rivers,  there,  laid  by  in  baibns,  deep.  785 

Here,  plains  turn  oceans  ;  there,  vaft  oceans  join 
Through  kingdoms  channeled  deep  from  more  to  ftiorej 
And  chang'd  creation  takes  its  face  from  man. 
'Beats  thy  brave  bread  for  formidable  fcenes, 
Where  fame  and  empire  wait  upon  the  fword  ?         790 
See  fields  in  blood ;  hear  naval  thunders  rife  5 
Britannia's  voice !  that  awes  the  world  to  peace. 
How  yon  enormous  mole  projecting  breaks 
The  mid-fea,  furious  waves  !  Their  roar  amidft, 
Out-fpeaks  the  Deity,  and  fays,  "  O  main  !  795 

'*  Thus  far,  nor  farther;  new  reftraints  obey." 
Earth  's  difembowerd  !  meafur'd  are  the  Ikies  1 
Stars  are  detected  in  their  deep  reccfs ! 
Creation  widens  I  vanquiuYd  nature  yields  I 

5  Ktf 
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Her  fecrets  are  extorted !  art  prevails !  800 

What  monument  of  genius,  fpirit,  power ! 

And  now,  Lorenzo !  raptur'd  at  this  fcene, 
Whofe  glories  render  heaven  fuperfluous !  fay, 
Whofe  footfteps  thefe  ?— Immortals  have  been  here. 
Could  lefs  than  fouls  immortal  this  have  done  ?        805 
Earth  *s  cover'd  o'er  with  proofs  of  fouls  immortal  5 
And  proofs  of  immortality  forgot. 

To  flatter  thy  grand  foible,  I  confefs, 
Thefe  are  ambition's  works :  and  thefe  are  great : 
But  this,  the  leaft  immortal  fouls  can  do;  810 

Tranfcend  them  all— But  what  can  thefe  tranfcend  r 
Doft  aik  me  what  ? — One  figh  for  the  diftreft* 
What  then  for  infidels  ?  A  deeper  figh. 
*Tis  moral  grandeur  makes  the  mighty  man  : 
How  little  they,  who  think  aught  great  below !       815 
All  our  ambitions  death  defeats,  but  one  % 
And  that  it  crown*.     Here  ceafe  we :  but,  ere  long, 
More  powerful  proof  mall  take  the  field  againft  thee, 
Stronger  than  death,  and  fmiling  at  the  tomb. 
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PREFACE. 

AS  we  are  at  war  with  the  power,  it  were  well  if 
we  were  at  war  with  the  manners,  of  France.  A 
land  of  levity  is  a  land  of  guilt,  A  ferious  mind  is 
the  native  foil  of  every  virtue  j  and  the  fmgle  character 
that  does  true  honour  to  mankind.  The  fouTs  immor- 
tality has  been  the  favourite  theme  with  the  ferious  of 
all  ages.  Nor  is  itftrange;  it  is  a  fubjeft  by  far  tbemoft 
interefting,  and  important,  that  can  enter  the  mind  of 
man.  Of  higheft  moment  this  fubjecl;  always  <was  and 
always  will  be.  Yet  this  its  higheft  moment  feems  to 
admit  of  increafe,  at  this  day;  a  fort  of  occafional  im- 
portance is  fuperadded  to  the  natural  weight  of  it ;  if 

that 
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that  opinion  which  is  advanced  in  the  preface  to  the 
preceding  Night,  be  juft.  It  is  there  fuppofed^  that  alt 
our  infidels,  whatever  fcherae,  for  argument's  fake,  and 
to  keep  themfelves  in  countenance,  they  patronize,  are 
betrayed  into  their  deplorable  error,  by  fome  doubts  of 
their  immortality,  at  the  bottom.  And  the  more  I  con- 
fider  this  point,  the  more  I  am  perfuaded  of  the  truth 
of  that  opinion.  Though  the  diftruft  of  a  futurity  is  a 
ftrange  error;  yet  it  is  an  error  into  which  bad  men 
may  naturally  be  diftrefTed.  For  it  is  impoffible  to  bid 
defiance  to  final  ruin,  without  fome  refuge  in  imagi- 
nation, fome  preemption  of  efcape.  And  what  pre- 
fumption  is  there  ?  There  are  but  two  in  nature  3  but 
two,  within  the  compafs  of  human  thought.  And 
thefe  are — That  either  God  ivillnot,  or  can  notpunifti. 
Considering  the  divine  attributes,  thefirfi  is  too  grofs 
to  be  digefted  by  our  ftrongeft  wifhes.  And  fince  om- 
nipotence is  as  much  a  divine  attribute  as  holinefs,  that 
Ood  cannot  punifh,  is  as  abfurd  a  fuppofition,  as  the 
former.  God  certainly  can  punifh  as  long  as  wicked 
men  exift.  In  non-exiftence,  therefore,  is  their  only 
refuge  5  and,  confequently,  non-exiftence  is  their 
ftrongeft  wifh.  And  ftrong  wifhes  have  a  ftrange  in- 
fluence on  our  opinions  j  they  bias  the  judgment  in  a 
manner,  almoft,  incredible.  And  fince  on.  this  mem- 
ber of  their  alternative,  there  are  fome  very  fmall  ap- 
pearances in  their/<zi/<wr,  and  none  at  all  on  the  other, 
they  catch  at  this  reed,  they  lay  hold  on  this  chimatra, 
to  fave  themfelves  from  the  fhock  and  horror  of  an  im- 
mediate  and  absolute  defpair. 

On 
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On  reviewing  my  fubject,  by  the  light  which  this 
argument,  and  others  of  like  tendency,  threw  upon  it, 
I  was  more  inclined  than  ever  to  purfue  it,  as  it  ap- 
peared to  me  to  ftrike  directly  at  the  main  root  of  all 
♦ur  infidelity.  In  the  following  pages  it  is,  accord* 
ingly,  purfued  at  large ;  and  fome  arguments  /or  im- 
mortality, new  at  leaft  to  me,  are  ventured  on  in  them. 
There  alio  the  writer  has  made  an  attempt  to  fet  the 
grofs  abfurdities  and  horrors  of  annihilation  in  a  fuller 
and  more  affecting  view,  than  is  (I  think)  to  he  met 
with  elfewhere. 

The  gentlemen,  for  whole  fake  this  attempt  was 
vchiefly  made,  profefs  great  admiration  for  the  wifdom 
of  heathen  antiquity :  what  pity  it  is  they  are  not  fin- 
cere  !  If  they  were  fincere,  how  would  it  mortify  them 
•to  confider,  with  what  contempt  and  abhorrence  their 
.notions  wo.uld  have  been .  received  by  thofe  whom  they 
-£o  much  admire !  What  degree  of  contempt  and  ab- 
horrence would  fall  to  their  (hare,  may  be  xronje£tured 
i>y  the  following  matter  of  fact  (in  my  opinion)  ex- 
4aremely  memorable.  Of  all  their  heathen  worthies, 
.Socrates  (it  is  well  known)  was  the  moft  guarded, 
'diipaflionate,  and  compofed :  yet  this  great  mailer  of 
•temper  was  angry;  and  angry  at  his  laft  hour;  and 
angry  with  his  friend ;  and  angry  for  what  deferved 
acknowledgement ;  angry  for  a  right  and  tender  inftance 
of  true  friendship  towards  him.  Is  not  this  furprizing  ? 
What  could  be  the  caufe?  The  caule  was  for  his 
honour;  it  was  a  truly  noble,  though,  perhaps,  a  too 
punctilious,    regard  for  immortality:    for  his  friend 

alking 
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aflung  him,  with  fuch  an  affe&ionate  concern  as  became 
a  friend,  "  Where  he  mould  depofit  his  remains  ?"  it 
was  refented  by  Socrates,  as  implying  a  diftionourable 
fuppofition,  that  he  could  be  fo  mean,  as  to  have  a- 
regard  for  any  thing,  even  in  himfelf,  that  was  net 
immartaL 

This  faft  well  confidered  would  make  our  infidels 
withdraw  their  admiration  from  Socrates;  or  make 
them  endeavour,  by  their  imitation  of  this  illuftrioua 
example,  to  ihare  his  glory:  and,  confequently,  it 
would  incline  them  to  perufe  the  following  pages  with 
candour  and  impartiality :  which  is  all  I  defire ;  and 
thatfc  for  their  fakes :  for  I  am  perfuaded,  that  an  un- 
prejudiced infidel  rauft,  neceffarily,  receive  fome  ad* 
vantageous  impreifions  from  them. 
J*h 7,  1744. 
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drawn  from  Man  :  from  his  Difcontent,  Ver.  2$  j  from 
his  Paffuns  and  Powers,  645  from  the  gradual  growth 
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Stoics  difbelicf  of  immortality  anfwered,  585.  End- 
lefs  queftions  unrefolvable,  but  on  fuppofition  of  our 
immortality,  606.  The  natural,  raoft  melancholy,  and 
pathetic  complaint  of  a  worthy  man,  under  the  per- 
iuafion  of  no  futurity 9  653,  &c.  The  grofs  abfurdi- 
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tians,  1337.  What  danger  he  incurs  by  Virtue,  1345. 
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HEAVEN  gives  the  needful,  but  negle&ed,  call. 
What  day,  what  hour,  but  knocks  at  human  hearty 
To  wake  the  foul  to  fenfe  of  future  fcenes'  ? 
Deaths  ftand,  like  Mercurys,  in  every  way, 
And  kindly  point  us  to  our  journey's  end.  % 

Pope,  who  couldft  make  immortals !   art  thou  dead  ? 
,I;give  thee  joy :  nor  will  I  take  my  leave  5 
So  foon  to  follow.    Man  but  dives  in  death; 
Dives  from  the  fun,  in  fairer  day  to  rife  j 
The  grave,  his  fubterranean  road  to  blifa.  .to 

Yes,  infinite  indulgence  plann'd  it  fo ; 
Through.various  parts  our  glorious  ftory  runs  5 
Time  gives  .the  preface,  endkfs  age  unrolls 
The  volume  (ne'er  unroll'd  *)  of  human  fate. 

This,  earth  and  flies  *  already  have  proclainVd.     T5 
The  world 's  a  prophecy  of  worlds  to  come ; 
And  who,  what  God  foretels  (who  fpeaks  in  things, 
Still  louder  than  in  words)  mail  dare  deny  ? 
If  natures  arguments  appear  too  wealc, 
Turn  a  new  leaf,  and  ftronger  read  in  man*  «5 

If  man  fleeps  on,  untaught  by  what  he  fees, 
Can  he  prove  infidel  to  what  he  feels  ? 
He,  whofe  blind  thought  futurity  denies, 
Unconfcious  bears,  Bellerophon !  like  thee, 
His  own  indictment  j  he  condemns  himfelf  \  2$ 

M  2  Wh* 
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Who  reads  his  bofom,  reads  immortal  life  j 
Or,  nature,  there,  impofing  on  her  fons, 
Has  written  fables  5  man  was  made  a  lye. 

Why  difamtent  for  ever  harbour'd  there  ? 
Incurable  consumption  of  our  peace !  3© 

Refolve  me,  why  the  cottager  and  king, 
He  whom  fea-fevcr'd  realms  obey,  and  he 
Who  fteals  his  whole  dominion  from  the  wafte, 
Repelling  winter  blafts  with  mud  and  ftraw, 
Difquieted  alike,  draw  figh  for  figh,  35 

In  fate  fo  diftant,  in  complaint  fo  near  ? 

Is  it,  that  things  terrefirial  can't  content  ? 
Peep  in  rich  pafture,  will  thy  flocks  complain  ? 
Not  fo  5  but  to  their  mafter  is  deny'd 
To  ftiare  their  facet  ferene.    Man,  ill  at  cafe,         40 
In  this,  not  bis  own  place,  this  foreign  field, 
Where  nature  fodders  him  with  other  food 
Than  was  ordain'd  his  cravings  to  furfice, 
Poor  in  abundance,  famiuYd  at  a  feaft, 
Sighs  on  for  fomething  more,  when  moft  enjoy'd.      45 

Is  heaven  then  kinder  to  thy  flocks  than  thee  ? 
Not  fo  ;  thy  pafture  richer,  but  remote  $ 
In  part,  remote ;  for  that  remoter  part 
Man  bleats  from  inflincl,  though  perhaps,  debauched 
By  fenfe,  his  reafon  fleeps,  nor  dreams  the  caufe.      50 
The  caufe  how  obvious,  when  his  reafon  wakes  I 
His  grief  is  but  his  grandeur  in  difguifej 
And  difcontent  is  immortality. 

Shall  ions  of  aether,  (hall  the  blood  of  heaven, 
Set  up  their  hopes  on  earth,  and  ftable  her*  55 

With 
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With  brutal  acquiescence  in  the  mire  ? 

Lorenzo  I  no !  they  ihall  be  nobly  pain'd 5 

The  glorious  foreigner s,  diftrefs'd,  ihall  figh 

On  thrones  5  and  thou  congratulate  the  figh : 

Man's  miftxy  declares  him  born  for  blifs  ;  60 

His  anxious  heart  aflerts  the  truth  I  fing, 

And  gives  the  fceptic  in  his  head  the  lye. 

Our  heads,  our  hearts,  our  pajjions,  and  our  powers. 
Speak  the  fame  language 5  call  us  to  the  ikies ; 
JXnripen'd  tbefe  in  this  inclement  clime,  65 

Scarce  rife  above  conjecture  and  miftake; 
Aadfor  this  land  o£  trifles  thofe  too  ftrong 
Tumultuous  rife,  and terapeft  human  life: 
What  prize  on  earth  can  pay  us  for  the  ftorm  ? 
Meet  objects  for  our  pajfions  heaven  ordain'd,  7O 

Objefts  that  challenge  all  their  fire,  and  leave 
No  fault,  but  in  defeft :  Bleft  Heaven !  avert 
A  bounded  ardour  for  unbounded  blifs  I 
O  for  a  blifs  unbounded  I  far  beneath 
A^bul  immortal,  is  a  mortal  joy.  75 

Nor  are  our  powers  to  periih  immature ; 
But,  after  feeble  effort  here,  beneath 
A  brighter  fun,  and  in  a  nobler  foil, 
Tranfplanted  from  this  fublunary  bed, 
Shall  flourifh  fair,  and  put  forth  all  their  bloom,       8* 

Reafon  progrefTive,  inftinB  is  complete  $ 
Swift  infrintl  leaps ;  flow  reafon  feebly  climbs. 
Brutes  foon  their  zenith  reach  $  their  little  all 
Flows  in  at  once;  in  ages  they  no  more 
Could  know,  or  do,  or  covet,  or  enjoy.  85 

M  3  Were 
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Were  man  to  live  coeval  with  the  fun, 

The  patriarch-pupil  would  be  learning  ftall  5 

Yet,  dying,  leave  his  leffon  half  unlearnt. 

Men  perifh  in  advance,  as  if  the  fun 

Should  fet  ere  noon,  in  eaflern  oceans  drown'd;        *>©% 

If  fit,  with  dim,  illuftricus  to  compare, 

The  fun's  meridian  with  the  foul  of  mam 

To  man,  why,  ftep-dame  nature!  Co  fevere?" 

Why  thrown  afide  thy  mailer-piece  half- wrought, 

While  meaner  efforts  thy  laft  hand  enjoy  ?  9^ 

Or,  if  abortively  poor  man  muft  die, 

Nor  reach,  what  reach  he  might,  why  die  in  dread? 

Why  curft  with  forefight  ?  Wife  to  mifery  ? 

Why  of  his  proud  prerogative  the  prey  ? 

Why  lefs  pre-eminent  in  rank,  than  pain  I  100 

His  itrmwrtality  alone  can  tell ; 

Full  ample  fund  to  balance  all  amifs, 

And  turn  the  fcale  in  favour  of  the  juft! 

His  immortality  alone  can  folve 
The  darkeft  of  enigmas,  human  hope  $  te$ 

Of  all  the  daikeft,  if  at  death  we  die.# 
Hope,  eager  hope,  th*  afTaffin  of  our  joy, 
All  prefent  bleflings  treading  under  foot, 
Is  fcarce  a  milder  tyrant  than  defpair. 
With  no  paft  toils  content,  ftill  planning  new,        n« 
Hope  turns  us  o'er  to  death  alone  for  eafe. 
PoJfrJ/ion,  why  more  taftelefs  than  /  urfuit  ? 
Why  is  a  wiih  far  dearer  than  a  crown  ? 
That  wifh  acccmplimd,  why,  the  grave  of  blifs  ? 
Becaufe,  in  the  gnat  future  bury'd  deep,  1 1-5 

Beyond. 
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Beyond  our  plans  of  empire,  and  renown, 
Lies  all  that  man  with  ardour  mould  purfue  ; 
And  He  who  made  him,  bent  him  to  the  right. 

Man's  heart  th'  Almighty  to  the  future  fets, 
By  fecret  and  inviolable  fprings;  120 

And  makes  his  hope  his  fubhmary  joy. 
Man's  heart  eats  all  things,  and  is  hungry  (till; 
"  More,  more*"  the  glutton  cries-:  forfomething»*w 
So  rages  appetite,  if  man  can't  mount, 
He  will  defcend.     He  ftarves  on  the  poffeft.  125 

Hence,  the  world's  mafter,  from  ambition's  fpire, 
In  Caprea  pkmg'd ;  and  div'd  beneath  the  brute. 
In  that  rank  fly  why  wallow'd  empire's  fon 
Supreme  ?  Becaufe  he  could  no  higher  fly ; 
Hi%  riot  was  ambition  in  defpair.  1 30 

Old  Rome  coniulted  birds  ;  Lorenzo  !  thou, 
With  more  fuccefs,  the  flight  of  hope  furvey  5 
Of  re/tlefs  hope,  for  ever  on  the  wing. 
High-perch'd  o'er  every  thought  that  falcon  fits, 
To  fly  at  all  that  rifes  in  her  fight  j  135 

And,  never  (looping,  but  to  mount  again 
Next  moment,  (he  betrays  her  aim's  miftake, 
And  owns  her  quarry  lodg'd  beyond  the  grave; 

There  (hould  it  fail  us  (it  muft  fail  us  there; 
If  being  fails)  more  mournful  riddles  rife,  140 

And  virtue  vies  with  hope  in  myftery. 
Why  virtue  ?  Where  its  praife;  rts  being,  fled  ? 
Virtue  is  true  (llf-intereft  purfued  : 
What  true  (elf-intcreft  of  ya/te-mortal  man  ? 
Tcr  clofe  with  all  that  makes  him  happy  here*  145 

M  4  If 
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Thou  wilt  not  patronize  a  fcheme  that  makes 
Wealbiefs  and  vice,  the  refuge  of  mankind. 
"  Has  virtue,  then,  no  joys  ?" — Yes,  joys  deaf -bought. 
Talk  ne'er  fo  long,  in  this  imperfe&  ftate, 
Virtue  and  vice  are  at  eternal  war.  240 

Virtue 's  a  combat  j  and  who  fights  for  nought  ?" 
Or  for  precarious,  or  for  fmall  reward  ? 
Who  virtue's  felf-revoard  fo  loud  refound, 
Would  take  degrees  angelic  here  below, 
And  virtue,  while  they  compliment,  betray,  24$ 

By  feeble  motives,  and  unfaithful  guarcfe.  x 
The  crown,  th'  unfading  crown,  her  foul  inspires : 
'Tis  That,  and  That  alone,  can  countervail 
The  body's  treacheries,  and  the  vjotWs  aifaults  : 
On  earth's  poor  pay  our  famrfti'd  virtue  dies.  250 

Truth  incontestable !  In  fpite  of  all 
A  Bayle  has  preacji'd,  or  a  Voltaire  believ'd". 
In  man  the  more  we  dive*  the  more  we  fee 
Heaven's  fignet  damping  an  immortal  make. 
Dive  to  the  bottom"  of  his  foul,  the  bafe  255: 

Suftaining  all.j  what  find  we  ?  Knowledge,  Love. 
As  light  and  heat,  effential  to  the  fun, 
Thefe  to  the  foul.    'And  why,  if  fouls  expired 
How  little  lovely  here?   How  little  known  ? 
Small  knowledge  we  dig  up  with  endlefs  toil ;  260 

And  love  unfeign'd  may  purchafe  perfect  hate. 
Why  ftarv'd,  on  earth,  our  angel  appetites  ; 
While  brutal  are  indulg'd  their  fulfome  fill  ? 
Were  then  capacities  divine  conferr'd, 
As  a  mock-diadem,  in  fcvage  fport,  tG\ 

Rank. 
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Rank  infult  of  our  pompous  poverty, 

Which  reaps  but  pain,  from  Teeming  claims  fo  fair  e 

In  future  age  lies  no  redrefc  ?  And  flints 

Eternity  the  door  on  our  complaint  ? 

If  fo,  for  what  ftrange  ends  were  mortals  made  I       27© 

The  worft  to  wallow,  and  the  belt  to  weep  j 

The  man  who  merits  moft,  muft  mod  complain : 

Can  we  conceive  a  difregard  in  heaven, 

What  the  worft  perpetrate,  or  beft  endure  T 

This  cannot  be.    To  love,  and  know,  in  man     275 
Is  boundlefs  appetite,  and  boundlefs  power ; 
And  thefe  demonftrate  boundlefs  objects  too. 
Objects,  powers,  appetites,  heaven  fuits  in  All  > 
Nor,  nature  through,  e'er  violates  this  fweet, 
Eternal  concord,  on  her  tuneful  firing.  280 

Is  man  the  fole  exception  from  her  laws  ? 
Eternity  ftruck  off  from  human  hope, 
(I  fpeak  with  truth,  but  veneration  too) 
Man  is  a  moniter,  the  reproach  of  heaven, 
A  ftain,  a  dark  impenetrable  cloud  285 

On  nature's  beauteous  afpett  ;  and  deforms, 
(Amazing  blot!)  deforms  her  with  her  lord. 
If  fuch  is  man's  allotment,  wbat  is  heaven  ? 
Or  own  the  foul  immortal >  or  blafpheme. 

Or  own  the  foul  immortal,  or  invert  290 

All  order.     Go,  mock-majefty  !  go,  man ! 
And  bow  to  tby  iuperiors  of  the  flail ; 
Through  every  lcene  of  ftnfe  fuperior  far : 
They  graze  the  turf  untilPd  ;  they  drink  the  ftreara 
Unbrew'd;  and  ever  full,  and  un-eiubitter'd  295 

With 
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With  doubts,  fears,  fruitlefs  hopes,  regrets,  detain $ 

Mankind's  peculiar  I  reafons  precious  dower ! 

No  foreign  clime  they  ranfack  for  their  robes  j 

Nor  brothers  cite  to  the  litigious  bar  j 

Their  good  is  good  imire,  unmixt,  unraanr'd';         300 

They  find  a  paradife  in  every  field, 

On  boughs  forbidden  where  no  curies  hang : 

Their  ill  no  more  than  ftrikes  the  fenfe  j  unftretcht 

By  previous  dread,  or  murmur  in  the  rear : 

When  the  owr/?  comes,  it  comes  unfear'dj  one  (broke  305 

Begins,  and  ends,  their  woe  :  they  die  but  once\ 

Bleft,  incommunicable  privilege !  for  which- 

Proud  man,  who  rules  the  globe,  and  reads  the  ftarr, 

Philofopber,  or  hero,  fighs  in  vain. 

Account  for  this  prerogative  in  brutes.  \  31a 

No  day,  no  glimpfe  of  day,  to  folve  the  knot, 
But  what  beams  on  it  from  eternity. 
O  fole,  and  fweet  folution  !  That  unties 
The  difficult,  and  foftens  the  fevcre  $ 
The  cloud  on  nature* s  beauteous  face  difpels ;  315 

Reftores  bright  order  \  cafts  the  brute  beneath ; 
And  re-inthrones  us  in  fupremacy 
Of  joy,  ev'n  here :   admit  immortal  life* 
And  virtue  is  knight-errantry  no  more ; 
Each  virtue  brings  in  hand  a  golden  dower,  320 

Far  richer  in  reverfion :  Hope  exults  5 
And  though  much  bitter  in  our  cup  is  thrown, 
Predominates,  and  gives  the  tafte  of  heaven. 
O  wherefore  is  the  Deity  fo  kind  ? 
AHonifhing  beyond  aftoniihment  I  31$ 
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Heaven  our  reward— for  heaven  enjoyM  bdvuu 
Still  unfubdued  thy  ftubborn  heart  ?— For  there 

The  traitor  lurks  who  doubts  the  truth  I  fing. 

Keafon  is  guiltlefs;  'will  alone  rebels. 

What,  in  that  ftubborn  heart,  if  I  fhould  find        330 

New,  unexpected  witneffes  againft  thee  ? 

Ambition,  pUafure,  and  the  love  of  gain! 

Canft-thou  fufpe&,  that  tbefe,  which  make  the  foul 

Thtjlaw  of  earth,  fhould  own  her  heir  of  heaven  ?  ~ 

Canft  thou  fufpe&  what  makes  us  dijbeUtve  33$ 

Our  immortality,  fhould  prove  it  fure  ? 
Firft,  then,  ambition  fummon  to  the  bar. 

Ambition's  Jbame,  extravagance,  difgitf, 

And  inextinguijbable  nature,  fpeak. 

Each  much  depqfes  $  hear  them  in  their  turn.  34* 

Thy  foul,  how  paflionately  fond  of  fame  ! 
How  anxious,  that  fond  paffion  to  conceal  i 
We  blufti,  detected  in  deiigns  on  praife, 
Though  for  beft  deeds,  and  from  the  beft  of  men ; 
And  why  ?  Becaufe  immortal.     Art  divine  345 

Has  made  the  body  tutor  to  the  foul  $ 
Heaven  kindly  gives  our  blood  a  moral  flow  5 
Bids  it  afcend  the  glowing  cheek,  and  there 
Upbraid  that  little  heart's  inglorious  aim, 
Which  ftoops  to  court  a  character  from  man;  350 

While  o'er  us  in  tremendous  judgment  fit 
Far  more  than  man,  with  endlefs  praiie,  and  blame. 

Ambition's,  boundlefs  appetite  out-lpeaks 
The  verdicl:  of  its  Jhame.     When  fouls  take  fire 
At  high  preemptions  of  their  own  defert,  355 

One 
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One  age  is  poor  applaufe ;  the  mighty  fhout, 

The  thunder  by  the  living  few  begun, 

Late  time  muft  echo ;  worlds  unborn,  refound. 

We  wifh  our  names  eternally  to  live : 

Wild  dream,  which  ne'er  had  haunted  human  thought,  369 

Had  not  our  natures  been  eternal  too. 

Inflinfl  points  out  an  intereft  in  hereafter  ; 

But  our  blind  reafon  fees  not  where  it  lies ; 

Or,  feeing,  gives  the  fubftance  for  the  fhade. 

Fame  is  the  fhade  of  immortality,  365 

And  in  itfelf  a  fhadow.     Soon  as  caught, 
Contemn'd  ;  it  fhrinks  to  nothing  in  the  grafp. 
Confult  th'  ambitious,  'tis  ambition's  cure. 
"  And  is  This  all  ?"  cry'd  Caefar  at  his  height, 
Difgufled.    This  third  proof  ambition  brings  370 

Of  immortality.     The  firft  in  fame, 
Obferve  him  near,  your  envy  will  abate: 
Sham'd  at  the  difproportion  vaft,  between 
The  paflion  and  the  purchafe,  he  will  figh 
Atfucb  fuccefs,  and  bluih  at  his  renown.  375 

And  why  ?  Becaufc  far  richer  prize  invites 
His  heart j  far  more  illuftrious  glory  calls  ; 
It  calls  in  whifpcrs,  yet  the  deafeft  hear. 

And  can  ambition  a  fourth  proof  fupply  ? 
It  can,  and  ftrongcr  than  the  former  three ;  380 

Yet  quite  o'er-look'd  by  fome  reputed  wife. 
Though  difappointments  in  ambition  pain, 
And  though  fuccefs  dijgujfs;  yet  ftili,  Lorenzo  1 
In  vain  we  drive  to  pluck  it  from  our  hearts  $ 
By  nature  planted ibr  the  nobleft  ends.  385 

i  Ahtact 
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Abfurd  the  fam'd  advice  to  Pyrrhus  ^iven, 

More  prais'd,  than  ponder'd  5  fpecious,  but  unfound; 

Sooner  that  hero's  fword'tht  world  had  quell'd, 

Than  reafon,  his  ambition.    Man  muft  foar. 

An  obftinate  activity  within,  399 

An  infuppreflive  fpring,  will  tofs  him  up 

In  fpite  of  fortune's  load.    Not  kings  alone, 

Each  villager  has  his  ambition  too  ; 

No  Sultan  prouder  than  his  fetter'd  flave : 

Slaves  build  their  little  Baby  Ions  of  ftraw,  395 

Echo  the  proud  Aflyrian  in  their  hearts, 

And  cry, — "  Behold  the  wonders  of  my  might  I'1 

And  why  ?  Becaufe  immortal  as  their  lord  5 

And  fouls  immortal  muft  for  ever  heave 

At  fomcthing  great  j  the  glitter,  or  the  gold ;  40© 

The  praife  of  mortals,  or  the  praife  of  heaven* 

Nor  abiblutely  vain  is  human  praife, 
When  human  is  fupported  by  divine. 
I  "11  introduce  Lorenzo  to  Himfelf ; 
Pleafure  and  pride  (bad  matters !)  ihare  our  hearts,  405 
As  love  of  pleafure  is  ordain'd  to  guard 
And  feed  our  bodies,  and  extend  our  race  5 
The  love  of  praife  is  planted  to  protect, 
And  propagate  the  glories  of  the  mind. 

What  is  it,  but  the  love  of  praife,  mfpires,         410 
Matures,  refines,  -embellifhes,  exalts, 
Earth's  happinefs  ?  From  that,  the  delicate, 
The  grand,  the  marvellous,  of  civil  life, 
Want  and  convenience,  under-workers,  lay 
The  bafis,  on  which  love  of  glairy  builds.  415 

Nor 
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Nor  is  thy  life,  O  virtue  /  lefs  in  debt 

To  praife,  thy  fecret  ftimulating  friend. 

Were  men  not  proud,  what  merit  fliould  wemi&l 

.Pride  made  the  virtues  of  the  pagan  world. 

Praife  is  the  fait  that  feafons  right  to  man,  44* 

And  whets  his  appetite  for  moral  good. 

Third  of  applaufe  is  virtue's  fecond  guard,; 

Reafon,  her  firft ;  but  reafon  wants  an  aid  j 

Our  private  reafon  is  a  flatterer  5 

Thirft  of  applaufe  calls  public  judgment  in,  425 

To  poife  our  own,  to  keep  ah  even  fcale, 

And. give  endangerM  virtue  fairer  play. 

Here  a  fifth  proof  arifes,  ftronger  ftill : 
Why  this  fo  nice  conftru&ion  of  our  hearts  ? 
Thefe  delicate  moralities  of  fenfe\  430 

This  conftituiional.xeferve  of  aid 
To  fuccour  virtue,  when  our  reafon  fails  > 
If  virtue,  kept  alive  by  care  and  toil, 
And,  oft,  the  mark  of  injuries  on  earth. 
When  laboured  to  maturity  (its  bill  43$ 

-Of  difciplines,  and  pains,  unpaid)  muft  die? 
Why  freighted -rich,  to  dafli  againft  a*jx>ck? 
Were  man  to  perifli  when  moft  St  to  live, 
O  how  mif-f^ent  were  all  thefe  ftratagems, 
By  fkill  divine  invowen  in  our  frame  !  44* 

Where  are  heaven's  holinsfs  and  mercy  fled  2 
Laughs  heaven,  at  once,  at  virtue*  and  zXmtiu? 
.If  not,  why  that  riifcourag'd,  this  deftroy'd? 

Thus  far  ambition.    What  fays  avarice? 
"This  her  chief  maxim,  wfa^ch.haB  long  been  Thine  1 445 

Vx>L.  II.  K  "  The 
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"  The  wife  and  wealthy  are  the  fame/'— I  grant  it. 

To  ftore  up  treafure,  with  incefiant  toil, 

This  is  man's  province,  this  hii  higheft  praife. 

To  this  great  end  keen  irfiir.3  ftings  him  on. 

To  guide  that  inftinft,  reafon!  is  thy  charge;  450 

*Tis  thine  to  tell  us  where  true  treafure  lies  : 

But,  reafon  failing  to  difcharge  her  truft, 

Or  to  the  deaf  difcharging  it  in  vain, 

A  blunder  follows ;  and  blind  indufiry, 

Gaird  by  the  fpur,  but  ftranger  to  the  courfe,    .      455 

(The  courfe  where,  ftak.es  of  more  than  gold  are  won) 

O'er-loading,  with  the  cares  of  diftant  age, 

The  jaded  fpirits  of  the  prefent  hour, 

Provides  for  an  eternity  below. 

41  Thou  Jhalt  not  covet"  is  a  wife  command ;       460 
But  bounded  to  the  wealth  the  fun  furveys : 
Look  farther,  the  command  (lands  quite  revers'd, 
And  avarice  is  a  virtue  moft  divine. 
Is  faith  a  refuge  for  our  bappinefs? 
Moft  Aire :  and  is  it  not  for  reafon  too  ?  465 

Nothing  this  world  unriddles,  but  the  next. 
Whence  inextinguiftmble  thirft  of  gain  ? 
From  inextinguishable  life  in  man : 
Man,  if  not  meant,  by  nvortb,  to  reach  the  fides, 
Had  wanted  wing  to  fly  fo  far  in  guilt.  470 

Sour  grapes,  I  grant,  ambition,  avarice. 
Vet  ftill  their  root  is  immortality: 
Thcfc  its  wild  growths  fo  bitter,  and  fo  bafe, 
(Pain  and  reproach  I)  religion  can  reclaim, 
define,  exalt,  throw  dovm  their  poifonous  lee,         475 

And 
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And  make  them  fparkle  in  the  bowl  of  blifs* 

See,  the  third  witnefs  laughs  at  blifs  remote, 
And  falfely  promifes  an  Eden  here  : 
Truth  fhe  (hall  fpeak  for  once,  though  prone  to  lye, 
A  common  cheat,  and  Pleafure  is  her  name.  480 

To  pleafure  never  was  Lorenzo  deaf  j 
Then  hear  her  now,  now  firft  thy  real  friend. 

Since  nature  made  us  not  more  fond  than  proud 
Of  happinefs  (whence  hypocrites  in  joy  1 
Makers  of  mirth  I  artificers  of  fmiles  !)  485 

Why  mould  the  joy  mod  poignant  fenfe  affords 
Burn  us  with  blufhes,  and  rebuke  our  pride  ?-— 
Thofe  heaven-born  blufhes  tell  us  man  defcettds, 
Ev'n  in  the  zenith  of  his  earthly  blifs  : 
Should  reafon  take  her  infidel  repofe,  490 

This  honeft  inftincl  fpeaks  our  lineage  high  \ 
This  inftinft  calls  on  darknefs  to  conceal 
Our  rapturous  relation  to  the  flails. 
Our  glory  covers  us  with  noble  Jbamc, 
And  he  that 's  unconfounded,  is  vnmannd.  495 

The  man  that  blufhes  is  not  quite  a  brute. 
Thus  far  with  Thee,  Lorenzo !  will  I  clofe, 
Pleafure  is  good,  and  man  for  pleafure  made  5 
But  pleafure  full  of  glory,  as  of  joy; 
Plcufure,  which  neither  blufhes,  nor  expires.  500 

The  witneffes  are  heard ;  the  caufe  is  o"er  j 
Let  confcicnce  file  the  fentence  in  her  court, 
Dearer  than  deeds  that  half  a  realm  convey  : 
Thus  feal'd  by  truth,  th'  authentic  record  runs. 

N  2  "  Know, 
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"  Know,  Aii ;  know,  infidtls,— unapt  to  kcow !  505 
«'  "Tj*  immortality  year  Eaiure  iotas; 
€t  "T:>  iifsacrtai'Jj  drcrphfrs  rasa, 
4t  A*A  cpent  all  tic  myfceries  of  his  make. 
««  V.":*hvjt :%  half  hh  bzftbx£s  siz  a  riddle; 
'•  V.';i  ;oiii  it,  aii  his  inrzues  are  a  dream.  510 

"  H,   very  crimes  attt ft  bis  dignity ; 
«'  H;s  fueleis  thirit  of  pUafure,  gold,  andfamt, 
"  Declares  him  bem  for  bk Sings  infinite: 
4i  What  lets  than  infinite  mates  un-abfurd 
€t  Pajjions,  which  o#  on  earth  bat  more  inflames  ?  515 
"  Fierce  pailions,  fo  mif-meafur'd  to  this  fcene, 
"  Stretch'd  out,  Jike  eagles  wings,  beyond  our  neir, 
4t  Far,  fzs  beyond  the  worth  of  all  below, 
"  For  earth  too  large,  prefage  a  nobler  flight, 
u  And  evidence  our  title  to  \htjtes."  510 

Ye  gentle  theolcgues,  of  calmer  kind  I 
Whofe  conftitotion  dilates  to  your  pen, 
Who,  cold  yourfelves,  think  ardour  comes  from  hell ! 
Think  not  our  pailions  from  corruption  fprung, 
Though  to  corruption  now  they  lend  their  wings;  525 
That  is  their  ndflrefs,  not  their  mother.     All 
(And  jufily)  reafon  deem  divine :  I  fee, 
I  feel  a  grandeur,  in  the pajfions  too, 
Which  fpeaks  their  high  defcent,  and  glorious  end  ; 
Which  fpeaks  them  rays  of  an  eternal  fire.  530 

In  Paradife  itfelf  they  burnt  as  ftrong, 
Ere  Adam  fell ;  though  wifer  in  their  aim, 
Like  the  proud  Eaftei  n,  ft  ruck  by  providence, 
What  though  our  pajjlons  are  run  mad,  and  (loop 

With 
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With  low,  terreftrial  appetite,  to  graze  535 

On  trafli,  on  toys,  dethroned  from  high  defire  ? 
Yet  (till,  through  their  difgrace,  no  feeble  ray 
Of  greatnefs  mines,  and  tells  us,  whence  they  fell : 
But  thefe  (like  that  fall'n  monarch  when  reclaimed), 
When  reafon  moderates  the  rein  aright,  54© 

Shall  re-afcend,  remount  their  former  fphere, 
Where  once  they  foar'd  illuftrious;  ere  fechic'd 
By  wanton  Eve's  debauch,  to  ftroll  on  earth, 
And  fet  the  fublunary  world  on  fire. 

But  grant  their  phrenfy  lafts  5  their  phrenfy  fails  545 
To  difappoint  one  providential  end, 
For  which  heaven  blew  up  ardour  in  our  hearts  : 
Were  reafon  filent,  boundlefs  paffion  fpeaks 
A  future  fcene  of  boundlefs  objeSls  too, 
And  brings  glad  tidings  of  eternal  day.  550 

Eternal  day !  'Tis  that  enlightens  All  $ 
And  All,  by  that  enlightened,  proves  xtJYire* 
Confider  man  as  an  immortal  being, 
Intelligible  All  5  and  All  is  great  5 
A  cryftalline  tranfparency  prevails,  555 

And  ftrikes  full  luftre  through  the  human  fphere :  ■ 
Confider  man  as  mortal.  All  is  dark, 
And  wretched ;  reafon  weeps  at  the  furvcy. 

The  learnM  Lorenzo  cries,  "  And  let  her  weep, 
•c  Weak,  modern  reafon  :  Anticnt  times  were  wife.  560 
"  Authority,  that  venerable  guide, 
"  Stands  on  my  part  j  the  fam'd  Athenian  porch 
"  (And  who  for  wifdom  fo  renown'd  as  they  r) 
"  Dcny'd  this  immortality  to  man.1* 

N  3  I  grant 
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I  grant  it  j  but  affirm,  they  protfd  it  too.  565 

A  riddle  this !— Have  patience  5  I  '11  explain* 

What  noble  vanities,  what  moral  flights* 
Glittering  through  their  romantic  wifdonfs  page, 
Make  us,  at  once,  defpife  them,  and  admire  ? 
Fable  is  flat  to  thefe  high-feafon'd  fires  5  570- 

They  leave  th'  extravagance  of  fong  below, 
"  Flelh  (hall  not  feel ;  or,  feeling,  lhall  enjoy 
"  The  dagger  or  the  rack  j  to  them,  alike 
"  A  bed  of  rofes,  or  the  burning  bull." 
In  men  exploding  all  beyond  the  grave,  575 

Strange  do&rine,  This  !  As  docJrine,  it  was  ftrange  j 
But  not,  as  prcpbecy  \  for  fuch  it  proved, 
And,  to  their  own  amazement,  was  fulfill'd : 
Tkey  feign'd  a  firmnefs  Cbriftians  need  not  feign. 
The  Cbrtftian  truly  triumphed  in  the  flame:  580 

The  Stoic  faw,  in  double  wonder  loft, 
Wonder  at  Them,  and  wonder  at  Himfelf, 
To  find  the  bold  adventures  of  his  thought, 
Not  bold,  and  that  he  ftrove  to  lye  in  vain. 

Whence,    then,    thofe   thoughts  ?    Thofe  towering 
thoughts,  that  flew  .  585 

Such  monftrous  heights  ? — From  inJiincJ, and  from  pride. 
The  glorious  irfiincl  of  a  deathlels  foul, 
ConfusMly  conicious  of  her  dignity, 
Suggefted  truths  they  could  not  underftand. 
In  luffs  dominion,  and  in  pajfioris  florin,  590 

Truth's  fyftcm  broken,  fcatter'd  fragments  lay, 
As  light  in  chaos,  glimmering  through  the  gloom  : 
Smit  with  the  pomp  of  lofty  ientiiuents, 

Pleas'd 
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Pleas'd/riJSf  proclaim'd,  what  reafon  dtibeliev'd. 
Pride,  like  the  Delphic  prieftefs,  with  a  fwell,         <  95 
Rav'd  nonfenfe,  deftin'd  to  be  future  fenfe, 
When  life  immortal,  in  full  day,  fliould  fliine  5 
And  death's  dark  jhadows  fly  the  gofpel  fun. 
"They  fpoke,  what  nothing  but  immortal  fouls 
Could  fpeak  }  and  thus  the  truth  they  queftionM,  proved. 

Can  then  abfurdities,  as  well  as  crimes. 
Speak  man  immortal?  Ail  things  fpeak  him  fo. 
Much  has  been  urg'd  :  iod  doft  thou  call  for  more  ? 
Call;  and  with  cndlefs  queftions  be  diftrefs'd, 
All  unreiblvablc,  if  earth  is  all.  605 

"  Why  life,  a  moment}  infinite,  defire  ? 
"  Our  wifli,  Eternity  ?  Our  home,  the  Grave  ? 
"  Heaven's  promi/e  dormant  lies  in  human  hope\ 
"  Who  I'jijhes  life  immortal,  proves  it  too. 
"  Why  happinefs  purfued,  though  never  found?    610 
<c  Mans  thirft  of  happinefs  declares  //  is, 
"  (For  nature  never  gravitates  to  nought)  ; 
"  That  thirft  unquench'd  declares  //  is  not  Here, 
"  M/'-uci.i,  T/.j  Clarifu,  call  to  thought} 
"  Why  cordial  fricrdjhip  riveted  fo  deep,  615 

"  As  heart*  to  pierce  at  firlt,  at  parting,  rend, 
"  If  friend,  and  friendship,  vanim  in  an  hour? 
"  Is  not  This  torment  in  the  myflc  of  joy? 
"  Why  uy  reflection  marrd  the  joys  of  fenfe  ? 
"  Why  ft?/!,  and  future,  preying  on  our  hearts,      620 
"  And  putting  all  oi:r  prefect  joys  to  death  ? 
"  Why  labours  rcafui  ?  inftincl  were  as  well ; 

N  4  "  Inftinft 


T^rir*  ?cfMk 


Cj*£  ^cf  h:  fsiJLf  s  jipt2»k*  of  pri, 

if  ^virtbj  fi*v*»  ?«.«€  fiAesatTs  Hs?: 

T~v*  «^— -Tarfe,  *m  a  tBo*=fei»*  t*eas  -sarT-TCy 

Wfcjci,  w»r*  h  atadtfvL,  -**rJA  be  frt-g  fe 

7"L»  aJJ  ti«£»  exit  «wt  cert  mm ;  -wot  it/«i^       $55 

Wtos  fr*f*  Mb  eattii  fo  vrtxr.vzi  as  the  h*  ? 

7fo  warW  it  gj*»  us  ret  what  wil]  eofee  ; 

Thn  wc*Ji  tf  gm*,  Hi  &2t  tzgi  cordaJ,  £##  r 

Tut  fxXvrt  'A  the  prefcnt  U  the  feral  : 

ll/y«r  tin  J, ft  gT'jJni,  when  irrer'd  from  die  s«x*.'    640 

P%7  sr.'i&i&tA  wreuh,  that  di&elieres! 

Uy  <ii;i  dtftnife  his  beiii£  cut  in  two, 

In  fofb  y*r\%  p*Tjfbti  j  £/ir  void  cf  joy, 

Siid  :*;c!iiie  cf  Eternity  in  pain  ! 

CvjIuA  thou  persuade  roe,  the  next  life  could  fail  €45 
Our  arcknt  withes ;  how  fbculd  I  pour  out 
My  bleeding  heart  in  anguifh,  ww,  as  deep! 
Oli !  with  what  thoughts,  thy  £c/*,  and  my  defpair9 
AhhorrVl  annihilation!    blafts  the  foul, 
And  wi'!c  extends  the  bounds  of  human  woe!         650 
Could  I  believe  Lorenzo's  fyftem  true, 
in  this  black  channel  would  my  ravings  run. 

"  Grief 
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"  Grief  from  the  future  borrow'd  peace,  tie  while. 

**  The  future  <vcmifb*d!  and  the  prefent />*i*V/ 

"  Strange  import  of  unprecedented  ill  I  655 

"  Fall,  how  profound  I  Like  Lucifer's,  the  fall ! 

"  Unequal  fate  I  His  fall,  without  his  guilt ! 

"  From  where  fond  hope  built  her  pavilion  high, 

"  The  gods  among,  hurl'd  headlong,  hurl'd  at  once 

u  To  night  I  To  nothing,  darker  ftill  than  night !   660 

'  *  If  *t  was  a  dreamy  why  wake  me,  my  worft  Foe, 

"  Lorenzo !  boaftful  of  the  name  of  Friend  ! 

"  O  for  delufion  !  O  for  error  ftill  1 

"  Could  vengeance  ftrike  much  ftronger  than  to  plant 

l(  A  thinking  being  in  a  world  like  This,  665 

"  Not  over-rich  before,  now  beggar' d  quite  5 

"  More  curft  than  at  xhtfaU?— The  fun  goes  out ! 

"  The  thorns  ihoot  up !  What  thorns  in  every  thought! 

"  Why  fenfe  of  better  ?  It  imbitters  worfe. 

"  Whyfenfc?  why  life  ?  If.  but  to  figh,  then  fink  670 

*«  To  what  I  was  1  twice  nothing  1  and  much  woe ! 

««  Woe,  from  heaven's  bounties  ?  woe  from  what  was 

"  wont 
"  To  flatter  raoft,  high  intellectual  powers; 
"  Thought,  virtue,  knowledge  t  blelfings,  by  thy  fcheme,. 
"  All  poifon'd  into  pains.     Firft,  knowledge,  once  675 
"  My  foul's  ambition,  now  her  greateft  dread. 
"  To  know  my f elf,  true  wifdom  ?— No,  to  fliun 
"  That  (hocking  fcience,  parent  of  defpair  ! 
"  Avert  thy  mirror  :  if  I  fee,  I  die. 

"  Know  my  Creator?  Climb  His  bleft  abode       68#*' 
u  By  painful  fpcculation,  pierce  the  veil, 

"  Dive 


if  6  YOUNGS    POEMS. 

"  Dive  in  His  nature,  read  Kit  attributes, 

"  And  gaze  in  admiration— on  a /or, 

"  Obtruding  life,  with-holding  happinefr  ! 

"  From  the  full  rivers  that  lurround  his  throne,      6S$ 

"  Not  letting  fall  one  drop  of  joy  on  man  ; 

"  Man  gafping  for  one  drop,  that  he  might  ceafe 

"  To  curie  his  birth,  nor  envy  reptiles  more ! 

"  Ye  (able  clouds  !  ye  darken:  (hades  of  night! 

"  Hide  Himy  for  ever  hide  Him,  from  my  thought,  690 

"  Once  all  my  comfort ;  fource,  and  foul  of  joy  ! 

u  Now  leagued  with  furies,  and  with  *  Tkee,  againft  me. 

"  Know  His  achievements?  Study  His  renown  ? 
"  Contemplate  this  amazing  univerfc, 
"  Dropt  from  His  hand,  with  miracles  replete !      695 
"  For  what  ?  'Mid  miracles  of  nobler  name, 
u  To  find  one  miracle  of  mi/try  ? 
"  To  find  the  Being,  which  alone  can  knotv 
(l  And'praife  His  works,  a  blemifh  on  His  praife  ? 
"  Through  nature's  ample  range,  in  thought,  to  droll. 
"  And  dart  at  many  the  fingle  mourner  There, 
"  Breathing  high  hope  !  chain'd  down  to  pangs,  and 
"  death? 

"  Knowing  is  fuffering  :  and  (hall  virtue  (hare 
"  The  figh  of  knowledge  ? — Virtue  (hares  the  figh. 
"  By  draining  up  the  deep  of  excellent,  705 

"  By  battles  fought,  and,  from  temptation,  won, 
"  What  gain  (he,  but  the  pang  of  feeing  worth, 
"  Angelic  worth,  foon  muffled  in  the  dark 
"  With  every  vice,  and  iwept  to  brutal  dud  ? 

"  Merit 
*  Lorenzo. 
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<«  Merit  is  madnefs;  virtue  is  a  crime;  710 

"  A  crime  to  reafon,  if  it  cofts  us  pain 

"  Unpaid :  what  pain,  amidft  a  thoufand  more, 

"  To  think  the  moft  abandon  d,  after  days 

"  Of  triumph  o'er  their  betters,  find  in  death 

"  As  foft  a  pillow,  nor  make  fouler  clay  !  715 

"  Duty !  Religion  /— Thefe,  our  duty  done, 
"  Imply  reward.     Religion  is  miftake. 
"  Duty  ! — There  's  none,  but  to  repel  the  cheat. 
"  Ye  cheats  !  away  !  ye  daughters  of  my  pride  ! . 
"  Who  feign  yourfclves  the  favourites  of  the  fkies :    72* 
"  Ye  towering  hopes !  abortive  energies  ! 
"  That  tofs,  and  ftruggle,  in  my  lying  breaft, 
lt  To  fcale  the  ikies,  and  build  preemptions  There, 
"  As  I  were  heir  of  an  Eternity. 
"  Vain,  vain  ambitions  !  trouble  me  no  more.        725 
"  Why  travel  far  in  queft  of  fure  defeat  ? 
"  As  bounded  as  my  being,  be  my  wifti. 
"  All  is  inverted,  nvifdom  is  a  fool. 
"  Senfe !  take  the  rein ;  blind  paffion  I  drive  us  on  ; 
"  And,  ignorance  I  befriend  us  on  our  way  5  730 

"  Ye  new,  but  truefi  patrons  of  our  peace  ! 
lt  Yes  ;  give  the  pulfc  full  empire  ;   live  the  brute, 
"  Since,  as  the  brute,  we  die.     The  fum  of  man, 
"  Of  Godlike  man  !  to  revel,  and  to  rot. 

"  But  not  on  equal  terms  with  other  brutes  :       735 
"  Their  revels  a  more  poignant  relifh  yield, 
*'  And  fifcr  too  ;  they  never  poifons  chufe. 
*\  btflintfy  than  rrafon,  makes  more  wholfome  meals, 
"  And  lends  all-marring  murmuc  far  away. 

4  "  For 
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«<  For  fenfual  life  they  bcft  philofophizc ;  740 

««  Theirs,  ihatferexe,  the /ages  fought  in  vain: 

"  'Tis  man  alone  expoftulates  with  heaven  5 

"  ////,  all  the  power,  and  all  the  caufe,  to  mourn. 

"  Shall  human  eyes  *&«*  diflblve  in  tears  ? 

•'  And  bleed,  in  anguiih,  none  but  human  hearts  ?  745 

*'  The  wide-ftretch'd  realm  of  intellectual  woe, 

4<  Surpaflingyjr«/««/  far,  is  All  our  Own. 

"  In  life  fo  fatally  diftinguiftTd,  why 

"  Caft  in  one  lot,  confounded,  lumped,  in  death  ? 

.  "  Ere  yet  in  being,  was  mankind  in  guilt?         750 
ts  Why  thundered  this  peculiar  claufe  agairrft  us, 
"  All-mortal  ami  All-wretched! — Have  the  ikies 
"  Reafons  of  ftate,  their  fubje&s  may  not  fcan, 

"  Nor  humbly  reafon,  when  thtyforely  figh  ? 

"  All-mortal,  and  All-wretched  /—"'Tis  too  much :  755 

"  Unparallel'd  in  nature  :  Ms  too  much 

"  On  being  unrequefted  at  Thy  hands, 

"  Omnipotent !  for  I  fee  nought  but  power. 

"  And  why  fee  That?  Why  thought?  To  toil,  and  eat, 

"1  Then  make  our  bed  in  darknefs,  needs  no  thought.  761 

u  What  fuperfluities  are  reafoning  fouls  ! 

*'  Oh  give  Eternity  !   or  Thought  delrroy* 

*c  But  without  thought  our  curfe  were  half  unfelt ; 

"  Its  blunted  edge  would  fpare  the  throbbing  heart ; 

"  And,  therefore^  'tis  beftow'd,  I  thank  thee,  Reafon  I  765 

"  For  aiding  lijes  too  fraall  calamities, 

*'  And  giving  being  to  the  dread  of  death. 

"  Such  arc  thy  bounties  ! — Was  it  then  too  much 

5  "  For 
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4t  For  me,  to  trefpafs  on  the  brutal  rights  ? 

46  Too  much  for  heaven  to  make  one  emmet  more  ?  770 

44  Too  much  for  chaos  ta  permit  my  mafs 

"  A  longer  ftay  with  eflenccs  un wrought, 

"  UnfafhionM,  untormented  into  man  ? 

"  Wretched  preferment  to  this  round  of  pains  ! 

"  Wretched  capacity  of  phrenzy,  thought /  775 

44  Wretched  capacity  of  dying,  life  I 

44  Life,  thought y  worth,  wifdom,  All  (O  foul  revolt  I) 

4t  Once  friends  to  peace,  gone  over  to  the  foe. 

"  Death,  then,  has  chang'd  his  nature  too :  O  death ! ' 
41  Come  to  my  bofom,  thou  beft  gift  of  heaven  !     780 
44  Beft  friend  of  man  i  fince  man  is  man  no  more. 
44  Why  in  this  thorny  wildernefs  fo  long, 
"  Since  there  's  no  promised  land's  ambrofial  bower, 
*'  To  pay  me  with  its  honey  for  my  ftings  ? 
"  If  needful  to  the  felfifti  fchemes  of  heaven  785 

"  To  fting  us  fore,  why  mockt  our  mifery  ? 
*'  Why  this  fo  fumptuous  infult  o'er  our  heads  ? 
*'  Why  this  illuftrious  canopy  difplay'd  ? 
"  Why  fo  magnificently  lodged  (Ufpair  ? 
44  At  dated  periods,  fure- returning,  roll  790 

44  Thefe  glorious  orbs,  that  mortals  may  compute 
44  Their  length  of  labours,  and  of  pains  ;  nor  lofe 
"  Their  mifery's  full  meafure?— Smiles  with  flowers, 
4t  And  fruits,  promifcuou6,  ever-teeming  earth, 
4i  That  man  may  languim  in  luxurious  fcenes,        795  - 
"  And  in  an  Eden  mourn  his  wither' d  joys  ? 
44  Claim  earth  and  ikies  man's  admiration,  dut 
"  For fuch  delights  !  Bleft  animal*  t  too  wife 

44  To 
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"  To  wonder  ;  and  too  happy  to  complain ! 

11  Our  doom  decreed  demands  a  mournful  fcene  :  800 
"  Why  not  a  dungeon  dark,  for  the  condemned? 
"  Why  not  the  dragon's  fubterranean  den, 
«'  For  man  to  howl  in  ?  Why  not  his  abode 
"  Of  the  fame  difmal  colour  with  his  fate  ? 
"  A  Thebes,  a  Babylon,  at  vaft  expence  805 

"  Of  time,  toil,  treafure,  art,  for  owls  and  adders, 
"  As  congruous,  as,  for  man,  this  lofty  dome, 
"  Which  prompts  proud  thought,and  kindles  high  defire ; 
"  If,  from  her  humble  chamber  in  the  duft, 
"  While  proud  thought  fwells,  and  high  defire  inflames, 
"  The  poor  nvorm  calls  us  for  her  inmates  there 5    810 
"  And,  round  us,  death's  inexorable  hand 
'*  Draws  the  dark  curtain  clofe ;  undrawn  no  more, 

"  Undrawn  no  more ! — Behind  the  cloud  of  death, 
"  Once,  I  -beheld  a  fun  ;  a  fun  which  gilt  815 

<c  That  fable  cloud,  and  tiinTd  it  all  to  gold  : 
"  How  the  grave 's  alter'd  !  Fathomlefs,  as  hell ! 
"  A  real  hell  tothofe  who  dreamt  of  heaven. 
"  Annihilation  !  How  it  yawns  before  me  ! 
"  Next  moment  I  may  drop  from  thought,  from fenfe,  820 
«'  The  privilege  of  angels,  and  of  worms, 
"  An  out-caft  from  exiftence  !  and  this  fpirit, 
"  This  all-pervading,  this  all-conicious  foul* 
c<  This  yarticle  of  energy  divine, 
"  Which  travels  nature,  flies  from  ftar  to  ftar,        825 
"  And  vifits  gods,  and  emulates  their  powers, 
"  For  ever  is  extinguifht.     Horror  !  death ! 
"  Death  of  that  death  Ifearlefs  once  fiirvey'di— 

«  When 
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e<  When  horror  unwerfal  mall  defcend, 

«'  And  heaven's  dark  concave  urn  all  human  race,  830 

"  On  that  enormous,  unrefunding  tomb, 

"  How  juft  this  verfe !  this  monumental  figh  !'* 

Beneath  the  lumber  of  demoliJh"d  worlds, 

Deep  in  the  ruhhijh  of  the  general  wreck, 

Swept  ignominious  to  the  common  mafs  835 

Of  matter,  never  digniffd  with  life, 

Here  lie  proud  rationals  j  The  fins  of  heaven  t 

The  lords  of  earth !  The  property  of  worms  I 

Beings  of  yefierday,  and  not  to-morrow  I 

Who  liv'd  in  terror,  and  in  pangs  expired  I         840 

All  gone  to  rot  in  chaos ;  or  to  make 

Their  happy  tranfit  into  blocks  or  brutes, 

Nor  longer  fully  their  Creator's  name, 

Lorenzo !  hear,  paufe,  ponder,  and  pronounce. 
Joft  is  this  hiftory  ?  If  fuch  is  man,  845 

Mankind's  hiftorian,  though  divine,  might  weep. 
And  dares  Lorenzo  fmile !— I  know  thee  proud; 
For  once  let  pride  befriend  thee  ;  pride  looks  pale 
At  fuch  a  fcene,  and  fighs  for  fometking  more* 
Amid  thy  boafts,  preemptions,  and  difpluys,  850* 

And  art  thou  then  a  fhadow  ?  Lefs  than  made  ? 
A  Nothing  ?  Lefs  than  Nothing  ?  To  have  been, 
And  not  to  be,  is  lower  than  Unborn. 
Art  thou  ambitious  ?  Why  then  make  the  worm 
Thine  equal  ?  Runs  thy  tafte  of  pleafure  high  ?       855 
Why  patronize  fure  death  of  every  joy  ? 

Charm 
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Charm  riches?  Why  chuie  beggary  »  the  grave, 
Of  every  hope  a  bankrupt !  and  for  mr  ? 
Jmbitux,  fUafwrty  avarice,  perfuade  thee 
To  make  that  world  of  glory,  rapture,  wealth,      S6o 
They  *  lately  frwd,  the  louTs  fupreme  defire. 

What  art  thou  made  of?  Rather,  how  Unmade  ? 
Great  nature's  matter-appetite  deftroy'd  I 
Is  endJeis  life,  and  happinefs,  defpis'd  ? 
Or  both  wifiVd,  here,  where  neither  can  be  found  ?  S65 
Such  man's  pervcrie,  eternal  war  with  heaven  I 
Dar'ft  thou  peruft  ?  And  is  there  nought  on  earth, 
But  a  long  train  of  tranntory  forms, 
Jtinng,  and  breaking,  millions  in  an  hour  ? 
Bubbles  of  a  fantaJftic  deity,  blown  up  -X70 

In  fport,  and  then  in  cruelty  deftroyM  ? 
Oh  !  for  what  crime,  unmerciful  Lorenzo  ! 
Deftroys  thy  fcheme  the  whole  of  human  race  ? 
Kind  is  fell  Lucifer,  compar'd  to  Thee : 
Oh  !  fpare  this  nvajfe  of  being  half-divine  5  875 

And  vindicate  th*  czconomj  of  heaven. 

Heaven  is  all  love  ;  all  joy  in  giving  joy : 
It  never  had  created,  but  to  hlefi.: 
And  (hall  it,  then,  ftrike  off  the  lift  of  life, 
A  being  bkft,  or  worthy  fo  to  be  ?  48© 

Heaven  ftarts  at  an  annihilating  God. 

Is  That,  all  nature  ftarts  at,  thy  defire  ? 
Art  fuch  a  clod  to  wifli  thyfelf  all  clay  ? 
Wbat  is  that  dreadful  wifh  ? — The  dying  groan 
Of  nature,  murder'd  by  the  blackeft  guilt.  S85 

What 

•  In  Night  VI. 
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'What  deadly  poifon  has  thy  nature  drunk  ; 
To  nature  undebauch'd  no  fliock  fo  great  5 
.  Nature's  Jir/fvrHh  is  endlefs  bappinefs; 
.  Annihilation  is  an  after -thought, 
A  tnonftrous  wim,  unborn  till  virtue  dies,  890 

And,  oh  !  what  depth  of  horror  lies  inclos'd  ! 
For  non-exiftence  no  man  ever  wifh'd, 
But,  firft,  he  wimM  the  .Deity  deltroy'd. 

If  fo  ;  what  words  are  dark  enough  to  draw 
Thy  picture  true  ?  The  darkefl  are  too  fair.  895 

Beneath  what  baleful  planet,  in  what  hour 
Of  defperation,  by  what  fury's  aid, 
In  what  infernal  poiiure  of  the  foul, 
All  hell  invited,  and  all  hell  in  joy 
At  fuch  a  birth,  a  birth  fo  near  of  kin,  .900 

Did  thy  foul  fancy  whelp  fo  black  a  fcheme 
Of  hopes  abortive,  faculties  half- blown, 
And  deities  begun,  redue'd  to  duft  ? 

There  's  nought  (thou  fay  Mi)  but  one  eternal  flux 
Of  feeble  effences,  tumultuous  driven  905 

Through  time's  rough  billows  into  nigkfs  abyfs. 
Say,  in  this  rapid  tide  of  human  ruin, 
Is  there  no  rock,  on  which  man's  toiling  thought 
Can  reft  from  terror,  dare  his  fate  i'urvey, 
And'  boldly  think  it  fomctbing  to  be  born  ?  91* 

Amid  fuch  hourly  wrecks  of  being  fair, 
Js  there  no  central,  all-fuftalning  bafe. 
All-realizing,  all-connecting  power, 
Which,  as  it  call'd  forth  all  things,  can  recall, 
And  force  deftruftion  to  refund  her  fpoil  ?  9x5 

Vol.  IL  0  ComxaaxA. 
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Command  the  grave  reftore  her  taken  prey? 

Bid  death's  dark  vale  its  human  harveft  yield. 

And  earthy  and  ocean,  pay  their  debt  of  map, 

True  to  the  grand  depout  trufted  there  ? 

Is  there  no  potentate,  whole  out-ftretch'd  arm,         910 

When  ripening  time  calls  forth  th*  appointed  hour, 

Pluck'd  from  foul  de*vaflatuM*s  famiuYd  maw, 

Binds  frefenU  pe/t  and  future,  to  his  throne  ? 

His  throne,  how  glorious,  thus  divinely  grac'd, 

By  germinating  beings  cluttering  round !  92$ 

A  garland  worthy  the  divinity ! 

A  throne,  by  heaven's  omnipotence  imfmiles, 

Built  (like  a  pharos  towering  in  the  waves) 

Amidft  immenfe  effufions  of  his  love ! 

An  ocean  of  communicated  blifs !  930 

An  all-prolific,  all  preferring  God ! 
This  were  a  God  indeed. — And  fuch  is  man, 
As  here  prefum'd :  he  rifes  from  his  fall. 
Think'ft  thou  Omnipotence  a  naked  root, 
Each  bloflbm  fair  of  Deity  deftroy'd  ?  935 

Nothing  is  dead ;  nay,  nothing  deeps  j  each  foul, 
That  ever  animated  human  clay, 
Now  wakes  j  is  on  the  wing :  and  where,  O  where, 
Will  the  fwarm  fettle?— When  the  trumpets  call, 
As  founding  brafs,  collects  us,  round  heaven's  throne  94.fr 
Conglob'd,  we  baflc  in  everlafting  day, 
(Paternal  fplendor !)  and  adhere  for  ever. 
Had  not  the  foul  this  outlet  to  the  (kies, 
la  this  vaft  vefTel  of  the  univerfe, 

Haw 
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How  mould  we  gafp,  as  in  an  empty  void  I  94.5 

How  in  the  pangs  of  famifh'd  b&pe  expire ! 

How  bright  my  profpelt  (bines  1  how  gloomy,  thine  f 

A  trembling  world  !  and  a  devouring  God ! 

Earthy  but  the  Shambles  of  Omnipotence ! 

Heaven*  s  face  all  ftain'd  with  caufelefs  maflacres     950 

Of  countlefs  millions,  born  to  feel  the  pang 

Of  being  loft.    Lorenzo  I  can  it  be  f 

This  bids  us  fliudder  at  the  thoughts  of  life. 

Who  would  be  born  to  fuch  a  phantom  world, 

Where  nought  fubftantial  but  our  mifery  ?  955 

Where  joy  (if  joy)  but  heightens  our  diAreft, 

80  foon  to  perifh,  and  revive  no  more  ? 

The  greater  fuch  a  joy,  the  more  it  pains. 

A  world,  fo  far  from  great  (and  yet  how  great 

Jt* dimes  to  thee  !)  there  's  nothing  real  in  itj  960 

Being,  a  (hadow ;  confebuffufs,  a  dream : 

A  dream,  how  dreadful !  Univerfal  blank 

Before  it,  and  behind !  Poor  man,  a  fpark 

From  non-exiftence  ftruck  by  wrath  divine. 

Glittering  a  moment,  nor  that  moment  Aire,  .964 

'Midft  upper,  nether,  and  furrounding  night, 

Hit  fad,  Aire,  fudden,  and  eternal  tomb! 

Lorenzo !  doft  thou  feel  thefe  arguments  f 
Or  is  there  nought  but  *vcngean£e can  be  felt* 
.How  haft  thou  dar'd  the  deity  dethrone  r  970 

How  dar'd  indie!  Him  of  a  world  like  this* 
Jf  fuch  the  world,  creation  was  a  crime  j 
For  what  is  crime  but  caufe  of  mifery  f 
Rctraft,  blafjrtiemer!  and  tlritfddle'  'this* 

O  %  ^& 
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Of  er.dlefs  arguments  above,  below,  975 

Without  us,  and  within,  the  fliort  refult — 

*'  If  man  *s  immortal,  there  \r  a  God  in  heaven." 

But  wherefore  fuch  redundancy  ?  fuch  wade 
Of  argument  ?  One  fets  my  foul  at  reft ! 
One  obvious,  and  at  hand,  and,  oh !— at  heart*      980 
So  juft  the  ikies,  Philander'*  life  fo  pahfd, 
His  heart  fo  pure  5  that,  or  fucc/ceding  fcenes 
Have  palms  to  give,  or  ne'er  had  he  been  born. 

"  What  an  old  tale  is  this  /"  Lorenzo  cries.— 
J  grant  this  argument  is  old  ;  but  truth  985 

No  years  impair ;  and  had  not  this  been  true, 
Thou  never  hadft  defpis'd  it  for  its  age. 
Truth  is  immortal  as  thy  foul  5  and  fable 
As  fleeting  as  thy  joys :  be  wife,  nor  make 
Heaven's  higheft  bleffing,  vengeance  j  O  be  wife!   990 
Nor  make  a  curfe  of  immortality. 

Say,  know'ft  thou  what it  is,  or  what  thou  art  ? 
Know* ft  thou  th""  importance  of  a  foul  immortal  ? 
Behcid  this  midnight  glory  :  worlds  on  worlds  1 
Amazing  pomp  !  redouble  this  amaze;  995 

Ten  thoufand  add  j  add  twice  ten  thoufand  more  5 
Then  weigh  the  whole  j  one  foul  outweighs  them  all  j 
And  calls  th*  aftoni/hing  magnificence 
Of  unintelligent  creation  poor. 

For  this,  believe  not  me\  no  man  believe;  1000 

Truft  not  in  words,  but  deeds ;  and  deeds  no  lefs 
Than  thofe  of  the  Supreme  \  nor  His,  a  few  j 
Confult  them  all\  confulted,  all  proclaim 
Thy  foul's  importance ;  tremble  at  thyfelf  5 

For 
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For"  whom  Omnipotence  has  wakM  fo  long :  too  5 

Has  wakM,  and  work'd,  for  ages  j.  from  the  birth 
Of  nature  to  this  unbelieving  hour. 

In  this  fmall  province  of  His  vaft  domain' 
(AH  nature  bow,  while  I  pronounce  His  Name  f) 
"What  has  God  done>  and  not  for  this  fole  end*      101a 
To  refcne  fouls  from  death  ?  The/outs  high  price 
Is  writ  in  all  the  conducl  of  the  Ikies. 
The  fours  high  price  is  the  Creation's  Key. 
Unlocks  its  myftertes,  and  naked  lays 
The  genuine  caufe  of  every  deed  divine :  1015 

That  is  the  chain  of  ages,  which  maintains 
Their  obvious  coriefpondence,  and  unites 
Mod  diifcmt  periods  in  one  bleft  defign  : 
That  is  the  mighty  hinge,  on  which  havetunf  <i 
All  revolutions,  whether  we  regard  1020 

The  natural,  civil,  or  religious,  world  % 
The  former  two-  but  fervants  to  the  third  : 
To  that  there  duty  done*  they  both  expire, 
Their  mafs  new-caff,  forgot  their  deeds  renowned; 
And  angels  afk,  "  Where  once  they  Jbone  fo  fair  ?"  1025 

To  lift  us  from  this  abjeft,  to  fublime  5 
This  flux,  to  permanent  j  this  dark,  to  day  f 
This  foul,  to  pure ;  this  turbid,  to  ferene  j 
This  mean,  to  mighty !— for  this  glorious  end 
Th' Almighty,  rifing,  his  long  fabbath  broke !     1030 
The  world  was  made  j  was  min'd  ;  was  reftor'd  j 
Laws  from  the*flcies  were  publiuVd  ;  were  repeal'd ; 
On  earth  kings,  kingdoms,  rofc  ;  kings,  kingdoms,  fell  5 
Fanfd  fages  lighted  up  thtpa^an  world  j 

O  3,  Erophet* 
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TivpbtU  ham  Sioa  darted  a  tea  gksmcz  xojj 

TVoi^  *3ii.m,t  age ,  fasatts  travti  d  ;  auuljn  hfed» 
By  Mnuada*  iacred  bz£dt  fiood  coattnTi  ; 
TW  HTiBj-wcrt  traibscdi  dead  were  raisd  j 
Aitgth,  aad  asarr  tkaa  a^tls,  cane  from  heaven; 
Ai^  oiii   £or^  acfecndttilowTrfclli  104? 

Gtuk  was  belTs  g^^  j  afioauflf  d  at  his  goeft^ 
For  osc  aVort  awnest  Lrrirr  ador  d  : 
Lorenzo !  and  wilt  thou  do  left  ?— For  i^, 
That  iaUwiv  d  fage>  fools  fc&ff  at,  was  inipirVf, 
Of  all  theft  truths  ihrice  ycscrablc  code !  1045 

Deifs  !  perform  your  quarantine j  asd  then 
Fall  prcibate,  ere  you  touch  it,  left  you  die* 

Nor  left  intenftiy  bant  infernal  powers 
To  mar,  than  thoft  of  ligbt,  tins  end  to  gauu 
O  what  a  fcene  is  here  I— Lorenzo !  wake !  1050 

Rift  to  the  thought ;  exert,  expand  thy  fail 
To  take  the  raft  idea :  it  denies 
All  elfe  the  name  of  great.  Two  warring  worlds  t 
Not  Europe  againft  Afric  j  warring  worlds  ! 
Of  more  than  mortal !  mounted  on  the  wing !         1055 
On  ardent  wings  of  energy  and  zeal, 
High-hovering  o'er  this  little  brand  of  ftrife  ! 
This  fublunary  ball — But  ftrife,  for  what  ? 
In  their  own  caufe  conflicting  ?  No ;  in  tbwe, 
In  man's.    Wit  Jingle  intereft  blows  the  flame  j       1060 
His  the  fole  flake;  his  fate  the  trumpet  founds. 
Which  kindles  war  immortal.     How  it  burns  I 
Tumultuous  (Warms  of  deities  in  arms  I    * 
Force,  force  oppofing,  till  the  waves  run  high, 

And; 
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An  A  tempeft  nature's  univerfal  fpherc.  1065 

Such  oppofites  eternal,  ftedfaft,  ftern, 
Such  foes  implacable,  are  goody  and  iU\ 
Yet  man,  vain  man,  would  mediate  peace  between  them. 
Think  not  this  fiftion,  "  There  was  war  in  heaven" 
f  rofti  heaven's  high  cryftal  mountain  Hhereithung,  1070 
TIT  Almighty's  out-ftretch*d  arm  took  down  his  bow, 
An  A  /hot  his  indignation  at  the  deep  .* 
Re- thundered"  hell,  and  darted  all  her  fires. 
And  feems  the  (lake  of  little  moment  ftill  ? 
And  (lumbers  man,  whofmgly  caus'd  the  ftorm?  1075 
He  fleeps. — -'And  art  thou  mock'd  at  myfleriesf 
The  greateft,  Thou.     How  dreadful  to  reflect, 
What  ardour,  care,  and  counfel  mortals  caufe 
In  breads  divine  !  how  little  in  their  own ! 
-  \^here-e*er  I  turn,how  new  proofs  pour  upon  me !  io8# 
How  happily  this  wondrous  view  fupports 
My  former  argument !  How  ftrongly^nfoi 
Immortal  lifers  full  demonftration,  here  ! 
Why  this  exertion  ?  Why  this  ftrange  regard 
from  heaven's  Omnipotent  indulged  to  man  >—     1085 
Becaufe,  in  man,  the  glorious  dreadful  power, 
Extremely  to  be  pain'd,  or  bleft,  for  ever. 
Duration  gives  importftice  ;  fwells  the  price. 
An  angel,  if  a  creature  of  a  day, 
What  would  he  be  ?  A  trifle  of  no  weight }  1099 

Or  ftand,  or  fall  j  no  matter  which  j  he  's  gone. 
Becaufe  Immortal,  therefore  is  indulged 
This  ftrange  regard  of  deities  to  dull. 
Hence  heaven  looks  down  on  earth  with  all  her  eyes : 

O  4  Hence 
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Hence,  the  fours  mighty  moment  in  her  fight :      xt>9£~ 

Hence,  every  foul  has  partifans  above, 

And  every  thought  a  critic  in  the  flues : 

Hence,  clay,  vile  clay !  has  angels  for  its.  guard, 

Aid  every  guard  apaflion  for  his  charge  : 

Hence,  from  all  age,  the  cabinet  divine  uoa 

Has  held  high  counfel  o'er  the  fate  of  man. 

Nor  have  the  clouds  thofe  gracious  counfels.  hid  j 
Angels  undrew  the  curtain  of  the  throne, 
And.  Providence  came  forth  to  meet  mankind : 
In  various  modes  of  emphafis  and  awe,  1105- 

Me  fpoke  his  will,  and  trembling  nature  heard ; 
He  fpoke  it  loud,  in  thunder  and  in  ftorm. . 
Witnefs',  thou  Sinai !  whofe  cloud -cover'd  height, 
And  fliaken  bafis,  ownM  the  prefent  God ; 
Witnefs,  ye  billows!  whofe  returning  tide,  mo* 

Breaking  the  chain  that  faftenM  it  in  air, 
Swept  Egypt,  and  her  menaces,  to  hell: 
Witnefs,  ye  flames!  th*  AfTyrian  tyrant  blew 
To  fevenfold  rage,  as  impotent,  as  ftrong: 
And  thou,  earth  !  witnefs,  whofe  expanding  jaws  X115.: 
ClosM  o'er  *  prefumf  lion's  facrilegious  fons  : 
Has  not  each  element,  in  turn,  fubfcrib'd 
The  foul's  high  price,  and  fworn  it  to  the  wife  ? 
Has  not  flame,  ocean,  aether,  earthquake,  ftrove 
To  ftrike  this  truth  through  adamantine  man  ?        1  iao 
If  not  all  adamant,  Lorenzo !  hear  5 
All  is  delufion  ;  nature  is  wrapt  up, 
la  tenfold  night,  from  reafotfs  keeneft  eye  5 

Thers. 

*  Korah,  &c. 
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There  's  no  confidence,  meaning,  plan,  or  end, 

In.all  beneath  the  fun,  in  all  above,  U25 

(As  far  as  man  can  penetrate),  or  heaven 

Is  an  immenfe,  ineftimable  prize  5.. 

Or  all  is  Nothing,  or  that  prize  is  all^—  - 

And  (hall  each  toy  be  ftill  a  match  for  heaven, 

And  full  equivalent  for  groans  below  ?  "39-' 

Who  would  not  give  a  trifle  to  prevent 

What  he  would  give  a  thoufand  worlds  to  cure  ? 

Lorenzo.!  thou  haft  feen  (if  thine  to  fee.), 
All  nature,  and  her  God  (by  nature's  courfe,. 
And  nature's  courfe. control d)  declare  for  me.:.     tJ$fr 
The  Ikies  above  proclaim,  "  immortal  man!" 
And,  *rman  immortal!"  all  below  refounds. 
The  world  Va  fyftem  of  theology, . 
Read  by  the  greateft  ftrangers  to  the  fchools  j 
If  bonefi,  learn'd  $  and  fages  o'er  a  plough. .  2140 •: 

Is- not,  Lorenzo!  then,  imposed  on  thee. 
This  hard  alternative  ;  or,  to  renounce 
Thy  reafon9  or  thy Jenfe ',. or,  to  believe? 
What  then  is  unbelief  P  'Tis  an  exploit.; 
A  ftrenuous  enterprize:  to  gain  it,  man  "4$: 

Muft  burft  through  every  bar  of  common  fenfe, 
Of  common  ihame,  magnauimoufly  wrong  j , 
And  what  rewards  the  fturdy  combatant  ? 
His  prize,  repentance \  infamy,  his  crowns. 

But  wherefore,  infamy  ? — For  want  of  faith  %     1 1 50,  - 
Down  the  fteep  precipice  of  wrong  he  Aides  5 
There  *s  nothing  to  fupport  him  in  the  right- . 
Eaitb  in  the  future  wanting^  is  at.leaft. 
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In  embryo,  every  weafcnefs,  every  guilt ; 
And  ftrong  temptation  ripens  it  to  birth.  1x55 

If  this  life's  £am  invites  him  to  the  deed, 
Why  not  his  country  fold,  his  father  flain  ? 
*Tis  virtue  to  purfue  our  good  fupreme ; 
And  his  fupreme,  his  only  good  is  here. 
Ambition,  avarice,  by  the  wife  difdain'd,  xi66 

Is  perfect  ivifdom,  while  mankind  art  fools, 
And  think  a  turf,  or  tomb-ftone,  covers  all : 
Tbefe  find  employment,  and  provide  for  fenfe 
A  richer  pafture,  and  a  larger  range ; 
.   Arid  fenfe  by  right  divine  afcends  the  throne,  X165 

When  virtue* s  prize  and  proipeft  are  no  more  5 
Virtue  no  more  we  think  the  will  of  heaven. 
Would  heaven  quite  beggar  virtue,  if  belov'd  ? 

"  Has  virtue  charms  ?" — I  grant  her  heavenly  fair  5 
But  if  unportiohM,  all  will  inter  eft  wed ;  1170 

Though  that  our  admiration,  this  our  choice* 

The  virtues  grow  on  immortality  5 

That  root  deftroy'd,  they  wither  and  expire. 

A  Deity  believ* d,  will  nought  nvail ; 

Rewards  and  pwiijbmenis  make  God  adorM  j  1175 

And  hopes  and  fears  give  confeience  all  her  power. 
As  in  die  dying  parent  dies  the  child, 

Virtue,  with  immortality,  expires. 

Who  tells  me  he  denies  his  foul  immortal, 

Whate'er  his  boaft,  has  told  me,  He  *j  a  knave.    xi8o 

His  duty  'tis,  to  love  himfelf  alone; 

Nor  care  though  mankind  perifti,  if  he  fmiles. 

Who  thinks  ere  long  the  man  (hall  wholly  die, 

5  i« 
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jt  dead  already  j  nought  but  bruit  furrim. 

And  are  there  fuch  ?— Such  candidates  there  are  1185, 
For  more  than  death  }  for  utter  lofs  of  being, 
Being,  the  bails  of  the  Deity  ! 
Aflc  you  the  caufe  /—The  caufe  they  will  not  tell  s 
Nor  need  they  1  Oh  the  forceries  of  fenfe  ! 
$bey  work  this  transformation  on  the  foul,,  1190. 

Difmount  her,  like  the  ferpent  at  the  fall, 
Difmount  her  from  her  native  wing  (which  foar'd 
Ere-while  ethereal  heights),  and  throw  her  down, 
To  lick  die  duft,  and  crawl  in  fuch  a  thought. 

Is  it  in  words  to  paint  you  r  O  ye  fall'n  1  1195 

Fall'n  from  the  wings  of  reafon,  and  of  hope  ! 
Erect  in  ftature,  prone  in  appetite ! 
Patrons  of  pleafure,  polling  into  pain I 
Lovers  of  argument,  averfe  to  fenfe ! 
Boaters  of  liberty,  fad  bound  in  chains  !  1206 

Lords  of  the  wide  creation,  and  the  (hame ! 

More  fenfelefi  than  th?  irrationals  yon  fborn  I 

More  bafe  than  thofe  you  rule !  Than  thofe  you  pity,, 

Far  more  undone  I  O  ye  moft  infamous- 

Of  beings,  from  fuperior  dignity  !  «o«£ 

Deepeft  in  woe  from  means  of  boundlefs  blifs ! 

Ye  curft  by  bleflings-  infinite  !  becaufe 

Moil  highly  favour'd,  moft  profoundly  loft  r 

Ye  motly  mafs.of.  contradiQion  ftreng ! 

And  are  you,  too,  convine'd,  your  fouls  fly  ofF     iaicr. 

In  exhalation  foft,  and  die  in  air, 

From  the  full  flood  of  evidence  againft  you  ? 

In  the  coarie  drudgeries  and  finks  of  fenfe , 

Your 
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Your  fouls,  have  quite  worn  out  the  make  of  heav*ny 
By  vice  new-caft,  and  creatures  of  your  own :       nr^ 
But  though  you  can  deform,  you  can't  defiroy  j 
To  curfe,  not  uncreate,  is  all  your  power. 

Lorenzo  !  thus  black  brotherhood  renounce j 
Renounce  St,  Evreraont,  and  read  St.  Paul. 
Ere,  rapt  by  miracle,  by  reafon  wing'd,  nao 

His  mounting  mind  made  long  abode  in  heaven. 
This  is  freethinkingy  unconnVd  to  parts y 
To  fend  the  foul,  on  curious  travel  bent, 
Through  all  the  provinces  of  human  thought; 
To  dart  her  flight  through  the  whole  fphere  of  man  j  x  225; 
Of  this  vaft  univerfe  to  make  the  tour ; 
In  each  recefs  of  fpacer  and  time,  at  home  $•• 
Familiar  with  their  wonders ;  diving  deep  j 
And,  like  a  prince  of  boundlefs  interefts  thirty 
Still  raoft  ambitious  of  the  moft  remote;  1230 

To  look  on.  truth  unbroken,  and  intire  j 
Truth  in  thefyflem,  the  full  orb ;  where  truths 
By  truths  enlightened,  and  fuftainM,  afford 
An  arch-like,  ftrong  foundation,  to  fuppor* 
Th*  incumbent  weight  of  abfolute,  complete         i»35- 
ConviSlion  5  here,  the  more  we  prei's,  we  ftand 
More  firm  j  who.  moft  examine,  moft  believe. 
Parts,  like  half-fentences,  confound  ;  the  whole 
Conveys  the  fenfe,  and  God  is  undcrftood  5 
Who  not  in  fragments  writes  to  human  race  :         1240 
Read  his  whole  volume,  fceptic  !  then  reply. 

This,  this,  is  thinking  free,  a  thought  that  grafps 
Beyond  a  grain,,  and  looks  beyond  an  hoxuv 

Turn 
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Turn  up  thine  eye,  furvey  this  midnight  fcene  ; 
Whatare  earth's  kingdoms,  to  yon  boundlefs  orbs,  1245 
Of  human  fouls,  one  day,  the  deftinM  range  ? 
And  what  yon  boundlefs  orbs,  togodlike/aaa.? 
Thofe  numerous  worlds  that  throng  the  firmament, 
And  alk  more  fpace  in  heaven,  can  roll  at  large 
In  man's  capacious  thought,  and  ftill  leave  room  12^50 
For  ampler  orbs,  for  ne<w  creations,  there, 
~Caxifucb  a  foul  contract  itfelf,  to  gripe 
A  point  of  no  dimenfion,  of  no  weight  ? 
It  can j  it  does  :  the  world  is  fuch  a  point : 
And,  of  that  point,  how  fmall  a  part  en  Haves !     1255 

How  fmall  a  part— of  nothings  mall  I  fay  ? 
Why  not? — friends,  ourf&£f  treafurel  how  they  drop! 
Lucia,  Narciffa  fair,  Philander,  gone  ! 
The  grave,  like  fabled  Cerberus,  ha«  op'd 
A  triple  mouth  j  and,  in  an  aweful  voice,  1260 

Loud  calls  my  foul,  and  utters  all  I  fmg. 
How  the  world  falls  to  pieces  round  about  us, 
And  leaves  us  in  a  ruin  of  our  joy  ! 
What  fays  this  tranfportation  of  my  friends  ? 
It  bids  me  love  the  place  where  noav  they  dwell,    1265 
And  fcorn  this  wretched  fpot,  they  leave  fo  poor. 
Eternity's  vaft  ocean  lies  before  thee  j 
There  j  there,  Lorenzo  !   thy  ClarifTa  fails. 
Give  thy  mind  fea-room  5  keep  it  wide  of  earth, 
That  rock  of  fouls  immortal-,  cut  thy  cord ;  1270 

Weigh  anchor ;  fpread  thy  fails  j  call  every  wind  j 
Eye  thy  Great  Pole-fiar  -,  make  the  land  of  life, 

Two  kinds  of  life  has  double-natured  man. 

And 
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And  two  of  death ;  die  loft  far  more  fevere. 

JAft  animal  is  nurtured  by  the  fun j  1*75 

Thrives  on  his  bounties,  triumphs  in  his  beams. 

Xife  rational  fubfifb  on  higher  food, 

Triumphant  in  His  beams,  who  made  the  day. 

When  we  leave  that  fun,  and  are  left  by  tbis, 

{The  fate  of  all  who  die  in  ftubborn  guilt)  12I0 

'Tis  utter  darknefs  ;  ftriftly  double  death. 

We  fink  by  no  judicial  ftroke  of  heaven, 

But  nature's  courfe,  as  fure  as  plumbets  fall. 

Since  God,  or  man,  nruft  alter,  ere  they  meet, 

(  Since  light  and  darknefs  blend  not  in  one  fphf re)    1 1S5 

*Tis  raanifeft,  Lorenzo  I  <uibo  muft  change. 

If,  then,  that  double  deatb  mould  prove  thy  lot, 
Blame  not  the  bowels  of  the  Deity ; 
Man  (hall  be  bleft,  as  far  as  man  permits. 
Nbt  man  alone*  all  rational*,  heaven  arms  1290 

With  an  illuftrious,  but  tremendous,  power 
To  counter-act  its  own  moft  gracious  ends.; 
And  this,  of  ftri&  neceffity,  not  choice  j 
Tbat  power  deny*d,  men,  angels,  were  no  more 
B*t  paflive  engines,  void  of  praife  or  blame.         J*&S 
A  nature  rational  implies  the  power 
Of  being  bleft,  or  wretched,  as  we  pleafe  ; 
Elfe  idle  reafon  would  have  nought  to  do  j 
And  he  that  would  be  barr'd  capacity 
Of  pain,  courts  incapacity  of  blifs.  1300 

Heaven  wills  our  happinefs,  allows  our  doom  j 
Invites  us  ardently,  but  not  compels  5 
Heaven  but  perfuades,  almighty  man  decrees  j 

Maa 


THE  COMPLAINT,   Night  VII.    20?   . 

Man  is  the  maker  of  immortal  fates. 
Man  falls  by  man,  if  finally  he  falls  5  1305 

And  fall  he  muft,  who  learns  from  death  alone, 
The  dreadful  fecret— That  he  lives  for  Ever,. 

Why  this  to  Thee  ?— Thee  yet,  perhaps,  in  doubt 
Of  fecond  life  ?  But  wherefore  doubtful  ftill  ? 
Eternal  life  is  nature's  ardent  wifh  :  13x0, 

What  ardently  we  wifh,  vrefoon  believe  : 
Thy  tardy  faith  declares  that  wifh  deftroy'd : 
What  has  deftroy'd  it  ? — Shall  I  tell  thee  what? 
When  fear" d  the  future,  'tis  no  longer  wiuVd } 
And,  when  unwiftTd,  v/efiri've  to  difbelieve.        131$ 
"  Thus  infidelity  our  guilt  betrays" 
Nor  that  the  fole  detection  !  Blufb,  Lorenzo! 
Blum  for  hypocrify,  if  not  for  guilt. 
The  future fear" d? — An  infidel,  and  fear? 
Fear  what  ?  A  dream  ?  A  fable  .?— How  thy  dread,  1 34* 
Unwilling  evidence,  and  therefore  firong, 
Affords  my  caufe  an  undefign'd  fupportl 
How  dijbelief  affirms  what  it  denies  I 
"  //,  unawares,  afferts  immortal  life"— 
Surprifing  !  infidelity  turns  out  *3*$- 

A  creed,  and  a  confefflon  of  our  fins : 
Apoftates,  thus,  are  orthodox  divines. 

Lorenzo  !  with  Lorenzo  clam  no  more j. 
Nor  longer  a  tranf parent  vizor  wear. 
Think'ft  thou,  Religion  only  has  her  malic?  1-33*-; 

Our  infidels  are  Satan's  hypocrites, 
Pretend  the  worft,  and,  at  the  bottom,  fail. 
When  vilited  by  thought  (thought  will  intrude), 

Like 
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Like  him  they  ferve,  they  tremble,  and  believe. 
Is  there  hypocrify  Co  foul  as  this  ;  J335 

.  So  fatal  to  the  welfare  of  the  world  ? 
What  deteflation,  what  contempt,  their  due  ! 
And,  if  unpaid,  be  thank'd  for  their  efcape 
That  Chriftian  candour  xkcyjhi've  hard  to  fcorn : 
If  nor>for  that  afylura,  they  might  find  1340 

A  hell  on  earth  5  nor  'fcape  a  worfe  below. 

With  inference,  arid  impotence  of  thought, 
Inftead  of  racking  fancy,-  to  refute, 
Reform  thy  manners,  and  the  truth  enjoy.— 
Bur  fliall  I  dare  confefs  the  dire  refult  ?  134,5 

Can  thy  proud  reafon  brook  fo  black  a  brand  ? 
.Prom  purer  manners,  to  fublimer  faitb, 
Is  nature's  unavoidable  afcent ; 
An  boneft  deift,  where  the  gofpel  mines, 
Matured  to  nobler,  in  the  Cbrijiian  ends.  1350 

When  that  bleft  change  arrives,  e'en  caft  afide 
This  fong  fuperfluous  j  life  immortal  (hikes 
■Conviction,  in  a  flood  of  light  divine. 
A  Cbrijiian  dwells,  like  *  Uriel,  in  the  fun  j 
Meridian  evidence  puts  doubt  to  flight j  1355 

And  ardent  hope  anticipates  the  fkies. 
Of  that  bright  fun,  Lorenzo  !  fcale  the  fphere  j 
'Tis  eafy  !  it  invites  thee  ;  it  defcends 
From  heaven  to  wooe,  and  waft  thee  whence  it  came : 
Head  and  revere  the  facred  page  ;   a  page  1360 

Where  triumphs  immortality  j  a  page 
Which  not  the  whole  creation  could  produce  j 

Which 
*  Milton, 


THE   C6MPLAINT,  Kight  VII.    to9 

Which  riot  the  conflagration  (hall  deftroy, 

'Tis  printed  in  the  mind  of  gods  for  ever, 

In  nature's  ruins  riot  one  letter  loft.  1365 

In  proud  difdsdn  of  what  ev'n  gods  adore, 
Doft  fmile  ?— Poor  wretch !  thy  guardian  angel  weepi. 
Angels ,  and  men,  afl'ent  to  what  I  fing; 
Wits  fmile,  and  thank  me  for  my  midnight  dream. 
How  vicious  hearts  fume  phrenzy  to  the  brain  I       1370 
Parts  pufti  us  on  to  pride,  and  pride  to  ftiame  j 
Pert  infidelity  is  wit's  cockade, 
To  grace  the  brazen  brow  that  braves  the  Ikies, 
By  lofs  of  being,  dreadfully  fecure. 
Lorenzo  t  if  thy  doclrine  wins  the  day,  1375 

Arid  drives  my  dreams,  defeated,  from  the  field) 
If  This  is  All,  if  earth  a  final  fcene, 
Take  heed ;  (land  fail ;  be  Aire  to  be  a  knave, 
A  knave  in  grain !  ne'er  deviate  to  the  right  t 
ShouUTft  thou  be  good— how  infinite  thy  lofs  !        1 380 
Guilt  only  makes  annihilation  gain. 
Bleft  fcheme!  which  life  deprives  of  comfort,  death 
Of  hope;  and  which  vice  only  recommends. 
If  fo,  where,  infidels  1  your  bait  thrown  out 
To  catch  weak  converts  ?  where  your  lofty  boaft  13U5 
Of  zeal  for  virtue,  and  of  lo<ue  to  7nan? 
Annihilation  1  I  confefs,  in  tbefe. 

What  can  reclaim  you  ?  Dare  I  hope  profound 
Pbilofopbers  the  converts  of  ifong? 
Yet  know,  its  #  title  flatters  you,  not  me-,  1390 

Vours  be  the  praife  to  make  my  title  good} 

Vol.  II,  P  Mine, 

#  Tho  Infidel  Reclaimed. 


*io  YOUNG'S    POEMS. 

Mine,  to  blefs  heaven,  and  triumph  isjwr  praiie. 

But  fince  fo  peftiler.tial  your  dileafe, 

Though  fovcreign  if  the  medicine  I  preferibe, 

A*  yet,  I  *il  neither  triumph,  nor  defpair:  1395 

But  hope,  ere  long,  my  midnight  dream  will  wake 

Your  hearts,  and  teach  your  ivi/Jom — to  be  wife : 

For  why  mould  fouls  immortal,  made  for  blifs, 

E'er  wifli  (and  wifh  in  vain!)  that  fouls  could  die? 

What  ne'er  can  die,  oh !  grant  to  live ;  and  crown    1400 

The  wifli,  and  aim,  and  labour  of  the  ikies  j 

Itureafe,  and  enter  on  the  joys  of  heaven  : 

Thus  mall  my  title  pafs  a  f acred Teal, 

Receive  an  imprimatur  from  Above, 

While  angels  fliout— An  Infidel  Reclaimed!  1405 

To  clofe,  Lorenzo !  fpite  of  all  my  pains, 
Still  kem&  it  ftrange,  that  thou  ftiould'ft  live  for  ever? 
Is  it  left  ftrange,  that  thou  fhould'ft  live  at  all? 
This  is  a  miracle  j  and  That  no  more. 
Who  gave  beginning,  can  exclude  an  end.  M-iQ 

Deny  thou  art:  Then,  doubt  if  thou /halt  be* 
A  miracle  with  miracles  inclos'd, 
Is  man :  and  ftarts  his  faith  at  what  Is  f  range  ? 
What  lefs  than  wondeis,  from  the  wonderful  \ 
What  lef6  than  miracles,  from  God,  can  flow?      14.15 
Admit  a  God — that  myftcry  fupreme ! 
That  caufe  uncaused  !  all  other  wonders  ceafe  j 
Nothing  is  marvellous  for  Him  to  do : 
Deny  ////^ — all  is  myftery  befides^ 
Millions  of  myftcrks  !  Each  darker  far,  1420 

Than  that  thy  wifdom  would,  unwifely,  fhun. 

11 
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If  weak  thy  faith,  why  chufe  the  harder  fide  ? 

We  nothing  know,  but  what  is  marvellous  j 

Yet  what  is  marvellous,  we  can't  believe. 

So  tweak  our  reafon,  and  fo  great  our  God,  14.25 

^Vhat  moft  furprizes  in  the  f acred  page, 

Or  full  as  ftrange,  or  flranger,  muft  be  true. 

Faitb  is  not  reafon  s  labour,  but  repoie. 

To  faith,  and  virtue,  why  fo  backward,  man? 
From  hence  :— The  prefent  ilrongly  ftrikes  us  all ;  14.3d 
The  future,  faintly  j  can  we,  then,  be  men  ? 
If  men,  Lorenzo !  the  reverfe  is  right. 
Reafon  is  man's  peculiar  :  Senfc,  the  brute's. 
The  prefent  is  the  fcanty  realm  of  fenfe  \ 
The  futute,  reafotfs  empire  unconmVd  :  1435 

On  that  expending  all  her  godlike  power, 
She  plans,  provides,  expatiates,  triumphs,  there  \ 
There,  builds  her  blejfings !  There,  expec"U  htv  praife  \ 
And  nothing  afks  of  fortune,  or  of  men. 
And  what  is  reafon  ?  Be  (he,  thus,  denVd;  1440, 

Reafon  is  upright  future  in  the  foul. 
Oh !  be  a  man ;  and  itrive  to  be  a  god. 
"  For  what  ?  (thou  fay'ft)  To  damp  the  joys  of  life  V* 
No;  to  give  heart  and  fuhfiance  to  thy  joys. 
That  tyrant,  hope-,  mark  how  fhe  domineers}       1445 
She  bids  us  quit  realities,  for  dreams ;  ' 
Safety  and  peace  for  hazard,  and  alarm  \ 
That  tyrant  o'er  the  tyrants  of  the  foul, 
She  bids  ambition  quit  its  taken  prize, 
Spurn  the  luxuriant  branch  on  which  it  fits,  14.50 

Though  bearing  crowns,  to  fpring  at  dtfiant  gtme  j 

P  %  And 
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And  plunge  in  toil*  and  dangers — for  repdft. 

If  hope  precarious ,  and  of  things,  when  gsinM, 

Of  little  moment,  and  as  little  ftay, 

Can  fwceten  toils,  and  dangers  into  joys  \  14$  J 

What  then,  that  hope,  which  nothing  can  defeat, 

Our  leave  unaAVd  ?  Rich  hope  of  bouncttefs  blifs  1 

Blifs,  paft  man's  power  to  paint  it  \  time's  to  clofe  f 

this  hope  is  earth's  raoft  eftimable  prize : 
fbis  is  man's  portion;  while  no  more  than  man :     1460 
Hope,  of  all  pafliont,  moft  befriends  us  here  § 
Pafliont  of  prouder  name  befriend  us  lefs. 
Joy  has  her  tears  j  and  tranfport  has  her  death  1 
Hope,  like  a  cordial,  innocent,  though  ftrong, 
Main's  heart,  at  once,  injpirits,  zn\ferenes\  1465 

Nor  makes  him  pay  his  wifdom  for  his  joys ; 
*Tis  all  our  prefent  ftate  tvafafely  bear, 
Health  to  the  frame  1  and  vigour  to  the  mind  t 
A  joy  attempered  1  a  chaflis^d  delight ! 
like  the  fair  fummer  evening,  mild,  and  fweet !  2470 
'Tis  man's  full  cup}  his  paradife  below! 

A  bleft  hereafter,  then,  or  hopM,  or  gain'cf, 
Is  All  >  our  whole  of  hnppinefs ?  full  proof, 
I  chofe  no  trivial  or  inglorious  theme. 
And  know,  ye  foes  to  fong  1  (well-meaning  men,  2475 
Though  quite  forgotten  *  half  your  Bible's  praife  I) 
Important  truths,  in  fpite  of  *verfe,  may  pleafe  t 
Grave  minds  ycu  praife  $  nor  can  you  praife  too  much  s 
If  t(iere  is  weight  in  an  Eternity, 
Lit  the  grave  liften  \ — and  be  graver  ftill.  14&0 

.tltGtfT 
•  The  poetfcal  parts  of  it. 


NIGHT  THE    EIGHT  If. 
V    I   R   T   U  B't  ■  A  F   O  L  O  G  Y| 

OR, 
THE  MAN  OF  THE  WORLD  ANSWERED. 

IN   WHICH   ARE  CONSIDERBD, 

The  kqve  of  this  Life;   the  Ambition  and  PJeafurej 
i^h  tlje  Wit  and  Wtfdom  of  the  Worlo!. 

AND  has  ajl  na,ture,  then,  efpous'd  my  part  ? 
Have  I  brib'd  heaven  and  earth  to  plead  againft  thee,  ? 
And  is  thy  foul  immortal?— -What  remains  ? 
All,  All,  Lorenzo  !— Make  immortal,  blefc. 
Unbleft  immortals  !— What  can  (hock  us  more  ?         5 
And  yet  Lorenzo  dill  affefts  the  world } 
There,  flows  his  treafure  \  thence,  his  title  draws, 
Man  of  the  world  (for  fuch  wouldft  thou  be  call'd) 
And  art  thou  proud  of  that  inglorious  ftyle  ? 
Prcud  of  reproach  ?  fox  a  reproach  it  ivas,  i# 

In  anient  days  }  and  Christian— in  an  age, 
When  men  were  men,  and  not  aftiam'd  of  heaven— 
Fir'd  their  ambition,  as  it  crown'd  their  joy* 
Sprinkled  with  dews  from  the  Caftaiian  font* 
yam  would  I  re-baptize  thee,  and  confer  r| 

A  purer  fpirit,  and  a  nobler  name* 

P3  T^ 
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Thy  fond  attachments  fata(  and  inflamed, 

PpirtoiirmjjMhj  ****€#* p>™7f*>&*\  I  W 
To  Thee,  the  wrldbvw  fair !  How  firongly  ftnkes 
Ambit**!  and  gzy  pleafrre  ftronger  ftfllt  to 

Thy  triple  bane!  me  triple  bofe  t&t  lays  T    J!    !     ? 
Thy  virtue  dead  I  Be  tbefe  my  triple  theme  { 
Nor  (hall  thy  owf ,  or  *wif2m,  be  forgot. 

.  Common  the  theme*  not  firfMw  >«fc*?  3HT 
My  (bng  invokes,  Urania,  deigns  to  (mile.  »j 

The  charm,  that  chains  ns.  to  the  irorfivto;  foe* 
If  Qie  diffplves,  the  mam  $f  eartl>9_  at  once, 
Starts  from  his  trance,  anbVfigh*  for  other  ftettei  } 
Scenes;  wher<thefefparka "of  hl^:thele/ir!r/ttffl  (bine 
Unnumbered  funs  (for  all  things,  as  they  *re%  30 

The  bleft  behold 5)  and,  ^oheprf,  torn"  CiA  Ji 
Their  blended  blare  on  inanY aflbnift'd  fignt j  ?*  *  * 
A  blaze — the  leaft  illuftrious  objcft  there. 

Lorenzo  \  fince  eternal  is  at  hand, 
To  fwaHow  time's  ambitions ;  as  the  vaft  3  * 

Leviathan,  the  bubbles  vain,  that  ride  ' 

High  on  the  foaming  billow ;  what  avail 
High  titles,  high  deicent,  attainments  high, 
If  unattain'd  our  bigbeft?  O  Lorenzo  I 
What  lofty  thoughts,  thefe  elements  above,  4* 

What  towering  hopes,  what  fallies  from  the  fun, 
What  grand  fnrveys  of  deftiny  divine, 
And  pompous  prefage  of  unfathonf  d  fate, 
Should  roll  in  bofoms,  where*  fpirit  burns, 
Bound  for  eternity  I  In  bofoms  read  45 

By  Him,  who  foibles  in  archangels  fees  i       .    V 

On 
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On  human  hearts  He  bends  a  jealous  eye, 

And  marks,  and  in  heaven's  regifter  inrolls, 

The  rife,  and  progrefs,  of  each  option  there ; 

Sacred  to  doomfday !  That  the  page  unfolds,  50 

And  fpreads  us  to  the  gaze  of  gods  and  men. 

And  what  an  option,  O  Lorenzo !  thine  ? 
This  world  !  and  This,  unrivaled  by  the  Ikies  ! 
A  world,  where  lull  of  fleafure,  grandeur,  gold, 
Three  damons  that  divide  its  realms  between  them,    55 
With  ftrokes  alternate  buffet  to  and  fro 
Man's  reftlefs  heart,  their  fport,  their  flying  ball ; 
Till,  with  the  giddy  circle  lick,  and  tir  d,    ' 
It  p.nts  for  peace,  and  drops  into  defpair. 
Such  is  the  world  Lorenzo  fets  above  60 

That  glorious  fromife  angels  were  efteem'd 
Too  mean  to  bring ;  a  promife,  their  Adord 
Defcended  to  communicate,  and  prefs, 
By  counfel,  miracle,  life,  death,  on  man. 
Such  is  the  world  Lorenzo's  wifdqm  wooes,  65 

And  on  its  thorny  pillow  feeks  repofe ; 
A  pillow,  which,  like  opiates  ill-prepar'd, 
Intoxicates,  but  not  compofes  ;  fills 
The  vifionary  mind  with  gay  chimaeras, 
All  the  wild  trafh  of  fleep,  without  the  reft;  70 

What  unfeigned  travel,  and  what  dreams  of  joy ! 

How  frail,  men,  things  \  how  momentary,  both! 
:  cbace  of  fhadows  hunting  (hades  ! 
thebujpf  equal,  though  unlike; 
ifiiom,  differently  wife !  75 

wety  meadows,  and  through  dreary  wsftes, 
P  4  One 
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One  buftling,  and  one  dancing,  into  death* 

There  's  not  a  day,  but,  to  the  man  of  thought, 

Betrays  fome  fecret,  that  throws  new  reproach 

pn  life,  and  makes  him  fick  of  feeing  more.  fe 

The  fcenes  of  bufinefs  tell  us — "  What  are  men*" 

The  fcenes  of  pUafure—"  What  is  all  befide  \" 

There,  others  we  defpife  5  and  Here,  ourfelves. 

Amid  difgufl  eternal,  dwells  delight  ? 

'Tis  approbation  ftrikes  the  firing  of  joy*  $$ 

What  wondrous  prize  has  kindled  this  career, 
Stuns  with  the  din,  and  choaks  us  with  the  duft, 
On  life's  gay  ftage,  one  inch  above  the  grave  ? 
The  proud  run  up  and  down  in  queft  of  eyes* 
Tht  fenfual,  in  purfuit  of  fomething  worfe  ;  99 

The  grave,  of  gold ;  the  politic,  of  power, 
And  all,  of  other  butterflies,  as  vain  I 
As  eddies  draw  things  frivolous  and  light, 
How  is  man's  heart  by  'vanity  drawn  in  j 
On  the  fwift  circle  of  returning  toys,  9  5 

Whirl'd,ftraw-like,round  and  round,and  theningulph'd. 
Where  gay  delufion  darkens  to  defpair  1 

"  This  is  a  beaten  track  "—Is  this  a  track 
Should  not  be  beaten  ?  never  beat  enough, 
Till  enough  learn'd  the  truths  it  would  infpire.       100 
Shall  Truth  be  filent,  becaufe  Folly  frowns  f 
Turn  the  world's  hiftory  $  what  find  we  there, 
But  fortune's  fports,  or  nature's  cruel  claims, 
Or  'woman's  artifice,  or  mans  revenge, 
And  endlefs  inhumanities  on  man  ?  105 

fame's  trumpet  feldoro  founds,  but,  like  the,  knell, 

It 
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It  brings  bad  tidings :  tpW  **  bfwly  blows 

Man's  mifadventures  round  the  liftening  world  1 

Man  is  the  tale  of  narrative  old  timt} 

$ad  tale;  which  high  as  faradjfe  begins  $  no 

As  if,  the  toil  of  travel  to  delude, 

From  ftage  to  ftage,  in  his  eternal  round, 

The  days,  his  daughters,  as  they  fpin  our  hours 

On  fortune's  wheel,  where  accident  unthought 

Oft,  in  a  moment,  (haps  life's  ftrongeft  thread,       115 

Each,  in  her  turn,  fome  tragic  (lory  tells, 

With,  now-and-then,  a  wretched  farce  between, 

And  fills  his  chronicle  with  human  woes. 

^Time's  daughters,  true  as  thofe  of  men,  deceive  us  % 
Not  one,  but  puts  fome  cheat  on  all  mankind :        120 
While  in  their  father's  bofom,  not  yet  ours, 
They  flatter  our  fond  hopes $  and  promife  much 
Of  amiable  >  but  hold  him  not  o'erwife, 
Who  dares  to  truft  them  3  and  laugh  round  the  year, 
At  ftill- confiding,  ftill-confounded,  man,  itj 

Confiding,  though  confounded  j  hoping  on, 
Untaught  by  trial,  unconvinc'd  by  proof, 
And  ever-looking  for  the  never-feen. 
Life  to  the  laft,  like  hardened  felons,  lyes  5 
Nor  owns  itfelf  a  cheat,  till  it  expires.  %%p 

Its  little  joys  go  out  by  One  and  One, 
And  leave  poor  man,  at  length,  in  perfect  night  $ 
Night  darker,  than  what,  now9  involves  the  pole* 

O  Thou,  who  doft  permit  thefe  ills  to  fall, 
For  gracious  ends, and  would'ft  that  man  fhould  mourn  t 
O  Thou,  whofe  hands  this  goodly  fabric  framM, 

Who 
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Whoknow*ft  itbeft,  Aftdwonld'ftth^m^itoaMknowf 
What  is  this  fublunary  world  ?  A  v*pwtf  i 
A  vapour  all  it  holds;  itfelf,  a  va|faAr  % :-* 
From  the  damp  bed  of  chaos,  by  Thybeasn  ' '      140 
Exhal'd,  ordainM  tcfwim  its  deftinM'hoiir  -     *• 

In  ambient  air,  then  melt,  and  disappear,    -'-'.- 
Earth's  days  are  numbered,  ■  nor  rempte  her  4ocm  ?  ■  - 
As  mortal,  though  left- tranfient,  than  ter  Am  $ ■-' 
Yet  they  doat  on  her,  a*  the  world  arid  they   -    -  94^ 
Were  both  eternal,  folidj  Then,  i  dmm.   ■       r  - 
They  doat  I  on  what?  Immortal vii*&  wptat,  .  ■ 
A  region  of  outfidcs !  a  land  of  ihadowsM  .:;."""■ 
A  fruitful  field  of  flowery  promifot  •'■  "'&■•?  a"  ■  ■'   \ 
A  wildcrneft  of  joyst  perplexed  wfcllrtlijdKt,  -  '*  Jtja 
And  (harp  with  thprnsl  a  tnmbfc*-K«^;^|jrtlid    -  - 
With  bold  adventurers,  their  all  on  board ! 
No  fecond  hope,  if  here  their  fortune  frowns  5 
Frown,  foon  it  muft.     Of  various  rates  they  fail, 
Of  enfigns  various  j  AH  alike  in  This,  155 

%All  reftlefs,  anxious;  toft  with  hopes,  and  fears, 
In  calmeft  Ikies j  obnoxious  All  to  ftorra ; 
And  ftormy  the  moft  general  blaft  of  life :' 
All  bound  for  happinefs  ;  yet  few  provide 
The  chart  of  knowledge,  pointing  where  it  lies ;       160 
Or  virtue's  helm,  to  (nape  the  courfe  defign'd : 
All,  more  or  lefs,  capricious  fate  lament, 
Now  lifted  by  the  tide,  and  now  reforb'd. 
And  farther  from  their  wifhes  than  before: 
All,  more  or  lefs,  againft  each  other  dam,  165 

To  mutual  hurt,  by  gufts  of  pailion  driven, 

And 
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And  fuffering  more  from  folly,  than  from  fate. 

Ocean  !  Thou  dreadful  and  tumultuous  home 
Of  dangers,  at  eternal  war  with  man  \ 
Deaths  capital,  where  moft  he  domineers,  170 

With  all  his  chofen  terrors  frowning  round, 
(Though  lately  feafted  high  at  *  Albion's  coft) 
Wide-opening,  and  loud-roaring  ftill  for  more  ! 
Too  faithful  mirror !  how  daft  thou  reflect 
The  melancholy  face  of  human  life !  17  5 

The  ftrong  refemblance  tempts  me  farther  ftill  s 
And,  haply,  Britain  may  be  deeper  ftruck 
By  moral  truth,  in  fuch  a  mirror  feen, 
Which  nature  holds  for  ever  at  her  «ye. 

Self-flatter  M,  unexperienced,  high  in  hope,  180 

When  young,  with  fanguine  chear,  and  ftreamers  gay, 
We  cut  our  cable,  launch  into  the  world, 
And  fondly  dream  each  wind  and  ftar  our  friend  ; 
All,  in  fome  darling  enterprize  erabark'd  t 
But  where  is  he  can  fathom  its  extent  ?  *&5 

Amid  a  multitude  of  artlefs  hands, 
Ruins  lure  perquifite  !  her  lawful  prize  ! 
Some  fteer  aright;  but  the  black  blaft  blows  hard, 
And  puffs  them  wide  of  hope :  with  hearts  of  proof, 
Full  againft  wind  and  tide,  fome  win  their  way  5    190 
And  when  ftrong  effort  has  deferVd  the  port, 
And  tugg'd  it  into  view,  'tis  won  !  'tis  loft ! 
Though  ftrong  their  oar,  ftill  ftronger  is  their  fate  t 
They  ftrike  ;  and  while  they  triumph,  they  expire. 
In  ftrefs  of  weather,  moft  \  fame  fink  outright  \        195 

Oct 
•  Admiral  Balchcn,  &c. 


Others  a  (hort  mtjnoria)rfca*F  fee$R&.v  ,(J  .  , ..    .        , 

It  floats  amooWt#^U^i^TOFtt^    ,    ,     ** 
OneCsa&rJw^i  atbw^art^R^.      r  ■■-.■-..) 

How  few.  beneath  anfhtcious  Dlaneta-boca*.**  v  - 
******  *r~>  *#*,,.*!r?  fli'^Eiwr*  iwwriw  ir^^a::  .*■  .  ■        •* 

(Darlings  of  f*ptf(M*\  WWf.#ft^,,  ,. 

WjA  fwdling  fails  mafc  goofl  fte  ppri*Mff||W    .. 

WithsJJthfirwi^esfreign^^  apf 

Frdghtcdwi^s^1^ifwi<bc»,  ^STOEMfit  .j. , 
Free  from  inisfortunt,  not  fro^  nature  fas*   »    : ,  ■,  5 
TbeyfcllaremenraB4w^>p^  .  .^r 

At  fatal  time,  atjfrrst/  %rg()i«f  jeajs,  >.,  j, 
B^d^w^t^j^rfngAi  th«i»iml!fflpM^#™ 
In  ruin  end  :  and,  now>  their  proud  foeccif  .  Y 

But  plants  fwpi</  terrors  on  the  yi&or's  brow : 
What  pain  tp  quit  tr^e  world,  juft  made  their  own, 
Their  neft  fo  deeply  drpwn'd,  and  built  fo  high ! 
Too  low  they  build,  who  build  beneath  .the  ftars.   4*15 

Woe  then  apart  (if  woe  apart  can  be 
From  mortal  man),  and  fortune  at  our  nod, 
The  gay  1  rich !  great  1  triumphant !  and  augnft  \ 
What  are  they  ?— The  moft  happy  (ftrange  to  lay !) 
Convince  me  moft  of  human  mifery  $  **• 

What  are  they  ?  Smiling  wretches  of  to-morrow  I 
More  wretched,  then,  than  e'er  their  flave  can  he* 
Their  treacherous  bleflings,  at  the  day  of  need, . 
Like  other  faithlefs  friends,  unmafe,  and  fting  s 
Tbtn,  what  provoking  indigence  in  wealth!  as 5 

.       -What 
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What  aggravated  impotence  in  poWt?  I  ( 

High  titles,  then,  what  fiifult  of  their  paid! 

If  that  fole  ahchot,  equal  tb  the  Waves* 

Immortal  hope!  defies  not  the  rude  ftoftri, 

Takes  comfort  froih  the  foaming  billows*  fi$$      23d 

And  makes  a  welcdme  harbour  of  the  tdiriB. 

Is  This  ajketth  of  what  thy  foiil  admires  r 
"  But  here  (thou  flrjr'ft)  the  miferies*  of  life 
"  Are  huddled  in  a  group.    A  more  diftin& 
*c  Survey;  perhaps,  might  bring  thee  ttettet  news;*'  135 
Look  on  life's  ftages :  they  fpeak  plainer  ftfll ; 
The  plainer  they*  thee  deeper  wilt  thou  figh; 
Look  on  thy  lovely  boy  j  in  hfrn  behold 
The  beft  that  can  befal  the  beft  oii  earth ; 
TKe  boy  has  virtue  by  his  moiBefs  fide  t  £46 

Yes,  on  Florellb  look  x  ufatbift  heart 
Is  tender,  though  the  Mhtis  is  riiade  of  ftene  j 
The  truth,  through  fitch  a  medium  feed;  may  make 
Impreflion  deep,  and  fondnefs  prove  thy  friend. 

Florello  lately  caft  on  this  rade  coaft  »$$ 

A  helplefs  infant 5  now  a  heedlefs  child ; 
To  poor  ClarifiVs  throes,  thy  care  fucctetfs  \ 
Care  full  of  love,  and  yet  fevere  as  hate ! 
O'er  thy  foul's  joy  how  oft  thy  fondnefs  frowns ! 
fteedful  aufterities  his  Will  reftrain  ;  ijp 

As  thorns  fence-in  the  tender  plant  from  harm. 
As  yet,  his  reafon  cannot  go  alone1  j 
But  aiks  a  fterncr  nurfe  to  lead  it  otl. 
His  little  heart  is  often  terrify'd; 
The  bhim  of  momrng,  ra  his  ctfcet;  fttfftfftfcs  *f$ 
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Its  pearly  dew-drop  tremble*  in  his  eye  *, . . 
His  harmlefs  eye !  and  drown*  aa^ngeitliere*, 
Ah  !  what  avails  hit  innocence  r. Tie  talk 
Injoin'd  muft  discipline  hit  early  poweitfr  ^v--  ,  - ,  . 
fie-learnt  to  figh,  <ere  heia  known.*?  in*  v  -    :    «#• 
Guildefs,  andiidl  a. wretch  before^  r>U  l         ;    / 
How  cruel  this !  more  cruel  to  forbear* su  -  :   «v    L 
Our  nature  tech,  with  Mtcejkry  painty  rv-  ,..,.       .;i  ,» 
We  purchtie  profpe&s  of  ^rwmsay  paaef  s:i... :  r  •    » 
Though  sot  %  father t  This  might  fteal  aJ6^»,,  ....  jffctff* 

Suppofe  him  difciplin'd  aright  (if  not,      :j  '*<: 
•Twill  fink  our  poor  account  to  poorer  4tii)|  •    :    : .?  r 
Ripe  from  the  tutor,  proud  of  liberty,  . :    ■  ^  ■_         .  .j 
He  leaps  inclofure,  bounds  into,  the  world  j  •;-  : .. .;  *  i v 
The  world  is  taken,  after  ten  yean4oMt ,  .. ,,-.    v  v  wjp 
Like  antient  Troy  j  and  all  its  joyt  hu.caatu;   ,.,  . *.,  / 
Alas !  the  world 's  a  tutor  more  (evere; 
Its  leffons  hard,  and  ill  deferve  his  pains  j 
Unteaching  All  his  virtuous  nature  taught, 
Or  books  (fair  virtue's  advocates !)  infpir'd.  975 

For  who  receives  him  into  public  life  ? 
Men  of  the  world,  the  terrae-filial  breed, 
Welcome  the  modeft  Granger  to  their  fphere, 
(Which  glittered  long,  at  diftance,  in  his  fight) 
And,  in  their  hofpitable  arms,  inclofe :  ■  aSo 

Men,  who  think  nought  fo  ftrong  of  the  romance, 
So  rank  knight-errant,  as  a  real  friend  : 
Men,  that  aft  up  to  reofon's  golden  rule, 
All  weaknefs  of  qffedton  quite  fubdued  x 
•Men,  that  would  blufh  at  being  thought  fincere,      2*5 
5  And 
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And  feign,  for  glory,  the/rw  faults  they  want] 
That  love  a  lye,  where  truth  would  pay  as  well  5 
As  if,  to  Them,  vice  ihone  her  own  reward. 

Lorenzo  !  canft  thou  bear  a  (hocking  fight  r 
Sucby  for  Florello's  fake,  'twill  now  appear  ;  290 

See,  the  fleePd  files  of  feafon'd  veterans, 
Train'd  to  the  world,  in  bumifh'd  falsehood  bright  5 
Deep  in  the  fatal  ftratagems  of  peace ; 
All  foft  fenfation,  in  the  throng,  rubb'd  off} 
•  All  their  keen  purpofe,  in  politenefs,  fheath'd  ;       295 
His  friends  eternal — during  intereft  5 
His  foes  implacable — when  worth  their  w^iile  j 
At  war  with  every  welfare,  but  their  own  j 
As  wife  as  Lucifer  j  and  half  as  good  5 
And  by  whom  none,  but  Lucifer,  can  gain—         300 
Naked,  through  Thefe  (fo  common  fate  ordains), 
Naked  of  heart,  his  cruel  courfe  he  runs, 
Stung  out  of  All,  moil  amiable  in  life, 
Prompt  truth,  and  open  thought,  and  fmiles  unfeign'd ; 
Affection,  as  his  fpecies,  wide  diffused ;  305 

Noble  preemptions  to  mankind's  renown  j 
Ingenuous  truft,  and  confidence  of  love. 

Thefe  claims  to  joy  (if  mortals  joy  might  claim) 
Will  coft  him  many  a  figh  ;  till  time,  and  pains, 
From  the  flow  miftrefs  of  this  fchool,  Experience,    310 
And  her  afliftant,  paufmg,  pale,  DiflruJI, 
Purchafe  a  dear-bought  clue  to  lead  his  youth 
Through  terpentine  obliquities  of  life, 
And  the  dark  labyrinth  of  human-hearts. 
And  happy !  if  the  clue  lhall  come  fo  cheap  j         .315 

For, 
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For,  while  w*  learn  td  fence  with  public  guilt. 

Full  oft  w«  ftel  its  foul  contagion  too, 

If  left  thin  heavenly  virtu e  i«  our  guard. 

Thus,  a  ftfange  kind  of  curft  nectfllty 

Srings  down*  the  flailing  temper  of  hi:,  ftmtp        ^  g£$ 

By  bale  alloy,  to  totar  the  current  ftamp, 

jfrfcto  CalPd  wiftlorri  j  finks  him  into  fafety  j 

And  brands  him  into  credit  with  the  <w&rldi 

Where  fpeevbbs  titki  dignity  dngracct 

Aid  nature's  injuries  aire  arts  of  ifltj'    "  f*$ 

IVhere  brighter  reaiun  pvotiipts  tt  dohk!1  ill  Bob) 

And  heavenly  talents  mute  tttfernu  attTttf  *       ' 

That  uiifunbountabfe  cttfetfe  of  gutftf 
Poor  Machiavel !  who  laboured  n^ttrp^,   . 

forgot,  fhat  genius  need  not  go  td  flIBaf jf r"'     .    | j* 

Forg6t,  thit  man,  without  a  tutor  wifc. 
His  plan  had  practised,  long  before  *t  was  writ. 
The  world  *s  all  title-page  5  there  *S  ho  tontehU\ 
The  world  '$  all  face  j  the  man  who  (hews  his  farr;, 
Is  whooted  for  his  nudities,  and  (corn'd.  335 

A  man  I  knew,  who  liv'd  upon  a  fmile  j 
And  well  it  fed  him ;  he  look'd  plump  and  fair  5 
While  rankeft  venom  foam'd  through  every  vein. 
Lorenzo !  what  I  tell  thee,  take  not  ill ! 
Living,  he  fawn'd  on  every  fid  alive  j  340 

And,  dying,  curs'd  ike  friend  on  whom  he  IiVd. 
To  fuch  proficients  thou  art  half  a  faint. 
In  foreign  realms  (for  thou  haft  traveled  ftur) 
How  curious  to  contemplate  two  ftate-rooks, 
Studious  their  riefts  to  feather  in  a  trice,  34$ 

4.  With 
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With  all  the  necromantics  of  their  art. 

Playing  the  game  of  facts  on  each  other. 

Making  court  fweet-meats  of  their  latent  gall, 

In  foolifh  hope,  tp  fteal  each  other's  truft ; 

Both  cheating,  both  exulting,  both  deceiv'd  $  350 

And,  fometimes,  both  (let  earth  rejoice)  undone  I 

Their  parts  we  doubt  not  ;  but  be  That  their  fliame  $ 

Shall  men  of  talents,  fit  to  rule  mankind, 

Stoop  to  mean  wiles,  that  would  difgrace  a  fool ; 

And  lofe  the  thanks  of  thofe  few  friends  they  ferve  ?  3^5 

For  who  can  thank  the  man,  he  cannot  y&  t 

Why  fo  much  cover  ?  It  defeats  itfelf. 
Ye,  that  know  all  things !  know  ye  not,  mens  hearts 
Are  therefore  known,  becaufe  they  are  conceaPd  ? 
For  why  conceal'd  ?— The  caufe  they  need  not  tell.  36© 
I  give  him  joy,  that 's  aukward  at  a  lye  j 
Whofe  feeble  nature  truth  keeps  ftill  in  awe  \ 
His  incapacity  is  his  renown. 
*Tis  great,  'tis  manly,  to  difdain  difguife ; 
It  fliews  our  fpirit,  or  it  proves  our  ftrength.  365 

Thou  fay'ft,  'Tis  needful :  is  it  therefore  right? 
Howe'er,  I  grant  it  fome  fmall  fign  of  grace, 
To  ftrain  at  an  excufe :  and  wouldft  thou  then 
Efcape  that  cruel  need?  Thou  may 'ft,  with  eafej 
Think  no  poft  needful  that  demands  a  knave.  37s 

When  late  our  civil  helm  was  (hifting  hands, 
So  Pulteney  thought :  think  better  if  you  can. 

But  this,  how  rare  !  the  public  path  of  life 
Is  dirty : — yet,  allow  that  dirt  its  due, 
It  makes  the  noble  mind  more  noble  ftill  1  375 

Vol,  II,  <^  The 
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The  world  *s  no  iieuter?  it  will  wound,  or  feve-j 
Or  virtue  quench,  br  indignation  fire. 
You  fay,  The  world,  well-fctotown,  will  make  a  man-i 
The  world,  well-known,  will  give  our  hearts  to  heaven* 
<0r  make  us  cbrmvns,  long  before  we  die.  3S3 

To  fliew  how  fair  the  world,  thy  miftrefs,  mines*  - 
Take  either  part,  furc  ills  attend  the  choice ; 
Sure,  though  not  equal,  detriment  enfbetv 
Not  *virtue*s-fc\f  is  deifyM  on  earth  5 
(Virtue  has  her  rdapfes,  conflicts,  foes  $  5*$ 

Foes,  that  ne'er  fail  to  make  her  feel  their  hate. 
Virtue  has  her  peculiar  fet  of  pains. 
*lTrue  friends  to  virtue,  laft,  and  leaft,  complain  j 
But  if  they  figh,  can  others  hope  to  fmile  ? 
If  toifddm  has  her  miferies  to  mourn,  j$6 

How  can  poor  folly  lead  a  happy  life  ? 
And  if  both  fuffer,  what  has  earth  to  boaft, 
Where  he  moji  happy,  who  the  leaf  laments ! 
Where  much,  touch  patience,  the  moft  envy'd  ftate, 
And  feme  forgivenefs,  needs,  the  beft  of  friends  ?  395 
For  friend,  or  happy  life,  who  looks  not  higher, 
Of  neither  mall  he  find  the  fhadow  here. 

The  world's  fworn  advocate,  without  a  fee 
Xorenzo  fmartly,  with  a  fmile,  replies  j 
*'  Thus  far  thy  fong  is  right  5  and  All  muft  own,  400 
*'  Virtue  has  her  peculiar  fet  of  pains.— 
"  And  joys  peculiar  who  to  «vice  denies  ? 
u  If  vice  it  is,  with  nature  to  comply : 
€t  If  pride,  and  fenfe,  are  fo  predominant, 
*«  To  check,  not  overcome^  them,  makes  a  faint,    405 

•"Can 
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"  Can  nature  in  a  plainer  voice  proclaim 

w  Pleafure,  and  glory,  the  chief  good  of  man  ?'* 

Can  pride,  and  fenfuality,  rejoice?  / 

From  purity  of  thought,  all  pleafure  fprings^ 
iVnp',  from  an  humble  fpiiit,  all  ovr  peace,  faf 

Ambition,  pleafure  i  let  us  talk  of  Thefe : 
Of  Thefe,  the  Porch,  and  Academy,  talk'd  j 
Of  Thefe,  each  following  age  had  much  tp  fay : 
Yet,  unexhausted,  (till,  the  needful  theme. 
Who  talks  of  thefe,  to  mankind  all  at  once  4x5 

He  talks  5  for  where  the  faint  from  either. fee  ? 
Are  Thefe  thy  refuge  ?— No :  thefe  rufh  upon  thee  3 
Thy  vitals  feize,  and  vulture-like,  devour : 
I  '11  try,  if  I  can  pluck  thee  from  thy  rock, 
Prometheus  I  from  this  barren  ball. of  earth ;  42$ 

If  reafon  can  unchain  thee,  thou  art  free. 

And,  firft,  thy  Caucafus,  ambition,  calls ; 
Mountain  of  torments  !  eminence  of  woes  ! 
Of  courted  woes  !  and  courted  through  miftajce  ! 
*Tis  not  ambition  charms  thee  j  'tis  a  cheat  42$ 

Will  make  thee  (tart,  as  H     ■     at  his  Jtfoor. 
Doft  grafp  at  greatnefs  ?  Firft,  know  what  it  is  : 
.  Think'ft  thou  thy  greatnefs  in  diftinft ion  Jies  ?  r 

Net  in  the  feather,  wave  it  e'er  So  high, 
By  fortune  ituck,  to  mark  us  from  the  throng,        4^ 
Is  glory  lodg'd  :  'tis  lodg'd  in  the  reverfe ; 
In'-that  which  joins,  in  that  which  equals,  All,        .    v 
The  monarch  and  his  (lave  3-7-"  A  deathlcfs  foul,        , 
"  Unbounded  profpect,  and  immortal  kin, 
"  A  Father  God,  and  brothers  in  the  fkics  j"         43* 
"  <£> *'  Elder; 
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Elder,  indeed*  in  tunes,  but  left  remote 

In  excellence,  perhaps,  than  thought  by  man; 

Why  greater  what  can  fall,  than  what  can  rife  t 

If  (till  delirious,  now,  Lorenaol  go  j 
And  with  thy  full-blown  brothert  of  the  «t*r£tV     440/ 
Throw  (corn  around  diees  caft  it  on  thy  flavtsi*  :  N  '[ 
Thy  flare*,  and  equals  1  how  (corn  caft  on  Them     '  ' 
Rebounds  on  Thee!  if' man  is  mean,  r-  — ': '       *":i 


Art  thou  a  god  f  If  fortmu  make*  htm  (b, 

Beware  the  confequencc :  a*maztmThat,  V/'WS' 

Which  draws  a  monftrous  pifture  of  inankmdV' 

Where,  in  the  drapery,  the  mom  ialoft}  *'.* 

Externals  fluttering,  and  the  foul  forgot.         '"""  V.' 

Thy  greateft  glory,  when  difpoTd  td  boaft, 

Boaft  ttoaloud,  in  which  thy  (ervantiihave.     '*  4fc» 

We  wifely  ftrip  the  fteed  we  mean  to  buy* 
Judge  we,  in  their  caparifons,  of  men? 
It  nought  avails  thee,  nvbere,  but  <wbat;  thou  art  ; 
All  the  diftinaions  of  this  little  life 
Are  quite  cutaneous,  foreign  to  the  man,  455 

When,  through  death's  ftreights,  earths  fubtle  (erpents 

creep, 
•Which  wriggle  into  wealth,  or  climb  renown. 
As  crooked  Satan  the  forbidden  tree, 
They  leave  their  party-colour'd  robe  behind, 
All  that  now  glitters,  while  they  rear  aloft  „  460 

Their  brazen  crefls,  and  hifs  at  us  below. 
■  Of  fortune's  fucus  ftrip  them,  yet  alive  $ 
Strip  them  of  body,  too  j  nay,  clofer  ftill, 
Away  with  all,  but  moral,  in  their  minds  $ 


THE  COMPLAINT,  JJight  VIIL    *2*~ 

And  let,  what  then  remains,  irnpofe  their  name,     465 

Pronounce  them  Weak,  or  Worthy  j;  Great,  or  Mean. 

How  mean  that  fnuff  of  glory  fortune  lights, 

And  death  puts  out !  Doft  thou  demand  a  teft, 

A  teft,  at  once,  infallible,  and  lhort, 

Of  real  Greatnefs  ?  That  man  Greatly  lives,  470 

Whate'er  his  fate,  or  fame,  who  Greatly  dies  ; 

High-flufli'd  with  hope,  where  heroes  fhall  defpair. 

If  this  a  true  criterion,  many  courts, 

Illuftrious,  might  afford  but  few  grandees. 

Th'  Almighty,  from  his  throne,  on  earth  furreys  475 
Nought  Greater,  than  an  honeft,  Humble  Heart  $ 
An  Humble  Heart,  His  refidence !  pronounced 
His  fecond  feat  5  and  rival  to  the  ikies. 
The  private  path,  the  fecret  acts  of  men, 
If  noble,  far  the  nobleft  of  our  lives !  480 

How  far  above  Lorenzo's  glory  fits 
Th'  illuftrious  mafter  of  a  name  unknown ; 
Whofe  worth  unrival'd,  and  unwitnefs'd,  loves 
Life's  facred  (hades,  where  gods  converfe  with  men  5 
And  peace,  beyond  the  world's  conceptions,  {miles !  485 
As  thou  (now  dark),  before  we  part,  fhalt  fee. 

But  thy  Great  Soul  this  fluffing  glory  fcorns, 
Lorenzo 's  fick,  but  when  Lorenzo 's  feen  j 
And,  when  he  fhrugs  at  public  bufinefs,  lyes. 
Deny'd  the  public  eye,  the  public  voice,  490 

As  if  he  liv'd  on  others'  breath,  he  dies. 
Fain  would  he  make  the  world  his  pedeftal  $ 
Mankind  the  gazers,  the  fole  figure,  He. 
Knows  he,  that  mankind  praife  againft  their  will, 

Q.3  And 


ajo  YOUNG'S    POEMS. 

And  mix  as  much  detra&ioh  as  they  can  ?  49  j 

Knows  he,  that  faithlefs/amf  her  whifper  has. 

As  well  as  trumpet  ?  That  his  vanity 

Is  fo  much  tickled  from  not  hearing  AUf 

Knows  this  all-knower,  that  from  itch  of  praife, 

Or,  troro  an  itch  more  fordid,  when  he  mines         500 

Taking  his  country  by  five  hundred  ears, 

Senate's  at  once  admire  him,  and  defpife, 

With  modeft  laughter  lining  loud  applaufe, 

Which  makes  the  fmile  more  mortal  to  his  fame  ?     / 

His  fame,  which  (like  the  mighty  Caefar),  crown'd  565 

With  hurcls,  in  full  fenate,  greatly  falls, 

Byfeeming  friends,  that  honour,  and  deftroy. 

We  rife  in  glory,  as  we  fink  in  pride : 

Where  boafting  ends,  there  dignity  begins : 

And  yet,  miftaken  beyond  all  miftake,  510 

The  blind  Lorenzo 's  proud— of  being  proud  j 

And  dreams  himfelf  afcending  in  his  fall. 

An  eminence,  though  fancy' d,  turns  the  brain  : 
All  vice  wants  hellebore  j  but  of  all  vice, 
Pride  louden:  calls,  and  for  the  largeft  bowl  \  515 

ficcaufc,  unlike  all  other  vice,  it  flies, 
lnfaSiy  the  point,  infancy  moft  purlued. 
Who  court  applaufe,  oblige  the  world  in  this ; 
They  gratify  man's  paflion  to  refufe. 
Superior  honour,  when  ajftim'd,  is  left;  510 

Ev'n  ;:ood  men  turn  banditti,  and  rejoice, 
Like  KcuJi-Kan,  in  plunder  of  the  proud. 

Though  fomewhat  difconcertcd,  fteady  (till 
To  the  peril's  caufc,  with  half  a  face  of  joy, 

Lorenzo 
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JLorenzo  cries— "  Be,  then,  ambition  caft  j  .  5Z5 

*  Ambition  's  dearer  far  ftands  iminipeach'd, 

"  Gay  pleafure !  proud  ambition  is  her  flave  5  r 

t€  For  Her,  he  foars  at  great,  and  hazards  ///; 

"  For  Her,  he  fights,  and  bleeds,  or  overcomes  y     '  * 

"  And  pa.  ves  his  way,  with  crowns,  to  reach  I^er  fmije : . 

"  Who  can  refift  her  charms  ?" — Or,  Jbould?  Lorenzo.  1 

What  mortal  (hall  refift,  where  angels  yield  ? 

Pleafure  *s  the  miftrefs  of  ethereal  powers  j 

For  her  contend  the  rival  gods  above ; 

Pleafure  *s  the  miftrefs  of  the  world  below  5  5^5 

And  well  it  was  for  man,  that  pleafure  charms  j 

How  would  ^11  ftagnate,  but  for  pleafure" s  ray  I 

How  would  the  frozen  ftream  of  action  ceafe  ! 

What  is  the  pulfe  of  this  fo  bufy  world  ? 

The  love  of  pleafure :  that,  through  every  vein,      540 

Throws  motion,  warmt^i  j  and  fhuts  out  death  from  life". 

Though  various  are  the  tempers  of  no  an  kind, 
Pleafure fs  gay  family  hold  All  in  chains  : 
Some  moft  afFc£t  the  black  ;  and  fome,  the  fair  j         * 
Some  honeft  pleafure  court  5  and  fome,  obfeene.      545 
Pleafures  obfeene  arc  various,  as  the  throng 
Of  paffions,  that  can  err  in  human  hearts  ; 
Miftake  their  objects,  or  trangrefs  their  bounds. 
Think  you  there 'shut  one  whoredom?  Whoredom,  Alf, 
But  when  our  reafon  licenfes  delight.  556 

Dolt  doubt,  Lorenzo  ?  Thou  /halt  doubt  no  more. 
Thy  fitlicr  chides  thy  gallantries  j  yet  hugs 
An  upy,  common  harlot,  in  the  dark  j 
A  rank  adulterer  with  others*  gold  I 

(^4  And 
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And  that  tag,  **ageemce$  in  a  corner,  daunt.      55J 

tf*W  her  brothel  has,  a*  well  as***,     * 

When  horrid  epicures  debauch  in  blood. 

Whatever  die  motive,  fbmfmrti*  the  mark  1 

For  Her,  the  black  afiaffin  draws  his  fword ; 

For  Her,  dark  ftateunen  trim  their  midnight  lamp,  56* 

To  which  nofaigle  facrifice  may  nil  $ 

For  Her,  die  faint  abftains  |  the  mi&r  flams  | 

The  Stoic  proud,  for  plemfure,  pleafure  (cora'df  . 

For  Her,  affli&k*yJ  daughters  grief  indulge, 

And  find,  or  hope,  a  luxury  in  tears}  .  565 

For  Her,  guilt,  fhame,  toil,  danger,  we  defy  | 

And,  with  an  aim  voluptuous,  nun  on  death. 

Thus  universal  her  defpotic  power  I 

And  as  her  empire  wide,  her  praife  is  juft. 
Patron  of  pleafure )  doater  on  delight  I  570 

I  am  thy  rival  5  pleafure  I  profefs 5 
Pleafure  the  purpofe  of  my  gloomy  fong. 
Pleafure  is  nought  but  virtue's  gayer  name  j 
I  wrong  her  ftill,  I  rate  her  worth  too  low  \ 
Virtue  the  root,  and  pleafure  is  the  flower  3  575 

And  honeft  Epicurus'  foes  were  fools. 

But  this  founds  harfh,  and  gives  the  wife  offence  j 
If  o'erftrain'd  wifdom  ftill  retains  the  name. 
How  knits  aufterity  her  cloudy  brow, 
And  blames,  as  bold,  and  hazardous,  the  praife     580 
Of  pleafure,  to  mankind,  unprais>dy  too  dear  1 
Ye  modern  Stoics  !  hear  my  fort  reply  5 
Their  fenfes  men  nvill  truft :  we  can't  impofe  \ 
Or,  if  we  could,  is  impofition  right  ? 

Own 
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Own  honey  Jhveet  5  but,  owning,  add  ihis  fling  j     5S5 

"  When  mixf  with  poifon,  it  is  deadly  too/* 

Truth  never  was  indebted  to  a  lye. 

Is  nought  but  virtue  to  be  prais'd,  as  good  ? 

Why  then  isN  health  preferr'd  before  difeafe  ? 

What  nature  loves  is  good,  without  our  leave.         590 

And  where  no  future  drawback  cries-,  "  Beware  j" 

Pleafure,  though  not  from  virtue,  Jhould  prevail. 

*Tis  balm  to  life,  and  gratitude  to  heaven  5 

How  cold  our  thanks  for  bounties  unenjoy'd ! 

The  fave  of  pleafure  is  man's  eldeft-born,  595 

Born  in  his  cradle,  living  to  his  tomb 5 

Wifdom>  her  younger  fitter,  though  more  grave. 

Was  meant  to  minifler,  and  not  to  mar, 

Imperial  pleafure,  queen  of  human  hearts.  N 

Lorenzo  I  Thou,  her  majefty's  renown'd,  600 

Though  imcoift  counfel,  learned  in  the  world  I 
Who  think'ft  thyfelf  a  Murray,  with  difdain 
May'ft  look  on  me.    Yet,  my  Demofthenes ! 
Canft  thou  plead  pleafure' s  caufe  as  well  as  I  ? 
Know' ft  thou  her  nature,  purpofe,  parentage?        605 
Attend  my  fong,  and  thou  ihalt  know  them  all  j 
And  know  Thyfelf  5  and  know  thyfelf  to  be 
(Strange  truth  !)  the  moft  abftemious  man  alive. 
Tell  not  Califta ;  me  will  laugh  thee  dead  5 
Or  fend  thee  to  her  hermitage  with  L  6x0 

Abfurd  preemption !  Thou  who  never  knew'ft 
A  ferious  thought !  (halt  thou  dare  dream  of  joy  f 
No  man  e'er  found  a  happy  life  by  chance  \ 

Or  yawn'd  it  into  being,  with  a  wilh  $ 

On 
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Or,  with  the  (host  or  groveling  afteziu*  615 

E'er  fecit  it  out,  a&d  grabb'd  is  from  the  dirt. 

As  en  it  is,  and  mutt  be  karat  j  and  learnt 

With  unremitting  effort,  or  be  loiifc  5 

And  hares  us.  perfect  blockheads,  in  our  bliis* 

The  clouds  may  drop  down  titles  and  e&ues  j  62s 

Wealth  may  feck  Us ,  bat  mJUaa  muu  be  (ought ; 

Sought  before  ail ;  but  (how  unlike  all  cUe 

We  feek  on  earth  !)  'tis  never  fought  in  rain. 

Firity  fUajurt  s  birth,  rue,  ibr«ngth,and  grandeur,  ice» 
brought  forth  by  ixi)\itmy  nunt  by  aij'cipUmc9  625 

Ey  faiier.ee  taught,  by  perJcueroMze  crown'd, 
She  rears  her  Lead  majdkic  ;  round  her  throne, 
Erected  in  the  boibra  of  the  jmt, 
E*ch  virtue,  lifted,  forms  her  manly  guard. 
For  •* hat  ore  Virimu£s?  (Formidable  name  !)  $30 

Whit,  but  the  louatain,  or  defence,  cf  joy  ? 
Why,  then,  commanded  ?  Need  mar.Lind  commands^ 
At  or.ee  to  mtriiy  and  to  aake,  their  bIL*$  ?— 
Great  Legiilator  !  lcarce  fo  great,  as  kind  ! 
If  men  are  rational,  and  love  deiight,  635 

Thy  gracious  law  but  flatters  human  choice , 
In  the  tranlgrciliGn  lies  the  penalty; 
And  they  the  raoit  indulge,  who  raoft  obey. 

Of  pleafure,  next,  the  final  caufe  explore  $ 
Its  mighty  p-urpefe,  its  important  e.~J.  64* 

Not  to  turn  human  brutal,  but  to  build 
Divine  on  human,  f  leaf  are  came  rVcni  heaven. 
Jn  aid  to  reafon  was  liit  goddd'a  icr.r ; 
To  call  up  ail  its  xlrcii~tii  by  iu.-i*  a  viiarnu 

Fkafurs, 
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Pleafure,  firft,  fuccours  virtue ;  in  return,  645 

Virtue  gives  pleafure  an  eternal  reign. 

What,  but  the  pleafure  of  food,  friendfhip,  faith, 

Supports  life  natural,  civile  and.  divine? 

'Tis  from  the  pleafure  of  repair,  we  live 5 

*Tis  from  the  pleafure  of  applaufe,  we  pleafe $        65a 

'Tis  from  the  pleafure  of  belief,  we  pray 

(All  prayer  would  ceafe,  if  unbeliev'd  the  prize): 

It  ferves  ourfelves,  our  fpecies,  and  our  God ; 

And  to  ferve  more,  is  paft  the  fjphere  of  man. 

Glide,  then,  forever,  pleafure's  facred  ftream !      $55 

Through  Eden,  as  Euphrates  ran,  it  runs, 

And  fofters  every  growth  of  happy  life; 

Makes  a  new  Eden  where  it  flows  ;— but  fuch 

As  tnuft  be  loft,  Lorenzo  !  by  thy  fall. 

«  What  mean  I  by  thy  fall  ?"— Thou  *lt  fhortly  fee,  634  - 
While  pleafure's  nature  is  at  large  difplay*d  j 
Already  fung  her  origin,  and  ends. 
Thofe  glorious  ends,  by  kind,  or  by  degree, 
When  pleafure  violates,  'tis  then  a  vice, 
And  vengeance  too  ;  it  haftens  into  pain.  65$ 

From  due  refrefhment,  life,  health,  reafon,  joy ; 
From  wild  excefs,  pain,  grief,  diftra&ion,  death  $ 
Heaven's  juftice  this  proclaims,  and  that  her  love. 
What  greater  evil  can  I  wifli  my  foe, 
Than  his  full  draught  of  pleafure,  from  a  caflc       67O 
Unbroaclrd  hyjuf  authority,  ungaug'd 
By  temperance,  by  reafon  unrefinM  ? 
A  thoufund  daemons  lurk  within  the  lee. 
Heaven,  others,  and  ourfelves !  uninjured  thefe, 

Drink 
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Jhiak  deeps  die  deeper,  then,  the  more  divines     675 
Angela  are  angels,  from  indulgence  Atar* 
•Tie  tnirenentmgplearare  makes  a  god* .  ; 

Doft  think  thyfelf  a  god  from  other  joys  r 
A  vi&im  rather !  fliortly  fare  to  bleed. 
The wnmgeuyf  mourn  t  canheaven'tappoiajj^ientsfidlt/- 
Can  man  outwit  Omnipotence?  Strikeout 
A  felf-wrought  happineft  unmeant  by J$e*s 
Who  made  us,  and  the  world  we  would  enjoy? 
Who  forma  an  inftrument,  ordains  from  whence 
Its  diflbnance,  or  harmony,  mail  rife.  . .  '6I5 

Heaven  bade  the  foul  this  mortal  frame  inJptre  § 
Bade  virtue's  ray  divine  infpire  the  foul 
With  unprecaiious  flows  of  vital  joy } 
And,  without  breathing,  man  aa  well  mjg)tt  hope 
For  life,  as  without  piety,  for  peace*  090 

"  Is  virtue,  then,  and  piety  the  fame  ?** 
No  $  piety  is  more  5  'tis  virtue's  fource  5 
Mother  of  every  worth,  as  that  of  joy. 
Men  of  the  'world  this  do&rine  ill  digeft  5 
They  fmile  at  piety  ;  yet  boaft  aloud  691 

Good-<will  to  men ;  nor  know  they  ftrive  to  part 
What  nature  joins  j  and  thus  confute  themfelves* 
With  piety  begins  all  good  on  earth  $ 
*Tis  the  firft-born  of  rationality. 
Confidence^  her  firft  law  broken,  wounded  lies  j       700 
Enfeebled,  lifelefs,  impotent  to  good  5 
A  feign'd  affection  bounds  her  utmoft  power. 
Some  we  can't  love,  but  for  the  Almighty's  fake  3 
A  foe  to  God  was  ne'er  true  friend  to  man  $ 

Some 
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Some  finifter  intent  taints  all  he  does ;  7*5 

And,  in  his  kindeft  a&ions,  he  's  unkind,  ' 

On  piety,  humanity  is  built  j 
And,  on  humanity,  much  happinefs  5 
And  yet  ftill  more  on  piety  itfelf. 
A  foul  in  commerce  with  her  God,  is  heaven  j        7x0 
Feels  not  the  tumults  and  the  (hocks  of  life  j 
The  whirls  of  paflions,  arid  the  ftrokes  of  heart. 
A  Deity  believM,*  is  joy  begun  5 
A  Deity  ador'd,  is  joy  advanced  5 
A  Deity  belov'd,  is  joy  matur'd.  7x5 

Each  branch  of  piety  delight  infpires ; 
Faith  builds  a  bridge  from  this  world  to  the  next, 
O'er  death's  dark  gulph,  and  all  its  horror  hides  j 
Praife,  the  fweet  exhalation  of  our  joy, 
That  joy  exalts,  and  makes  it  fweeter  ftill ;  720 

Prayer  ardent  opens  heaven,  lets  down  a  ftream 
Of  glory  on  the  confecrated  hour 
Of  man,  in  audience  with  the  Deity. 
Who  worfhips  the  Great  God,  that  inftant  joins 
The  firft  in  heaven,  and  fets  his  foot  on  hell.         725 

Lorenzo !  when  waft  Thou  at  church  before  t 
Thou  think'ft  the  fervice  long  :  but  is  it  juft? 
Though  juft,  unwelcome  :  thou  hadft  rather  tread 
Unhallow'd  ground  \  the  Mufe,  to  win  thine  ear, 
Muft  take  an  air  lefs  folemn.     She  complies.  730 

Good  conference  1  at  the  found  the  world  retires  ; 
Verfe  difaxte&s  it,  and  Lorenzo  (miles  5 
Yet  has  (he  her  feraglio  full  of  charms  5 
And  fuch  as  age  (hall  heighten,  not  impair* 

Alt 
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Aft  thou  dejeded?.  J»  thjr  mind  tfffpftA  ;  ?*$ 

Amid  her  fai****,  (hot  the  iaMMffltib/ 

To  chafe  %  gloom.—'.'  Go,  MJm&MP&ty  #*&l 

«  Chain  down  tom^f*}  d»4wS9W*F#^>  * 

*«  Teach  jjpmnw-*  to  iee,  orfr^ftJfpjlf:j  , 

^  Corrca*hy>iWj  be&isnd  thyj^aafafl^i     744 

*'  Or  with  warn  heart*  and  fonnjiynffidiriay 

*«  Spriiqpi^andJayflrD^ 

Thy  gloom  is  fcatter'd,  ^rightly  <ftf^%w.:j 

Though  wither'*  is  tfiy ▼&**  an^ ha^i^rjui^,  ., 

„  rPoft  call  the  bowl,  the  vio},  M&ihcfy$^u  >f?tf 

loud  mirth,  roadl»*gh*erJ  Wjpftlt^^  ,.- 

Phyficians  1  .more  than  half  of  tfiy  d^Wfe.       , 

Laughter,  though  now  oenjfor'd  <]p±  M-ip,  ,  > 

{Pardon  a  thc^i^  that  imryj^^  .      ^ 

Js  half-immoral  s  je  it  much  indulged  r  ■  .  790 

By  venting  fpleen,  or  diffipating  thought, 

Jt  fhews  a  /corner,  or  it  makes  a^/ao/  ; 

And  fins,  as  hurting  others,  or  ourfelves* 

'Tis  pride,  or  emptinefs,  applies  the  ftraw, 

That  tickles  little  minds  to  mirth  effuie ;  755 

Of  grief  approaching,  the  portentous  fign ! 

The  houfe  of  laughter  makes  a  houfe  of  woe. 

A  vaxkfriampbemt  is  a  monftrou,s  iight  j 

A  man  dejetfed  is  alight  as  mean. 

rW?]bat  caufe  for  triumph,  where  iuch  ills  abound  ?  7$i 

What  for  dejefiion,  where  prefides  a  Power, 

Who  caird  us  into  being  to  be  bleft  r  . 

So  grieve,  as  confcipus,  grief  may  rife  to  joy ; 

So  joy,  as  cojafcjous,  joy  to  grief  may  fy\\* 
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Moft  true,  a  wife  man  never  will  be  fad ;  76$ 

But  neither  will  fonorous,  bubbling  mirth, 
A  (hallow  ftream  of  kappiaefs  betray : 
Too  happy  to  be  fpertive,  he  >s  iereae. 

Yet  wouldft  thou  tough  (b«t  at  thy  own  expence) 
This  counfel  ft  range  Aiould  I  prefome  to  give—*      77a 
"  Retire,  and  read  thy  Bible,  tb  be  gay." 
There  truths  abound  of  fovereign  aid  to  peace  j 
Ah  !  do  not  prifce  them  lefs,  becatife  infpir'd, 
As  thou,  and  thine,  are  apt  and  proud  to  do. 
It'  not  infyir'd,  that  pregnant  page  had  ftood,  77$ 

Time's  treafure  !  and  the  wonder  of  the  wifei 
Thou  think'ft,  perhaps,  thy  foul  alone  at  (lake j 
Alas '.—Should  men  miftake  thee  for  a  ^00/;— 
What  man  of  tafte  for  genius,  wifdom,  truth, 
Though  tender  of  «hy  fame,  could  interpofe?         78a 
Believe  me,  fenfe,  'here,  a£ts  a  double  part, 
And  the  true -critic  is  a  Cbriftian  too. 

But  tbefe,  thou  think'ft,  are  gloomy  paths  to  joy.— 
True  joy  in  funfhme  ne'er  was  found  at  firft; 
They,  firft,  themfelves  offand,  who  greatly  pleafe;  785 
And  travel  only  gives  us  found  repofe. 
Heaven  fells  all  pleafure  j  effort  is  the  -price  ; 
The  joys  of  conqtreft  are  the  joys  of  man  j 
And  glory  the  victorious  imtrxl fpreads 
0*er  pleafure' s  pure,  perpetual,  placid  ftream*      .  7'gd 

There  is  a  time,  when  toil  raoft  be  preferred, 
Or  joy,  by  Ynif-tim'd  fondneis,  is  undone* 
A  man  of  pleafure  is  a  man  oifams. 
Thou  wilt  not  take  the  trouble  to  be  bleft. 

4  Falfe 
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JfajUjoyt,  indeed,  are  born  from  waafrrf  rhmjghl  }  V95 
Fran  thought*  full  bant/  and  energyV  4m*4r«n 
And  that  demands  a  mind  in  equal  poiaa. 
Remote  from  gloomy  grief,  and  glaringjop,  . 
Much  joy  no^only  freaks  Ihull  hifpiag»V  ■     . 
Buthappinefs  that  mortlyjnufteapirt.  ..  too 

Can  joy,  unbottomVLinr  reflection,  6a*4r.  .  .    . 
And9  in  a  tempeft,  can  refecHon.liv*t    •  ..n  ,,a 
Can  joy,  like  thine,  fecure  idelf  an  hour!  : 
Canjoy,  like  thine,  meet  accident  jmJhoottd  !     :* 
Qr-ope  die  door  to  honaft  poverty  r  L  '  rtos 

Or  talk  with  threatening  death,  and  not  torn  pale  r 
In  fuch  a  world,  and  foch  a  nature,  tb$ft  .'.;  ... 
Are  needful  fundamentals  of  delight  1 
Thefe  fundamentals  give  delight  awaW|      - 
Delight,  pure,  delicate,  and  durables  tie 

Delight,  unfhaken,  mafculine,  divine; 
A  conftant,  and  a  found,  but  ferious  joy* 

Is  joy  the  daughter  of  feverity  ? 
It  is :— yet  far  ray  do&rine-from  -fevere. 
u  Rejoice  for  ever  :"  It  becomes  a  man  j  8x5 

Exalts,  and  fets  him  nearer  to  the  gods. 
"  Rejoice  for- ever V\Nature  cries,  "  Rejoice;" 
And  drinks  to  man,  in  her  ne&areous  cup, 
Mixt  up  of  delicates  for  every  fenfe ; 
To  the  great  Founder  of  the  bounteous  reaft,  820 

Drinks  glory,  gratitude,  eternal  praife  5 
And  he  that  will  not  pledge  ber9  is  a  churl. 
Ill  firmly  to  fupport,  good  fully  taftc, 
Is  the  whole  fcience  of  felicity  s 

Yet 
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Yet  /paring  pledge :  her  bowl  is  not  the  beft  825 

Mankind  can  boaft.— "  A'rational  repaft; 

4S  Exertion,  vigilance,  a  mind  in  arms,  „ 

<c  A  military  difcipline  of  thought,  .  . 

"  To  foil  temptation  in  the  doubtful  field  j  '.'"  ,^ 

**''  And  ever- waking  ardor  for  the  right"  83* 

'Tis  tbefe  firft  give,  then  guard,  a  chearful  heart. 

Nought  that  is  right,  think  little  5  well  aware, 

What  reafon  bids,  God  bids ;  by  His  command     ,  n  . 

How  aggrandiz'd,  the  fmalleft  tiling  we  do  I 

Thus,*  nothing  is  infipid  to  the  wife  5  *3S 

To  thee,  infipid  all,  but  wliat  is  mad ; 

Joys'  TeaTbnM  "high,  and  rafting  ftrong  of  guilt.  "      \ 

"  Mad  I  (thou  reply*!**  with  indignation  fiVd) 
"  Of  antient  fages  proud  to  tread  the  fteps,  .  . 
*'  I  follow  nature"*—  Follow  nature  ftill, .  840 

But  look  it  be  thine  own?  Is  conference y  then, 
No  part  of  nature  ?  Is  me  not  fupreme  ?  \ 

Thou  regicide  !  O  raife  her  from  the  deadl 
Then,  follow  nature  j  and  refemble  God. 

When,  ipite  of  confeience,  pleafure  is  purfued,    845 
Man's  nature  is  unnaturally  pleasM  : 
And  what  *s  unnatural  is  painful  too 
At  intervals,  and  muft  difguft  ev^n  Thee! 
The  fad  thou  know'ft ;  but  not,  perhaps,  the  caufe. 
Virtue's  foundations  with  the  world's  were  laid ;       850 
Heaven  mixt  her  with  our  make,  and  twilled  clofe 
Her  facrcd  interefts  with  the  firings  of  life. 
Who  breaks  her  aweful  mandate,  mocks  bimfelf, 
His  better  i'elF:  and  is  it  greater  pain, 

Vol.  II,  R  Our 
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Qtir  fbul  mould  murmur,  or  our  dufl  repine  ?  855 

And  one,  in  their  eternal  war,  mufl  bleed- 

IF  one  mufl  fuffer,  which  mould  leaft  be  <par*d  > 
The  pains  of  mind  furpafs  the  pains  of  fenfe ; 
Afc,  then,  tbe  gout,  what  torment  is  in  guilt. 
The  joys  of  feafe  to  mctttai  joys  are  mean  s  £6o 

Wtofe  on  the  pre  fen  t  only  feeds  ;  the  foul 
On  pa  ft,  and  future,  forages  for  joy, 
*TU  hers,  by  retrofpecT;,  through  time  to  range  j 
Alid  forward  font's  great  fequeJ  to  iUrrty, 
Gpulrt  human  courts  take  vengeance  on  the  *#*#*/,    $£5 
Axes  might  ruft,  and  racks  and  gibbets  fall  ; 
©uard,  then,  thy  mindj  and  leave  the  reft  to  fate. 

Lorenzo  !  wilt  thou  never  be  a  man  ? 
The  man  is  dead,  who  for  the  body  lives, 
Ltii  d,  by  the  beating  of  his  pulfe,  to  lift 
With-  every  luft,  that  wars  agaiqft  his  peace-: ..  . 
And  fcts  him  quite  at  variance  with  himfelf. 
Thyfelf,  firft,  know ;  then  love  :  afilf  there  is. 
Of  virtue  fond,  that  kindles  at  her  charms. 
Aftlf  ihere  is,  as  fond  of  every  vice,  3?$ 

While  every  virtue  wounds  it  to  the  heart : ' 
Humility  degrades  it,  juftice  robs, 
Bieft  bounty  Vggars  it,  fair  truth  betrays, 
And.  god -like  magnanimity  deftroys. 
This  felf,  when  rival -to  the  former,  icornj  ?fp 

When  not  in  competition,  kindly  treat, 
Defend  if,  feed  it :— But  when  virtue  bids, 
Tofs  it,  or  to  the  fowls,  or  to  the  flames. 
And  why?  ^Tis  love  of fkafute  bjds  fhccileed  j 

3  .    Cwfly, 


THE  COMPLAINT,    Night  VIII,    H3 

Comply,  or  own  feif-love  extmfi,  or  blind.  S85 

For  what  is  vice?  Self-love  in  a  miftake : 

A  poor  blind  merchant  buying  joys  too  dear. 

And  virtue,  what  ?  *Tis  felf-love  in  her  wits, 

Quite  fkilful  in  the  market  of  delight. 

•Self-love's  good  fenfe  is  love  of  that  dread  Power,  89a 

From  whom  herfelf,  and  all  (he  can  enjoy. 

Other  felf-love  is  but  difguis'd  felf-hate  5 

More  mortal  than  the  malice  of  our  foes ; 

A  felf-hate,  now,  fcarce  felt ;  then  felt  full-fore, 

When  being,  curft ;  extinction,  loud  implor'd  j      $95 

And  every  thing  preferred  to  what  we  are. 
Yet  this  felf-love  Lorenzo  makes  his  choice : 

And,  in  thk  choice  triumphant,  boafts  of  joy. 

How  is  his  want  of  happinefs  betrayM, 

By.difafFe&ion  to  the  prefent  hour  !  900 

Imagination  wanders  far  afield  : 

The  future  pleafes  :  why  ?  The  prefent  pains.— 

"  But  that  *s  zfecret"     Yes,  which  all  men  knowj 

And  know  from  Thee,  difcover'd  unawares. 

Thy  ceafclefs  agitation,  reftlefs  roll  905 

From  cheat  to  cheat,  impatient  of  a  paufe ; 

What  is  it  ? — *Tis  the  cradle  of  the  foul, 

From  tnfimil  fent,  to  rock  her  in  difeafe, 

Which  her  phyfician,  Reafox,  will  not  cure. 

rA  poor  expedient !  yet  thy  beft  >  and  while  9x0 

It  mitigates  thy  pain,  it  o<w*ts  it  too. 
Such  are  Lorenzo's  wi  etched  remedies  ! 

The  weak  have  remedies  ;  the  wife  have  joys. 

Superior  wifilom  is  fuperiorblifs. 

R  1  And 
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And  what  fure  mark  cHftmguiflies  fhe  wife?-  .  Rials' 
Confiftent  wifilom  erer.wilk  tfce  fame  j  .  1  -     '."  * 

Thy  fickle  wiihUever  on  thawing.    .      ,..:••   ... ...^  A 

.  Sick.of  herfelf,  is /<^V  chancer; . .  Ui* 

At  wifdom^s  is,  a  modeft  lelf-appAaufe.  ,.  ...:;  s<i^ 
A  change  of  evils  is  tip  .good  fupreme  5  ■_/  %fc» 

Nor,  but  in  motion,  canft  thou,  find  thy  raft*::,  -.  „•;.,*•! 
Man's  greateft  iirength  is  ibewn  in  flanging  MB.  -iwjv 
The  firft  fure  fymptom  of  *  mind  in  health,  :y^  --oiv 
Is  reft  of -hearty  and  pleafure  felt  at  home.  ":V.  / 

JFfjffr  pleafure  from  abroad  .her  joys  imports  j,  -  '  ;:*■«£ 
Rich  from  within,  and  fidf-fuftain'd,  the  tru**; ■■.,  j, ..;. 
The  four  is  fixt,  and  folid  as  a  rock  $  .  ,,  .  ^  »' 
Slippery  thtfalfe,  and  toning,  as  the  wave.  L  •  ^ . .  . 
<Thuy  a  wild  wanderer  on  earth,  like  Coins  ,;  -  ,1#  v,  ^ : 
Tbatf  like  the  fabled,  felf-enamourM  boy,  930 

Home-contemplation  her  fupreme  delight  5 
She  dreads  an  interruption  from  without, 
Smit  with  her  own  condition  j  and  the  more 
Intenfe  the  gazes,  ftill  it  charms  the  more. 

No  man  is  happy,  till  he  thinks,  on  earth  1935 

There  breathes  not  a  more  happy  than  himfelf : 
Then  envy  dies,  and  love  overflows  on  All  5 
And  love  overflowing  makes  an  angel  Here. 
Such  angels,  All,  intitled  to  repofe 
On  Him  who  governs  fate  :  though  tempeft  frowns,  940 
Though  nature  (hakes,  how  foft  to  lean  on  heaven  I 
To  lean  on  Him,  on  whom  archangels  lean  I  * 

With  inward  eyes,  and  filent  as  the  grave, 
They  ftand  colle&ing  every  beam  of  thought, 

TiH 
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Till  their  hearts  kindle  with  divine  delight ;  94.5 

For  all  their  thoughts,  like  angels,  feen  of  old 
In  Ifrael's  dream,  come  from,  and  go  to,  heaven  : 
Hence,  are  they  ftudious  of  fequefter'd  fcenes  5 
While  noife,  and  difiipation,  comfort  thee. 

Were  all  men  happy,  revelings  would  ceafe,        95© 
That  opiate  for  inquietude  within. 
Lorenzo  !  never  man  was  truly  bleft, 
But  it  compos'd,  and  gave  him  fuch  a  caft, 
As  folly  might  miftake  for  want  of  joy. 
A  caft,  unlike  the  triumph  of  the  proud 5  955 

A  modeft  afpeft,  and  a  fmile  at  heart. 
O  for  a  joy  from  thy  Philanders  fpring ! 
A  fpring  perennial,  rifing  in  the  breaft, 
And  permanent,  as  pure !  no  turbid  dream 
Of  rapturous  exultation,  fwelling  high  ;  960 

Which,  like  land-floods,  impetuous  pour  a  while, 
Then  fink  at  once,  and  leave  us  in  the  mire. 
What  does  the  man,  who  tranfient  joy  prefers  ? 
What,  but  prefer  the  bubbles  to  the  ftream  ? 

Vain  are  all  ludden  fallies  of  delight  j  965 

Convulfions  of  a  weak,  diftemperM  joy. 
Joy  *s  a  fixt  ftate ;  a  tenure,  not  a  ftart. 
Blifs  there  is  none,  but  unprecarious  blifs  : 
That  is  the  gem  :  fell  All,  and  purchafe  That, 
Why  go  a-begging  to  contingencies,  970 

NotgainM  with  eafe,  nor  fafely  lovM,  if  gained? 
At  good  fortuitous,  draw  back,  and  paufej 
Sufpecl  it ;  what  thou  canft  enfure,  enjoy  5 
And  nought  but  what  thou  giv'ft  thyfelf,  is  fure. 

R  3  Reafon 
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Jt4f§»  perpetuates  joy  tint  nalbu  gfiff  \-      -  •'-*#£" ' 
AAdmyferitwimniortBlttlMftifi       ■->*  '^^ 
To  mortals,-  nought  immoral,  tat  tholriN*tl>  "*  °r 

Worth,  coaiaout  worth  I  fend*  4^fiffam^R%kp'^f 
Awl  other  joys  afc  leave  for  anr  approach  §'  -^  ■»■■**  ';" 
Nor*  unexamined,  ever  lesre  obtain.  -  -"■  'Jfte 

Thbo  art  all  anarchy  \  a  mob  of  joys  ' . '  •**■-/■ 

Wage  war,  and  perim  in  intense  braSa  %."■  f "'  >^>*w:?. 
Not  the  leaft  jromife  of  internal  peace !  '•  >'.'•' 

No  btfom-comfort !  or  unborrowed  bflHs ! 
T%*houghtsajx  vagabonds  j  All  ontwa^ionndV  0f  ; 
*Midfandt,  androckt,  andftormt, tocraifefacatilftair)  •  ■- 
If  gain'd,  dear-bought  j  and  better  mttftrtluwfjeja^tV  4 
Much  pain  muft  expiate  what  much  pain  procurta*  :t  A- 
£*»cy,  andy2an?,  from  an  infected more,  ■-;  *  '  *• 

Thy  cargo  bring;  and  pefKIence  Ac  prize.  §|9t> 

Then,  fuch  thy  thipft  (mfatiable  thirft  I 
By  fond  indulgence  but  inflanVd  the  more !)  • 
Fancy  ftill  cruifes,  when  poor  fenfe  is  tir"d. 

Imagination  is  the  Paphian  ftiop, 
Where  feeble  happinefs,  like  Vulcan*  lame,  995- 

Bids  foul  ideas >  in  their  dark  reeefs, 
And  hot  as  hell  (which  kindled  the  black  fires), 
With  wanton  art,  thofe  fatal  arrows  form, 
Which  murder  all  fhy  time,  health,  wealth,  and  famtv 
Wouldftthou  receive  them,  other  thoughts  there  are,  xooo 
On  angel -wingt  descending  from  above, 
Which  thefe,  with  art  divine,  would  counter-work, 
And  form  celcitial  armour  for  thy  peace, 

I» 
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In  this  is  feen  imagination's  guilt ; 
But  who  can  count  her  fifties  f  She  betrays  thee,  1005 
To  think  in  grandeur  there  is  fomething  great. 
For  works  of  curious  art,  and  antient  fame, 
Thy  genius  hungers,  elegantly  pain'd  ; 
And  foreign  climes  muft  cater  for  thy  tafte. 
Hence,  what  difafter ! — Though  the  price  was  paid,  xox© 
That  perfecuting  prieft,  the  Turk  of  Rome, 
Whofe  foot  (ye  gods !)  though  cloven,  muft  be  kiiVd, 
Detained  thy  dinner  on  the  Latian  more  5 
(Such  is  the  fate  of  honeft  Proteftants  !) 
Aad  poor  magnificence  is  ftarv'd  to  death.  1015 

Hence  juft  refentment,  indignation,  ire  !— * 
Be  pacify'd,  if  outward  things  are  great, 
Tis  magnanimity  great  things  to  fcorn  5 
Pompous  expences,  and  parades  auguft,   • 
And  courts,  that  infalutrriotis  foil  to  peace.  I 020 

True  happinefs  ne'er  enter' d  at  an  eye  5 
True  happinefs  refides  in  thing*  unfeen. 
No  fmiles  of  fortune  ever  bleit  the  bad, 
Nor  can  her  frowns  rob  innocerrce  of  joys  ; 
Tbaf  jewel  wanting,  triple  crowns  are  poor  :  1025 

80  tell  his  Holinefsy  and  be  rcveng'd. 

Pleafure,  we  both  agree,  is  man's  chief  good  5 
Our  only  conteft,  what  deferves  the  name. 
Give  fleafure"s  name  to  nought,  but  what  has  pafs'd 
Th'  authentic  feal  of  reafin  (which,  like  Yorke,     103© 
Demurrs  on  what  it  paffes),  and  defies 
The  tooth  of  time ;  when  paft,  a  pleafure  ftitt  3 
Dearer  on  trial,  lovelier  for  its  age, 

R  4  And 
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And  doubly  to  be  priz'd,  as  it  promotes 

Our  future,  while  it  forms  our  prefent,  joy.    .       X035* 

Some  joys  the  future  overcaft  ;   and.  fome 

Throw  all  their  beams  that  way,  and  gild  the  tomb.k 

Some  joys  endear  eternity  j  »fome  give 

AbhorrM  annihilation  dreadful  charms. 

Are  rival  joys  contending  for  thy  choice  r  1040 

Confult  thy  whole  exigence,  and  be  fafe  5 

That  oracle  will  put  all  doubt  to  flight. 

Short  is  the  leflbn,  though  my  le&ure  long, 

Be  good — and  let  heaven  anfwer  for  the  reft. 
Yet,  with  a  figh  o'er  all  mankind,  I  grant        1045 

In  this  our  day  of  proof,  our  land  of  hope, 

The  good  man  has  his  clouds  that  intervene  5 

Clouds,  that  obfcure  his  fubjunary  day, 

But  never  conquer :  ev'n  the  befi  muft  own,       . 

Patience ,  and  refignation,  are  the  pillars  10501 

Of  human  peace  on  earth.     The  pillars,  Thefe  : 

But  thofe  of  Seth  not  more  remote  from  Thee, 

Till  this  heroic  leflbn  thou  haft  learnt  5 

To  frown  at  p!eafure>  and  to  fmile  in  pain. 

FirM  at  the  profpeft  cf  unclouded  blifs,  I055" 

Heaven  in  reverfion,  like  the  fun,  as  yet 

Beneath  tli*  horizon,  chears  us  in  this  world; 

It  fheds,  on  fouls  fufceptible  of  light, 

The  glorious  dawn  of  our  eternal  day. 

"  This  (fays  Lorenzo)  is  a  fair  harangue  :         1060 
•'  But  can  harangues  blow  back  ftrong  nature's  ftream  ^ 
<c  Or  ftem  the  tide  heaven  pufhes  through  our  veins, 
"  Which  fweeps  away  man's  impotent  refolves, 

"  And 
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*c  And  lays  his  labour  level  with  the  *w$rld?" 

Themielves  men  make  their  comment  on  mankind  j, 
And, think  nought  is,  but  what  they  find  at  home.:. 
Thus,  weaknefs.to  chimaera  turns  the  truth. 
Nothing  romantic  has  the  Mufe  prefcrib'd. 
*  Above,  Lorenzo,  faw  the  man  of  earth, 
The  mortal  man  j  and  wretched  was  the  fight.        1070 
To  balance  that,  to  comfort,  anp!  exalt, 
Now  fee  the  man  immortal :  him,  I  mean, 
Who  lives  as  fuch  5  whofe  heart,  full-bent  on  heaven, 
Leans  all  that  way,  his  bias  to  the  liars. 
The  world's  dark  (hades,  in  contrail  fet,  (hallraife     1075 
His  Luftre  more  ;  though  bright*  without  a  foil : 
Obferve  his  aweful  portrait,  and  admire  5 
Nor  ftop  at  wonder  j  imitate,  and -live. 

Some  angel  guide  my  pencil,  .while  I  draw, 
What  nothing  lefs  than  angel  can  exceed !  io8d> 

A  man  on  earth  devoted  to  the  ikies 5 
Like  (hips  in  feas,  while  in,  above  the  world. 

With  afpeft  mild,  and  elevated  eye, 
Behold  him  featcd  on  a  mount  ferene, 
Above  the  fogs  of  fenfe>  and  faffioiCs  ftorm  ;  X0S5. 

All  the  black  cares,  and  tumults,  of  this  life, 
Like  harmlefs  thunders,  breaking  at  his  feet, 
Excite  his  pity,  not  impair  his  peace. 
Earth 's  genuine  fons,  the  fceptred,  and  the  (lave, 
A  mingled  mob  !  a  wandering  herd  1  he  fees,        1096 
Bewildered  in  the  vale ;  in  all  unlike  I 
His  full  rcverfe  in  all !  what  higher  praife  ? 

What 
»  In  a  former  Night. 
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From  nobler  recompence,  above  applaufe ; 

Which  owes  to  man's  Jbort  out-look,  all  its  charms. 
Backward  to  credit  what  he  never  felt,  "55" 

Lorenzo  cries, — "  Where  mines  this  miracle  ? 

"  From  what  root  riles  this  immortal  man  ?" 

A  root  that  grows  not  in  Lorenzo's  ground  j 

The  root  difltct,  nor  wonder  at  the  fioiuer. 

lit  follows  nature  (not  like  *  thee)  and  mews  us     x  i6o> 

An  uninverted  fyiiem  of  a  man. 

H is  appetite  wears  reafotfs  golden  chain, 

And  finds,  in  due  reftraint,  its  luxury* 

His  paj/ion,  like  an  eagle  well  reclaimed,. 

Is  taught  to  fly  at  nought,  but  Infinite.  2165 

Patient  his  hope,  un-anxious  is  his  carey 

His  caution  fearlefs,  anil  his  grief  (if  grief 

The  gods  ordain)  a  Granger  to  defpair. 

And  why  ? — Becaufe,  affection,  more  than  meet, 

His  wifdom  leaves  not  difengag'd  from  heaven.      1170 

Thofe  fecondary  goods  that  fmile  en  earth, 

He,  loving  in  proportion,  loves  in  peace. 

They  molt  the  world  enjoy,  who  leaft  admire. 

His  underjiandlng  'feapes  the  common  cloud 

Of  fum;.s,  arising  from  a  boiling  brtaft.  1*71 

His  head  is  clear,  becaufe  his  heart  is  cool, 

By  worldly  competitions  uninflam'd. 

The  moderate  movements  of  his  foul  admit 

Diftinft  ideas,  and  matured  debate, 

An  eye  impartial,  and  an  even  fcale;  1180 

Whence  judgment  found,  and  unrepenting  choice. 

Thus, 
*  See  p?ge  24.1.  ver.  838. 
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Thus,  in  a  double  fenfe,  the  good  are  wife ; 
On  its  own  dunghill,  wifer  than  the  world. 
What,  then,  the  world  ?  It  muft  be  doubly  weak; 
Strange  truth !  as  foon  would  they  believe  their  Creed* 

Yet  thus  it  is  5  nor  otherwife  can  be ; 
So  far  from  aught  romantic,  what  I  fing. 
Blifs  has  no  being,  virtue  has  no  ftrength, 
But  from  the  profpe&  of  immortal  life. 
Who  think  earth  al  1 ,  or  (what  weighs  juft  the  fame)  1 1 90 
Who  care  no  farther,  muft  prize  what  it  yields  \ 
Fond  of  its  fancies,  proud  of  its  parades. 
Who  thinks  earth  nothing,  can't  its  charms  admire  5 
He  can't  a  foe,  though  moft  malignant,  hate, 
Becaufe  that  hate  would  prove  his  greater  foe.        11 95 
'Tis  hard  for  tbem  (yet  who  fo  loudly  boaft 
Good- will  to  men  ?)  to  love  their  deareft  friend  $    %•' . 
For  may  not  he  invade  their  goodfupreme, 
Where  the  leaft  jealoufy  turns  love  to  gall  ? 
All  mines  to  tbem,  that  for  a  feafon  uiines*  1200 

Each  aft,  each  thought,  be  queftions,  "  What  its  weight* 
M€  Its  colour  what,  a  thoufand  ages  hence  ?"— 
And  what  it  there  appears,  he  deems  it  no<w. 
Hence,  pure  are  the  recefles  of  his  foul. 
The  god-like  man  has  nothing  to  conceal.  1205 

His  virtue,  constitutionally  deep, 
Has  habit's  firmnefs,  and  affeSioiis  flame  j 
Angels,  ally'd,  defcehd  to  feed  the  fire  ; 
And  death,  which  others  flays,  makes  him  a  god. 

And  now,  Lorenzo !  bigot  of  this  world  !  12x0 

Wont  to  difdajn  poor  bigots  caught  by  heaven  I 

Stand 
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JLet  not  Ace  cooing*  of  the  world  /j//wv  thte ; 
Which  of  Wrloreb  ever  found  her  tmc  ? 
Htpfo!  of  thit  brtkl  world  who  little  know  t — 
Jttkfyet,  we  muchJmuft  know  her,  to  bejSi/r#      i*7| 
To  bnw  Ae?  world,  not  k?  her,  i$  thy  point ; 
She  gwet  bntlittki  nor  that  little,  long- 
There  ifi  I  grant,  hi  triumph  of  the  puJfe  ; 
A  dance  of  fpirtts,  a  mere  Froth  of  joy, 
0dttb*iglffltft  iOUniiwfs  idle  child,  *zS* 

That  mantled  high,  that  fparklcs,  and  expires, 
■  Leaving  the  foul4ore  vapid  than  before. 

An  mmwud  oration'1  fudi  as  holds  

No  commerce  with  blir  rsafnn,  hut  fubfifts 

Otfjuia  ,  through  the  well- tonnd  tubes,  wtlUftraln'd  i 

A  nice  machine !  fcaree  ever  tun'd  aright ; 

And  when  it  jara^thy  Syrens  fing  nx>  more, 

Thy  dance  is  done  ;  the  demi-god  is  thrown 

(Short  apothtoiis  i)  beneath  the  man,  ^^ 

In  coward  gloom  immers'd,  or  fell  defpair.  taoo 

Art  thou  yet  dull  enough  defpair  to  dread, 
And  ftartle  at  deftruftion  ?  If  thou  aft, 
Accept  a  buckler,  take  it  to  the  field  5    " 
(A  field  of  battle  is  this  mortal  life  !) 
When  danger  threatens,  lay  it  on  thy  heart  5        *l*9f 
A  fingle  fentence  proof  againft  the  world. 
4t  Soul,  body,  fortune!  V. very  good  pertains 
"  To  one  of  thefe  5  but  prize  not  all  alike  5 
"  The  goods  of  fdrturife  to  thy  body's  health, 
*l  Body  to  foul,  and  foul  fubmit  to  God."  1300 

Wouldft  thou  build  lairing  happinefs  f  Dotbjr; '  -  :  •' 
5  W 
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TIT  inverted  pyramid  can  never  ftand. 

Is  this  truth  doubtful  r  It  crarlhines  the  ftin ; 
Nay,  the  fun  mines  not,  but  to  (hew  ud  this, 
The  Tingle  leflbn  of  mankind  01*  earth.  j^o'j 

And  yet***vet,  what  I  No*  news  !  mankind  is  mad ; 
Such  mighty  numbers  lift  againftthe  right, 
(And  what  can't  numbers,  when  bewitched*  atchieve!) 
They  talk  themfelves  taifomething  like  belief, 
That  all  earth's  joys  are  theirs :  As  Athens*  fool  1316 
{rrinnM  from  the  port,  on  every  fail  his  own. 

They  grin ;  but  wherefore  ?  and  how  long  the  Faugh  ? 
Half  ignorance,  their  mirth  j  and  half,  st  lye  j 
To  cheat  the  world,  and  cheat  themfelves,  they  fmile. 
.  H«gl  either  taik  !  This  rtioft  abandoned  own,  1315 

That  others,  if  abandoned,  are  Undone  : 
Then,  for  themfelves,  the  moment  reafon  wakes, 
(And  Providence  denies  it  long  repofe) 
O  how  laborious  is  their  gaiety  ! 
They  fcaive  can  fwaltow  their  ebullient  fplccn,      1320 
Scarce  mutter  patience  to  fupport  the  farce, 
And  pump  fad  laughter  till  the  curtain  f;:!Is. 
Scarce,  did  I  fay  ?  Some  cannot  fit  it  out ; 
Oft  their  own  daring  hands  the  curtain  draw, 
And  (hew  us  ivbat  their  joy,  by  their  defpair.         1325 

The  clotted  hair!  gor'd  brcaft  !  blafpheming  eye  ! 
Its  impious  fury  ftill  alive  in  death  ! 
Shut,  fhut  the  mocking  frene. — But  hcav^ri  denies     * 
A  cover  to  fnch  gntlf  *,  and  fo  mould  man. 
Look  round,  Lorenzo  ?  Ice  the  recking  blade,        133  ■> 
'IV  irivenonVd  phnit,  tind  the  fhtaf  fralhj 

Vol.  II.  S  •  Thr 
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The  irangfag  cord,  and  fiiffiiKptingaw»|  . 
Th*  kiiWqnicKottoiiwft,  and  Jfel  <kc«ya 
From  ragmf  not  (uowcrfimdetO  1V1  :  1%  A 

/^/tnttifrtheJ^mmmmteJaffit  s'"j.ii*g£ 
Ifa*  tapdtjl  to  *ought  l-^But  W«,  «**  ;  fL.\ 
That  vouch,  the  truth*  and  aidaj^lecUefttf.  •  "v. 

JbptQnwtf*fi,  >5wk*  no.  man  cam  bthlttr 
BH6  i*  too  great,  to  lodge  jritfctn  an  fears  ^>t  ;  •• : 
iyhe««QinmartjabciBgj^tatbliit»         •  :*  «j|K 
Dnration.i%e£ential  to/he  name.  <•  :nhu 

O.ftr A  joy  from,/*f>»-/  Jap  from  dnt,    .    .  v:;:v 
Which  inakcajnajtawwj  wkI»  txatciVd  trigfe  :  U  H 
Wflji^him****/  A,  taHftwyf  fry  I  ttwt  #i>wr 
A*4  prompt**  that  weave*,  ^it^  Vt4iriia^  .^Mf 
Tteric^profpcainto.pre^.jiflMt!   .        V»^$T: 
A  joy  ambitious !  Joy  in  common,  held 
With  thrones  ethereal,  and  their  greater  far; 
A  joy  high-privilegM  from  chance,  ,time,  death  I 
A  joy,  which  death  mall  doubly  judgment  crown  I  i$|o 

» .  Crowned  higher,  and  (till  higher,  at  each  ftage, 

.  Through  bleft  eternity**  Jong  day ;  yet  ftjll, 
Not  more  remote  from  forroiv9  than  from  Him, . 

-  Whofe  laviQi  hand,  whofe  love  ftupendout,  pourt 
Sq  roue  h  of  Deity  on  guilty,  duft.  .,  ^55 

There,  O  my  Lucia !  may  J  meet  thee  there, 
Where  not  thy  psefence  can.  improve  my  bills ! 
Affects  not  thi*  the  fages  of  the  noorld  T 

.   Can  nought  affeft  them,  Jnit  yrhsX  fools  them,  fpo  ? 
Eternity,  depending  on  an  hour,  T  i%do 

Miketferious  tbtugfowM?*  wiflom,  joytHUtdpraile* 

*  -Her 
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Nor  need  you  blufh  (though  fdmetimes'your  defigns 

May  fluin  the  light)  at  youfdefigns  on  heaven  :    • 

Sole  point !  where  awr^bajbful  h  your  blame; 

Are  you  not  wife  />— You  know  you  are :  Yet  hear  1365 

One  truth,  amid  your  numerous  fchemes,  mhlaid,    - 

Or  overlooked,  x>r  thrown  afide,  if  feen  % 

"  Our  fchemes  to  plan  by  this  world,  or  the  next,  ' 

<c  Is  the  fole  difference  between  wife  and  fool." 

All  worthy  men  will' weigh  you  in  this  fcale  5         1370 

What  wonder  then,  if  they  pronounce  you  light  ? 

Is  their  efteem  alone  not  worth  your  care  ?  : 

Accept  my  fimple  fcheme  of  commonfenfe :  • 

Thus,  fave  your  fame,  and  make  two  worlds  your  own. 

The  world  replies  not;-— but  the  worM/*i#?j  j  1375 
And  puts  the  caufe  off  to  the  longeft  day, 
Planning  evafions  for  the  day  of  doom.    - 
So  far,  at  that  re-bta ring,  horn  redreft,    * 
They  then  turn  witnejfes  againft  themielves  f    • 
Hear  that,  Lorenzo!  nor  be  wife  to-morrow. '       13?^ 
Hafte,-  hafte  1  A  man,  by  nature,  is  in  hafte; 
For  who  (hall  anfwer  for  another  hour  t 
*Tis  highly  prudent,  to  make  me  fure  friend  ;    : 
And  that  thou  canft  not  do,  this  fide  the  flues. : 

Ye  fons  of  earth  I  (nor  willing  to  be  more*!)  ^1385  ' 
Since  verfe  you  think  from  prieftcraft  fomewhat  freeV 
Thus,  in  an  age  fo  gay,  the  Mufe  plain  truths 
(Truths,  which, at  church,  yov  might  have  heard  in  profe) 
Has  ventur'd  into  light ;  well-pleas'd  the  verfe 
Should  be  forgot,  if  you  the  truths  retain  $  1 390 

S  %  And 
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And  crown  her  with  your  welfarfc,  not  your  praife. 
But  praife  ihe  need  not  fear  :  I  fee  my  fate; 
And  headlong  leap,  like  Curtius,  down  the  gulpiw 
Since  many  an  ample  volume,  mighty  tome, 
Mult  die;  and  die  unwept;  O  thou  minute,         '395 
Devoted  page !  go  forth  among  thy  foes ; 
Go,  nobly  proud  of  martyrdom  for  truth, 
And  die  a  double  death  :  mankind,  incensM, 
Denies  thee  long  to  live  :  nor  malt  thou  reft 
When  thou  art  dead ;  in  Stygian  (hades  arraigned  1400 
By  Lucifer,  as  traitor  to  his  throne  j 
And  bold  blafphemer  of  his  friend — the  world  ; 
The  world,  whofe  legions  coft  him  (lender  pay, 
And  volunteers  around  his  banner  fwarm ; 
Prudent,  as  Prufiia,  in  her  zeal  for  Gaul  I  1405 

"  Are  all,  then,  fools  ?"  Lorenzo  cries.— Yes,  all, 
But  fuch  as  hold  this  doctrine  (new  to  thee) ; 
"  The  mother  of  true  wifdom  is  the  *iv/7/,,j 
The  nobleft  intellect,  a  fool  without  it. 
IVovlJ-ewifdom  much  has  done,  and  more  may  do,  14.1m 
In  aits  and  fciences,  in  wars  and  peace; 
Burr.rt  and  fcience,  like  thy  wealth,  will  leave  thee, 
And  make  thee  twice  a  beggar  at  thy  death, 
'This  is  the  tnofl  indulgence  can  afford  j— 
"  cihy  nuifdom  all  can  do,  but — make  thee  wife" 
Nor  think  this  ccufure  is  fevcre  on  thee  : 
Satan,  thy  mailer,  I  dare  call  a  dunce, 

CON. 
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I    i    3 
NIGHT  THE  NINTH  AND  LAST.    • 
THE     CONSOLATION. 

CONTAINING,   AMONG  OTHER  THINGS, 

I.  A  Moral  Survey  of  the  Nocturnal  Heavens. 

II.  A  Night-Address  to  the  DEITY. 

HUMBLY    INSCRIBED    TO 

HIS  GRACE  THE  DUKE    OF  NEWCASTLE, 

ONE  OF  HIS  MAJESTY'S  PRINCIPAL  SECRETARIES  OF  STATE. 

€i  *-Fatis  contraria  fata  rependens."        Virg. 

AS  when  a  traveller,  a  long  day  paft 
In  painful  fenrch  of  what  he  cannot  find, 
At  night's  approach,  content  with  the  next  cot, 
There  ruminates,  a  while,  his  labour  loft  j    . 
Then  chears  his  heart  with  what  his  fate  affords,         5 
And  chaunts  his  fonnet  to  deceive  the  time, 
Till  the  due  feafon  calls  him  to  repofe  : 
Thus  I,  long- traveled  in  the  ways  of  men, 
And  dancing,  with  the  reft,  the  giddy  maze, 
WTiere  difappointment  fmiles  at  hope's  career  ;  10 

Warn'd  by  the  languor  of  life's  evening  ray, 
At  length  have  hous'd  me  in  an  humble  fhed  j 
Where,  future  wandering  baniftfd  from  my  thought, 
And  waiting,  patient,  the  fweet  hour  of  reft, 
Vol.  III.  B  I  chace 


*  YOU  NO'S  .POEMS. 

.  I  chace  the  moments  with  a  fcrious  fong.  jj 

:  Songjfooths  our  pain*  i  and  age  ha»  paint  ^o  Awth., 

*  When  age,  care,  dime,  and  friend*  embracM  atlieart, 
'  Torn  from  my  bleeding  breaft,  and  demtfrs  dark  fiuujej 

Which  haverao'er.  me,  quench  iT  ethereal  fire}'  • - 
,  Canft  thou,  O  Night  I  indulge  one  labour  more  f      sc 
One  labour  more  indulge !  then  deep,  my  ftrain  I 
Tilt,  haply,  wakM  by  Raphaels  gokknJyre,    "•    V  -' 
Where  night,  death,  age**are,  crime,  and  mrnmyeeale  {; 

*  To  bear  a  part  in  everlafting  lays ; 

Though  far,'  far  htfcher'fet,  in  aim,  f  trm%  *j 

Symphoniona  to  this  humble  preludjerfrrr.  - ;  r 

HaanottheMoieaftrtcd/fa^frtf/mr,  ^ 

.  Like  thofe  above;  exploding  other  joys  r 
Weigh  what  was  urg'd,  Lorenzo  1.  fairly  wejjgh.4  - » 

.  And  tell  me,  haft  thou  caufe  to  triumph  ftill  f  j< 

I  think,  thou  wilt  forbear  a.boaft  Co  bold. 
But  if,  beneath  the  favour  of  miftake, 
Thy  fmile  *s  fincere  j  not  more  fincere  can  be 
Lorenzo's  fmile,  than  my  companion  fpr  him* 
The  fick  in  body  call  for  aid 5  the  iiqk  3 

.  In  mind  are  covetous  of  more  difeafe  j 
And  when  at  <wor/t,  they  dream  themfelves  quite  quell. 
To  knoiv  ourfelves  difeasM,  is  half  our  cure. 
When  nature's  blufti  by  cufiom  is  wip'd.off, 
And  confeience,  deaden'd  by  repeated  ftrokes,         .,41 
Has  into  manners  naturajiz'd  our  crimes  5 
The  curfe  of  curies  is,  our  curfe  to  love  5 
To  triumph  in  the  blacknefs  of  our  guilt 
(As  Indians  glory  in  the  deepeft  jet). 
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And  throw  afide  our  fenfe s  with  our  peace .  45 

But  grant  no  guilt,  no  ihame,  no  leaft  alloy 3 
Grant  joy  and  glory  quite  unfully'd  (hone  \ 
Yet,  ftill,  it  ill  deferves  Lorenzo's  heart, 
Ho  joy,  no  glory,  glitters  in  thy  fight, 
■But,  through  the  thin  partition  of'  an  hoar,  .£& 

I  fee  its  fables  wove  by  defliny  ; 
And  that  in  forrow  bury'd  5  tSit,  in  fhame  5 
While  howling  furies  ring'  the  doleful  knell; 

And  confeience,  now  fo  fdff  thou  fcarce  carift  hear 
Her  whifper,  echoes  her  eternal  peal.  55 

Where,  the  prime  a&ors  of  the 'teXtyeaVs  fcene  5 

Their  port  fo  proud,  their  buflrin,  and  their  plume  ? 

How  many  Jletp,  who  kept  the  world  awake 

With  luftre,  and  with  noife  !  has  death  proclaimM 
*A  truce,  and  hung  his  fttted  lance  on  high  ?  -6# 

'Tis  brandiuYd  ftill ;  nor  mall  the  prefehtyear 

Be  more  tenacious  of  her  human  leaf, 

Or  fpread  of  feeble  life  a  thinner  fall. 

But  needlefs  jnonumertts  to  wake  the  thought; 
-Life's  gayeft  fcenes  fpeak  man's  mortality ;  $5 

Though  in  a  ftyle  more  florid,  full  as  plain, 

As  maufoleums,  pyramidsy  and  tombs. 

What  are  our  nobleft  ornaments,  but  deaths 

TurnM  flatterers  of  life,  in  paint,  or  marble, 

•The  well-ftain'd  canvas,  or  the  featur'd  ftone'f  70 

Our  fathers  grace,  or  rather  haunt,  the  fcene. 

'Joy  peoples  her  pavilion  from  the  dead. 

"  ProfeJ}  diverfions !  cannot  thefe  efcape  ?"— • 

Far  from  it :  thde  pvefent  us  with  a  fhroud? 

B  7.  And 
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And  talk  of  death,  like  garlands  o'er  a  gray*,  fS 

As  fome  bold  plunderers,  for  bury'd  wealth. 

We  ranfack  tombs  for  paftime  5  from  the  duft 

Call  up  the  deeping  hero  j  bid  him  tread 

The  fcene  for  our  amufement :  how  like  gods 

We  fit ;  and,  wrapt  in  immortality,  4o 

Shed  generous  tears  on  wretches  born  to  die ; 

Tbeir  fate  deploring,  totforget  our  onvn! 

What  all  the  pomps  and  triumphs  of  our  lives, 
But  legacies  in  bloflbm  ?  Our  lean  foil, 
Luxuriant  grown,  and  rank  in  vanities,  $4 

From  friends  interred  beneath  j  a  rich  manure  1 
Like  other  worms,  we  banquet  on  the  dead  5 
Like  other  worms,  (hall  we  crawl  on,  nor  know 
Our  prefent  frailties,  or  approaching  fate  ? 

Lorenzo  !  fuch  the  glories  of  the  world  I  yt. 

What  is  the  world  itfelf  ?  Thy  world — a  grave. 
Where  is  the  duft  that  has  not  been  alive  ? 
The  fpade,  the  plough,  difturb  our  anceftors  $ 
From  human  mould  we  reap  our  daily  bread. 
The  globe  around  earth's  hollow  furface  makes,         91 
And  is  the  cieling  of  her  fleeping  fons. 
O'er  devaftation  we  blind  revels  keep ; 
Whole  bury'd  towns  fupport  the  dancer's  heel. 
The  moift  of  human  frame  the  fun  exhales  j 
Winds  fcatter  through  the  mighty  void  the  dry  j       io< 
Earth  repoflfefles  part  of  what  me  gave, 
And  the  freed  fpirit  mounts  on  wings  of  fire  $ 
Each  element  partakes  our  fcatter'd  fpoils  $ 
As  nature,  wide,  our  ruins  fpread  ;  man's  death 

Inhabit! 
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Inhabits  all  things,  but  the  thought  of  man.  105 

Nor  man  alone  5  his  breathing  buft  expires, 
His  tomb  is  mortal  j  empires  die :  where,  how, 
The  Romatt  ?  Greek  ?  The/  ftalk,  ah  empty  nameff 
Yet  few  regard  them  in  this  ufeful  light  j 
Though  half  our  learning  is  their  epitaph*  rro 

When  down  thy  vale,  unlock'd  by  midnight  thought, 
That  loves  to  wander  in  thy  funlefsf  realms, 
O  death  t  I  ftretch  my  view  :  what  viffibns  rife! 
What  triumphs  !  toils  imperial !  arts  divine  ! 
In  wither'd  laurels  glide  before  my  fight  1  115" 

What  lengths  of  far-famM  ages,  HillowM  high: 
With  human  agitation,  roll  along 
In  unfubftantial  images  of  air ! 
The  melancholy  ghofts  of  dead  renown,    * 
Whifpering  faint  echoes  of  the  world's  applaufe,     lab 
With  penitential  afpeft,  as  they  pafs, 
All  point  at  earth,  and  hifs  at  human  pride, 
The  wifdom  of  the  wife,  and  prancings  of  the  great* 

But,  O  Lorenzo  !  far  the  reft  above, 
Of  ghaftly  nature,  and  enormous  fize,  nj 

One  form  afTaults  my  fight,  and  chills  my  blood, 
And  (hakes  my  frame.     Of  one  departed  world 
I  fee  the  mighty  fhadow  :  oozy  wreath 
And  diimal  Tea-weed  crown  her ;  o'er  her  urn 
Reclined,  me  weeps  her  defolated  realms,  136' 

And  bloated  Tons  j  and,  weeping,  prophefies 
Another**  di Ablution,  foon,  in  flames. 
But,  like  CafTandra,  prophefies  in  vain  ; 
la  vain,  to  many;  nof,  I  truft,  to  thee. 

B  3  For, 
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Far,  know'&thou  not,  or  ait  thou  ktktio  know, *%£* 
The- great  decree,  the  counfel  of  the  ikies  I 
Dthigi  nad  mjfagratio*,  dreadful  powers.  I 
Prime  minifiers  of  vengeance  I  chained  in  cave* 
Diftinft,  apart  die  giant  furies  roar j 
Apart;  or,  fuch  their  horrid  rage  for  ruin,  14* 

la  mutual  conflicV  would,  they  rife*,  andwige .  "? 

Eternal  war,  till  one  was  quite  devour'd. 
But  not  faz.tbUf  ordain'd  their boundleff  rage  $. 
When  heaven's  inferior  inftruments  of  wrath, 
War,  famine,  peftilence,  are  found  too  weak  .  ajj; 

To  fcourge  a  world  for  her  enormous  crimes, 
*Thtft  are  let  loofe,  alternate  it  down  they  rum,. 
'  Swift  and  tempeftuout,  from  th*  eternal  throne,  . 
With  irrenmble  commiifion  arraM, 
The  world,  in  vain  correfted,  to  deftroy, .  150 

And  eafe  creation  of  the  Shocking  fcene. 

Seeft  thou,. Lorenzo !  what  depends  on  man? 
rT\itfate  of  nature  5  asj^r  man,  her  birth. 
Earth's  a&ors  change  earthr's  tranfitory  fcenes, 
And  make  creation  groan  with  human  guilt.  j  55 

•  HoW  muft  it  groan,  in  a  new  deluge  whelm'd, 
But  not  o£  waters  !  at  the  deftin'd  hour, 

By  the  loud  trumpet  fummon'd  to  the  charge. 

See,  all  the  formidable  fons  of  fire, 

Eruptions,  earthquakes,  comets,  lightnings,  play     160 

Their  various-  engines  ;  all  at  once  difgorge 

Their  blazing  magazines  ;  and  take,  by  ftorm, 

This  poor  terreftrial  citadel  of  man. 

Amazing  period !.  when.eacK.  mountain -height 

Out, 
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Out-turns  Vefuvius  5  rocks  eternal  pour  16$  ", 

Their  melted  mafs,  as  rivers  once  they  pour'd  5 

Stars  rofli  5  and  final  ruin  fiercely  drives 

Her  plowmare  o'er  creation  !— while  aloft, 

More  than  aftonifhment !  if  more  can  be  1 

Far  other  firmament  than  e'er  was  feen,  170" 

Than  e'er  was  thought  by  man  !  far  other  fiarst 

Stars  animate,  that  govern  thefe  of  fire  3 

Far  other  fun! — A  fun,  O  how  unlike 

The  Babe  at  Bethlem  I  how- unlike  the  Man/ 

That  groan'd  on  Calvary !— Yet  He  it  is  5  175  f 

That  Man  of  forrows  !  O  how  chang'd  !  what  pomp  •* 

In  grandeur  terrible,  all  heaven  defcends  ! 

And  gods,  ambitious,  triumph  in  his  train-.- 

A  fwift  archangel,  with  his  golden  wing, 

A«-  blots  and  clouds,  that  darken  and  difgrace         180  - 

The  fcene  divine,  fweeps  ftars  and  funs  afide. 

And  now,  all  drofs  remov'd,  heaven's  own  pure  day, 

Full  on  the  confines  of  our  aether,  flames. 

"While  (dreadful  contraft!)  far,  how  far  beneath! 

Hell,  burning,  belches  forth  her  blazing  feas,         185 

And  ftorms  fulphureous  5  her  voracious  jaws 

Expanding  wide,  and  roaring  for  her  prey, 

Lorenzo !  welcome  to  this  fcene  ;  the  laft  '' 
In  nature's  courfe  j  the  firft  in  wifdom's  thought. 4 
This  ftrikes,  if  aught  can  ftrike  thee*  this  awakes  193 
The  moil  fuprne  ;  this  fnatches  man  from  death. 
Roufe,  roufe,  Lorenzo,  then,  and  follow  me, 
Where  truth,  the  moft  momentous  man  can  hear, 
Loud  calls  my  foul,  and  ardour  wings  her  flight. 

B  4  I  find 
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Ifindmyinfpirutk«im«f  Aemt;.  "*NP 

Hie  grandeur  of  my  febjta  it  m?  Mafe*.        *     :^V 

AtauArgAf,  when  mankind  U  vaaft  ntfflfcny-  ^m-5. 
And  wori£yy«a^  feed*  on  gplnWditaatt*}:  '-.Vu 
To  give  more  di^to  inan'tmoftdnqutiniheMifc  ;r*M. 
At  midnight,  'tit  prefum'd,  thit-pewn  willfaari^MnH 
From  tenfold  darkneftj  fuddettaathelfenik  ,  ,:-T 
From  imitten  fteelj  fnm  nitrous  grain,:  ththhfcfH  *--^4 
Man,  ftarting  from  hit  couch*  mall:  Jkcn.nt  maatlt:.  ~  \  \ 
The  day  it  broke,  which  never  more  maUdefrl  .. 
Above,  around,  beneath,  amaaement  aU  I  w*$£  ' 

Terror  and  glory  joined  in  their  latienme  I  ,  .*  -  .i  V 

Our  God  in  grandeur,  and  our  mmU  on-firei  ■';  ^ 
AU  nature  ftruggling  in  thepangaof  death  I  .  ^i-^- 
Doft  thou  not  hear  her  ?  DonVthdw  nor  deplore  Vi :.. 
Her  ftrong  convulfions,  and  her  final  groan  ?  t  vac 

Where  are  <we  now  ?  Ah  me !  the  ground  is  gone. 
On  which  we  ftood  j  Lorenzo  !  while  thou  may'ft, 
Provide  more  firm  fupport,  or  fink  for  ever ! 
Where  ?  How  ?  From  whence  ?  Vain  hope !  it  is  too  late !' 
Where,  where,  for  fhelter,  fliall  the  guilty  fly,        a.15 
When  confirmation  turns  the  good  man  pale  ? 

Great  day  !  for  which  all  other  days  were  made  ; 
For  which  earth  rofe  from  chaos,  man  from  earth  j 
And  an  eternity,  the  date  of  Gods, 
Defcended  on  poor  earth-created  man  !  %%a 

Great  day  of  dread,  decifion,  and  defpair ! 
At  thought  of  thee,  each  fublunary  wifli 
Lets  go  its  eager  grafp,  and  drops  the  world  j 
And  catches  at  each  reed  of  hope  in  heaven. 

At 
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At  thought  of  thee  !— and  art  thou  abfent  then  ?       225  . 

Lorenzo !  no ;  'tis  here ;  it  is  begun  ;-— 

Already  is  begun  the  grand  affize, 

In  thee,  in  all :  deputed  confcience  fcales 

The  dread  tribunal,  and  foreftalls  our  doom  5 

Foreftalls  j  and,  by  foreftaliing,  proves  it  Jure,       230? 

Why  on  himfelf  mould  man  'void  judgment  pafs  ? 

Is  idle  nature  laughing  at  her  fons  ? 

Who  confcience  fent,  her  fentence  will  fupport, 

And  God  above  aflert  that  God  in  man. 

Thrice  happy  they  !  that  enter  now  the  court      23$ 
Heaven  opens  in  their  bofoms  :  but*  how  rare, 
Ah  me  !  that  magnanimity,  how  rare  ! 
What  hero,  like  the  man  who  ftands  himfelf  5 
Who  dares  to  meet  his  naked  heart  alone  j 
Who  hears,  intrepid,  the  full  charge  it  brings,       240 
Refolv'd  to  filence  future  murmurs  there  ? 
The  coward  flies ;  and,  flying,  is  undone. 
(Art  thou  a  coward  ?  No  :)  The  coward  flies  j 
Thinks,  but  thinks  flightly ;  aflcs,  but  fears  to  know  ;. 
Afks,  "  What  is  truth  ?"  with  Pilate ;  and  retires ;  245 
Diflblves  the  court,  and  mingles  with  the  throng;. 
Afylum  fad  !  from  reafon,  hope,  and  heaven  ! 

Shall  all,  but  man,  look  out  with  ardent  eye, 
For  that  great  day,  which  was  ordain' d  for  man  ? 
O  day  of  confummation !  mark  fupreme  250? 

(If  men  are  wife)  of  human  thought!   nor  leaft, 
Or  in  the  fight  of  angels,  or  their  King ! 
Angels ,  whofe  radiant  circles,  height  o'er  height* 
Order  o'er  order,  rifing,  blaze  o'er  blaze, 

A» 
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Arm  a  theatre,  rurrdund  thit  fcene,  ■■-  «jf « 

Intent  on  man,  ind  anxious  for  hit  fate. 

Angth  look  out  for  thee 5  for  thee,  their  Lord/ 

To  vindicate  his  glory;  and  for  thee?' 

Creation  univerfal  calls*  aloud* 

Tfcdif-involve  the  awnrf  world,  and  .give  *6ev* 

To  motor? s  renovation  brighter  charms. 

Shall  man  alone,  whofe  fate,  whofe/vof  fate," 
Hangs  on  that  hour,  exclude  it  from  his  thought  I  * 
1  think  of  nothing  elfe  j  T  fee !  I  feel  it  1 
Aifrnature,  like  an  earthquake,  trembling  round !   165.; 

All  Deithiy  like  fufnmer's  fwarms,  on  wing  V  . 

All  balking  in  the  full  meridian  blaze  I 

I  fee  the  Judge  inthron'd !  the  flaming  guard  1 

The  volume  openM  !  open'd  every  heart ! 

A  fun-beam  pointing  out  each  fecret  thought !         270 

No  patron  !  interceflbr  none  !  now  paft 

The  fweet,  the  clement,  mediatorial  hour ! 

For  guilt  no  plea  !  to  pain,  %no  paufe !  no  bound  i' 

Inexorable,  all !  and 'all,  extreme  ! 
.  Nor  man  alone 5  the  foe  of  God  and  man,  27$ -. 

From  his  dark  den,  blafpheming,  drags  his  chain, 

And  rears  his  brazen  front,  with  thunder  fcarrM  : 

Receives  his  fentence,  and  begins  his-  hell. 

All  vengeance  faft>  now,  feems  abundant  grace : 

Iiike  meteors  in  a  ftormy  fky,  how  roll  aScr 

His  baleful  eyes !  he  curfes  whom  he  dreads  j 

And  deems  it  the  firft  moment  of  his  fall. 

*Tis  frefent  to  my  thought ! — and  yet  where  is  it  ?•. 
Angels  can't  tell  me  $  angels-  cannot  guefs- 
i  The 
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The  period ;  from  created  beings  lock'dT  285-- 

In  darknefs.     But  the  procefs,  and  the/&r*,  - 

Are  lefs  obfcure  j  for  thefe  may  man  enquire. 

Say,  thou  great  clofe  of  human  hopes  and  fears-! 

Great  key  of.  hearts  !  great  finilher  of  fates ! 

Great  end  J  and  great  beginning  I  fay,  Where  art  thou  f- 

Art  thou  in  time,  or  in  eternity?. 

Nor  in  eternity,  nor  time,  I  find  thee^ 

Thefe,  as  two  monarchs,  on  their  borders  meet, 

(Monarchs  of  all  elaps'd,  or  unarriv'd  !) 

As.  in  debate,  how  beft  their  powers  ally'd,  195 

May  fwell  the  grandeur,  or  difcharge  the  wrath, 

Of  Him,  whom  both  their  monarchies  obey. 

Time,  this  faft.  fabric  for  him  built  (and  doom'd 
With  him  to  fall)  nomj  burfting  o'er  his  head  j 
His  lamp,  the  fun,  extinguifh'd  j  from  beneath       300 
The  frown  of  hideous  darknefs,  calls  his  fons 
From  their  long  flumber  5  from  earth's  heaving  womby 
To  fecond  birth !   contemporary  throng ! 
Rous'd  at  One  call,  upftarted  from  One  bed, 
Preft  in  One  croud,  appall'd  with  One  amaze,  •        30^ 
He  turns  them  o'er,  Eternity  I  to  thee* 
Then  (as  a  king  depos'd  difdains  to  live) 
He  falls.on  his  own  fcythe;  nor  falls  alone ; 
His  greateft  foe  falls  with  him  j  Time,  and  he 
Who  murder'd  all  Timers  offspring,  Death,  expire*  310 

Time  was  I  Eternity  now  reigns  alone  1 
Aweful  Eternity  1  offended  queen  1 
And  her  rcfentment  to  mankind,  how  juftl 
With  kind  intent,  foliciting  accefs, 

How 
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How  often  has  me  knock'd  at  human  hearts  I  315 .' 

Rich  to  repay  their  hofpitality, 

How  often  callM  !  and  with  the  voice  of  God ! 

Yet  bore  repulfe,  excluded  as  a  cheat ! 

A  dream  !   while  fouleft  foes  found  welcome  there! 

A  dream,  a  cheat,  n*w,  all  things,  but  her  fmile.    31* 

For,  lo  !  her  twice  ten  thoufand  gates  thrown  wide* 
As  thrice  from  Indus  to  the  frozen  pole, 
With  banners  dreaming  as  the  comefs  blaze, 
And  clarions,  louder  than  the  deep  in  ftorms, 
Sonorous  as  immortal  breath  can  blow,  315 

Pour  forth  their  myriads,  potentates,  and  powers, 
Of  light,  of  darknefs  j  in  a  middle  field, 
Wide,  as  creation !  populous,  as  wide  I 
A  neutral  region  !  there  to  mark  th*  event 
Of  that  great  drama,  whofe  preceding  fcenes  330 

Detained  them  clofe  fpe&ators,  through  a  length 
Of  ages,  ripening  to  this  grand  refult ; 
Ages,  as  yet  unnumbered,  but  by  God  ; 
Who  now,  pronouncing  fentence,  vindicates 
The  rights  of  virtue,  and  his  own  renown.  335 

Eternity,  the  various  fentence  paft, 
Afiigns  the  fever' d  throng  diltincl:  abodes, 
Sulphureous,  or  ambroiial :  What  enfues  ? 
The  deed  predominant !  the  deed  of  deeds  I 
Which  mikes  a  hell  of  hell,  a  hecven  of  heaven.    340 
The  GodJefs,  with  determined  afpect,  turns 
Her  adamantine  key's  enormous  iize 
Through  deftiny's  inextricable  wards, 
Deep  driving  every  bolt,  on  both  their  fates. 

Then, 
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Then,  from  the  cryftal  battlements  of  heaven,        345 
Down,  down,  (he  hurls  it  through  the  dark  profound; 
Ten  thoufand  thonfand  fathom  3  there  to  raft, 
And  ne'er  unlock  her  resolution  more. 
The  deep  refounds  3  and  hell,  through  all  her  glooms, 
Returns,  in  groans,  the  melancholy  roar.  350 

O  how  unlike  the  chorus  of  the  ikies ! 
O  how  unlike  thole  fhouts  of  joy,  that  (hake 
The  whole  ethereal !  How  the  concave  rings  I 
Nor  ftrange  1  when  deities  their  voice  exalt 3 
And  louder  far,  than  when  creation  role,  355 

To  fee  creation  s  godlike  aim,  and  end, 
So  well  accomplifh'd  !  fo  divinely  clos'd  I 
To  fee  the  mighty  dramattfTs  laft  aft 
(As  meet)  in  glory  riling  o'er  the  red. 
Hq  fancy'd  God,  a  God  indeed,  defecojf »  369 

To  folve  all  knots  3  to  ftrike  the  moral  home } 
To  throw  full  (fay  on  darkeft  feezes  of  time  j 
To  clear,  commend,  exalt,  and  crown  the  whole. 
Hence,  in  one  peal  of  loud,  eternal  praife, 
The  charnVd  fpe&ators  thunder  their  applaufe  |        365 
And  the  vaft  void  beyond,  applaufe  reftraads. 

What  then  ami?— 

Amidft  applauding  worlds, 
And  worlds  celeiUal,  is  there  found  on  earth, 
A  peevifli,  diflbnaot,  rebellious  (bring,  370 

Which  jars  in  the  grand  chorus,  and  camplaitu  ? 
Cenfure  on  thee,  Lorenzo  t  I  fufpend, 
And  turn  it  on  utyfe\f\  how  greatly  due ! 
All,  all  is  right  3  by  God  osdaia'd  or  done  3 

And 


Aid  who,  but  God,  refum'd  the  friends  fl#  gave  *  J7J1 
Aad  have  I  been  complatmng,  then,  fo  long?  ] 

•  CompUumsegof  his  favours  j  /«nr,  and  deettk? 
Who,  without /mV  advice,  would  e'er  be  good? 
Who,  without  <&**£,  but<  would*  be  good  in  vairi  ? 
Aon  is  to  fave  from  /mr ;  all  puniflunent,  -  38* 

To  make  for  pmcr\  -and -death  to  fave*from  death  $ 
.  And  feconctileam,'  to  guard  immortal  life  j  -  J 

To  roufr  the  carelefs,  the  prerumptuoua  awe, 
.  And  turn  the  tide  of  foulsanother  way  $  ; 
Sty;  the  fame  tenderneft  divine  ordain'd,  '  *  jfj- 

That  planted  Eden,  -and  high-l>loonY<r  forintm, 
.A  fairer  Eden,-  endlefs,  in  the  flues.  * 

Heaven  gives  urfncnds  tobleis  ihtfteftnt  fceoej 
;  Refumes  them,  to  prepareus  for  the  awatfi  '"  ■  * 

*All  evils  natural  are  moral  goods 5  390 

All  difcipline,  indulgence ',  on  the  whole. 
.  None  are  unhappy  :  *all  have  caufe  to  fmile, 
But  fireh  as  to  themfelves  that  caufe  deny. 
Our  faults  are  at  the  bottom  of  our  pains  ; 
Srror,  in  aBs,  ox  judgment,  is  the  fource  3^5 

Of  endlefs  fighs  :  We/*,  or  we  mi/fake; 
And  nature  tax,  when  falfe  opinion  ftings. 
Let  impious  grief  be  banifli'd,  joy  indulged ; 
But  chiefly  then,  when  grief  puts  in  her  claim, 
tjpy  from  the  joyous,  frequently  betrays,  400 

Oft  lives  in  vanity,  and  dies  in  woe. 
Joy,  amidft  ills,  corroborates,  exalts  5 
"Tis  joy  and  conqueft  5  joy,  and  virtue  too. 
-A  noble  fortitude  in  ills,  delights. 

' ' '•  5  Heavcn3 
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Heaven,  earth,  ourfelves  ;  'tis  duty,  glory,  peace,  405 

4ffii3ion  is  the  good  man's  mining  fcene  j 

Profperity  conceals  his  brighteft  ray  5 

As  night  to  ftars,  <woe  luftre  give?  to  man. 

Heroes  in  battle,  pilots  in  the  ftorm, 

And  virtue  in  calamities,  admire.  410 

TJie  crown  of  -manhood  is  a  winter-joy ; 

An  evergreen,  that  ftands  the  Northern  blaft, 

And  Woflbms  in  the  .rigour  of  our  fate. 

'Tis  a  prime  part  of  happinefs,  to  know 
How  much  unhappinefs  muft  prove  our  lot;  4x5 

Apart  which  few  poflefs !  I  '11  pay  life's  tax, 
Without  one  rebel  murmur,  from  this  hour, 
Nor  think  it  mifery  to  be  a  man  5 
Who  thinks  it  is,  fhall  never  be  a  God. 
Some  ilU  we  wifli  for,  when  we  wifli  to  live.  420 

What  fpoke  proud faffion  t—«  *  Wifli  my  being  lottr* 
Prefumptuous !  blafphemous  !  abfurd  !  and  falfe ! 
The  triumph  of  my  foul  is— That  I  am  \ 
And  therefore  that  I  may  be— what?  Lorenzo  1 
Look  inward,  and  look  deep  5  and  deeper  ftill $       42^ 
Unfathomably  deep  our  treafure  runs 
In  golden  veins,  through  all  eternity ! 
Ages,  and  ages,  and  fucceeding  ftill 
New  ages,  where  the  phantom  of  an  hour, 
Which  courts,  each  night,  dull  dumber,  for  repair,     430 
Shall  wake,  and  wonder,  and  exult,  and  praife, 
And  fly  through  .infinite,  and  all  unlock  % 
And  (if  defer  v'd)  by  heaven's  redundant  love, 

Made 
•  Referring  to  the  Firft  Night*    . 


Ma4eMf-*d*cabl* hfcif,  •***.{    ,.,=•..,        ....  : 

And  find,  m  adoration,  cndWsjoyd  •.-.-''-  ■- 4f' 
When  thou,  not  mater  of  *  Msfiamnj'  Awa^  ■*  i'v- 
Fwil  as  the  flower,  jadlfatfklg  II  oVsjak* 

May'ft  hoaft  a  <moafr  drsffljfr  cngchtt.    ,■  ,;  ■ .X 

J^i^aUaiMiOjnB^HtfrcsAfpvjs.     .     ■■...'.,■  .-fA- 

Since  Adam  fell,  no  aortal,  utrin&rtf,  oft* 

Has  w  jot  cewrirtl  pr«ror  Jhftu^  «n  r.v  ■■.*'*..  *A 

How  kind  it  God,  how  great  (if  floop^,i»rMwVr  ;^ 

Noinantoojai^ylrojnlmvanfe. 

If  what  is  bafdhc  labour*  tofecw*.    .     /  '    .  ..;.  w«M 

lilt  Hiwy^ww  *  AU-graqwJHmvi  tmm  ih^K 
From  mm  foil  many  1  nuntavou*  it  the:  fas*  .^jh  */ 
Of  blackeft  ills,  and  ft*  ijwswrtal^**^  .  ..:  :<»ri 
Begotbyjw^^onfairtftwtri  .     ■•.-*;'/;  wittf 

J&aven's  daughter,  belMekauclTd !  her hand ftfat*  , 
Unlocks  deftruftion  to  die  ions  of  men,  450 

Firft  barred  by  thine  1  bigh-waird  with  adamant, 
Guarded  with  terrors  reaching  to  this  world, 
And  covered  with  the  thunders  of  thy  law ; 
Wfcofe  threats  are  mercies >  whole  injunctions,  guides, 
AfiUting,  not  refraining,  reafnCs  choice  j  455 

Whofe  fan&ions,  unavoidable  refidts 
From  nature's  courfe,  indulgently  rtveai?d  5 
If  unreveard,  more  dangerous,  nor  lefs  fore. 
Thus,  an  indulgent  father  warns  bis  fons, 
"  Do  this;  fly  that"— nor  always  tells  the  caufe  $  4*0 
Pleas'd  to  reward,  as  duty  to  his  will,     . 
A  conduit  needful  to  their  own  repofe. 

Great  God  of  wonders  I  (if,  thy  Iroe  furvey*d, 

4  Aught 
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Aught  elfe  the  iftarae  of  wonderful  retains-)! 

Wkat  rocks  are  tkefo,  en  which  to  build  our  truft !  465 

Thy.  ways  admit  no  blemifh  \  none  I  find  j 

Or  this  atone— «  tfto  a«a*  fc  to  be  found? 

Not  one,  *o  fatten  cenfureys  hardy  crime  j 

Not  one*  to  palliate  peerifh  griefs  Complaint* 

Who  like  a  daemon,  miutnuririg-from  the  dnft»        4170 

Darts. into  judgment  call  her  Judge.— Suortme  I 

For  all  I  blefs  the*;  moft^  for  the/ever*} 

•  Her  death-*-**?  own  at  hand— the  fiery  gtotpV 

That  flaming  bound  of  wrath  omnipotent  I 

It  thunders-?— but  it  thunders  to  preferred  4^5 

It  ftrengthesis  what  it  faikea j  its  wholfome  atari 

Averts  the  dreaded  pain ;  its  hideous  groans 

Join  heaven's  fweet  hallelujahs  in  thy  praife, 

Great  Source  of  good  alone  f  How  kind  in  alM 

In  vengeance  kind  I  pain,  death,  gebenna,  Save.    480 

Thus,  in  thy  world  material,   Mighty  Mind! 
Not  that  alone  which  folacest  zw&jbines. 
The  rough  and  gloomy,  challenges  our  praife. 
The  winter  is  as  needful  as  the/pring ; 
The  thunJer,  as  the  fun  ;  a  ft  agnate  inafs  4J5 

Of  vajwurs  breeds  a  peitilcntial  air : 
Nor  more  propitious  the  Favonian  breefce 
To  nature's  health,  than  purifying  (forms ; 
The  dread  Volcano  minifters  to  good. 
Its  Another' d  names  might  undermine  the  world*      490 
Loud  /Etnas  fulminate  in  love  to  man  { 
Comets  good  omens  are,  when  duly  fcamfd  j 

Vol.  III.  C  An* 

*  Lucia. 
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And,  in  their  ofe;  fdSjjfyfer'kam  to  nine**  -> 

Thofe  we  cafl  wretched  are  a  chofixt  band,  :  ' >:4^t 
Corapell'd  to  refuge  in  {fee  rgfe,  for  peace.  -  ■:  ".♦.  -o 
Amid  my  lift  of  -  Jriatf  ngsinanite*  .  ■■*  A 

Stand  tmt'the  fortmoft,  «*Thxt  my  beetrt  tatllid^  *M 
'Ti+heavon^t  lift  effort  of  goodtarill  toman  j  '  ^  "jt 
When  jam  can't  Weft,  heave*  ontt  «Hodefpatr.r£(fI 
Who  fails  to  grieve,  when  juft  occafioa  calk, :  V\  i0'4 
Or  grieves  foo  ranch,  deserves  not  to  be  bleft>  >?:  -- -fl,  • 
Inhuman,  or  effeminate,  his  htaotj  ■  :'  r  mTc 

Retjptt  abfolves  the  grief,  which- fttf/fe  endW  ;..  :  r*  -;.; 
May  heaven-ne'er  traft  my  friend  with  haapfoufy  £»j*  | 
Till  it  has  taught  him  how  to  bear  it  well. 
By  previous  pain $  and  made  ityk/#  to fmttUf  .  ■ .' ■  j 

£»r£  fmiles  are  mine,  andyfr£  may  they  remam  j     .      \ 
Nor  hazard  their  extinction,  from  excefs. 
My  change  of  heart  a  change  of  ftyle  demands  \      51*0 
The  Confolation  cancels  the  Complaint, 
And  makes,  a  convert  of  my  guilty  fbng. 

And  when  o'er-labour'd,  and  inclinM  to  breathe, 
A  panting  traveller  fome  rifing  ground,  r- 

Some  fmall  afcent,  hasgain'd,  he  turns  him  round,  515 
And  meafures  with  bis  eye  the  various  vales, 
The  fields,  woods,  meads,  and  rivers,  he  has  paft  \ 
And,  fatiate  of  his  journey,  thinks  of  home, 
Endear'd  by  diftance,  nor  affefts  more  toil  $ 
Thus  I,  though  fmall,  indeed,  is  that  afcent  520 

The  Mufe  has  gained,  review  the  paths  (he  trod  $  , 

Various,  extenfive,  beaten  but  by  view ; 

*    ■  And, 
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id,  confcious  of  her  prudence  in  repofe, 
life  ;  and  With  pleafure  meditate  an  end, 
idugh  ftill  remote  j  fo  fruitful  is  my  theme.         525 
irough  many  a  field  of  moral,  and  divine, 
ie  Mufe  has  (tray'd;  and  much  df  forrotv  feen 
human  ways  5  and  much  of  falfe  and  vain ; 
hidi  none,  who  travel  this  bad  road,  can  mifs. 
vr.friends  deceased  full  heartily  flie  wept  j  530 

love  divine  the  wonders  me  difplay'd  5 
jv'd  man  immortal  \  {httfdthcjburteofjoyi 
it  grand  tribunal  rais'd  j  aifign'd  the  bounds 

human  grief:  infra;,  to  clofe  die  whole, 
ie  moral  Mufe  has  fhadow'd  out  a  flcetch,  53$ 

lough  not  in  form,  nor  with  a  Raphael-ftroke, 

mofi  our  weaknefs  needs  believe,  or  do, 
this  our  land  of  travel  and  of  hope, 
r  peace  on  earth,  or  profpeel:  of  thejiies* 
What  then  remains  ?  Much !  much !  a  mighty  debt 
>  be  difchargM  :  thefe  thoughts,  O  Night !  are  thine? 
om  thee  they  came,  like  lovers*  fecret  fighs, 
hile  others  flept.     So  Cynthia  (poets  feign) 

fhadows  veil'd,  foft-fliding  from  her  fphere, 
rfhepherd  chear'd ;  of  her  enamour'd  lefs,  545 

\in  I  of  thee.— And  art  thou  ftill  unfimg, 
neath  whofe  brow,  and  by  whofe  aid,  JL  {tag  ? 
1  mortal  fiience  !  where  mall  I  begin  ?   . 
here  end  >  Or  how  ileal  mafic  from  the  fphere*, 
j  i'ooth  their  goddefs  r  35^ 

O  majeftic  Nighf ! 
ittins  great  anceftor !  daft  elder-born  \ 

C  %  ■'  Aai 
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And  fated  to  fcurive  the  traa)£$at  funl,  ;_ 

"By  mortals,  apd  hnjnp^t  *fl*tj  ". .  ,  ; 

^^nyct5i^^r%Y«*rW#<»^  .;    IB. 

^An  azure  zjm^rwaj^j  dM*  in  hea^Joflft;/ ■«■ 

/  nPHWRfi.  W^^M^  '*wa  i  iwHi  ^^Y^wa^P^aw^aas^i  * 

Thy  gloomy  mi^fOT  r*ff^^  nip^.apffi^    . .     ^ 
Infpirin^a^^l).cWni  a  grateful  ^ar<b  j  ,ff-lflr 

And,  likfj* Jfefe  cutfajn  ftarrV* jijjhuiM     .       *  V 
JDrawn  o>r  mj  lahonrapaft  foil gRfethjftwfri  \  "t.j 

And  whatj  Q-jqwl  ft  «!*#&  to  be  fiftg  {        ^jfl£ 
WTiatin^jtrej^vf^^  ^: 

■Creatum,  of  ajrehangejs  is  the  theme  I  '  ^  "'&  a 

What,  to  i>e  fung,  ft  ***#*/.*  What  fa  weU     *         f 
Celeftial  joys  prepare  ua  to  fuftain  ? 
The  foul  of  man,  His  face  deugn'd  to  fee,  570 

JPfy  gave  thei^  wonders  to  be  feen  by  man, 
Has  for*  a.  previous  fcene  of  objects  great, 
On  which,  to  dwell  *  to  ffretch  to  that  expaufe 
Of  thought*  to  rife  to  that  exalted  height 
-Of.  admiration,  to  contrail  that. awe,  575 

And  give  her  whole  capacities  that  ifrengtk, 
Which  heft  may  qualify  for  final  joy. 
The  more  our  fpirits  are  inlarg'd  on  earth* 
The  deeper  draught  fl&all  they  receive  of  heaven. 

Jtyeaven's  King!  whole  face  iinveiTd  confummata* 
**£■*  580 

Redundant  bli&J  whichiilk  Aatjnigbty  voi<fc 

The 
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The  Whole  creation  leaves  in  human  hearts  I 

Thou,  who  didft  touch  the  lip  of  JefiVs  fon, 

Rapt  in  fweet  contemplation  of  thefe  fires, 

And  fet  his  harp  in  concert  with  the  fpheres  $  <  85 

While  of  thy  works  Material  the  Supreme 

I  dare  attempt,  aflift  my  daring  fong, 

Loofe  me  from  earth's  inclofure,  from  thtjiut's 

Contracted  circle  fet  my  heart  at  large  \ 

Eliminate  my  fpirit,  give  it  range  590 

Through  provinces  of  thought  yet  unexplored  5 

Teach  me,  by  this  ftupendous  fcaffolding, 

Creation's  golden  fteps,  to  climb  to  Thee, 

Teach  me  with  art  great  nature  to  control, 

And  fpread  a  luftre  o'er  the  /hades  of  night,  595 

Feel  I  thy  kind  affent  ?  and  ffiali  the  fun 

Be  fen  at  midnight,  rifing  in  my  fong  ? 

Lorenzo !  come,  and  warm  thee :  thou,  whofe  heart,- 
Whofe  little  heart,  is  moor'd  within  a  nook 
Of  this  obfcure  terreftrial,  anchor  weigh,  600 

Another  ocean  calls,  a  nobler  port ; 
I  am  thy  pilot,  I  thy  profperous  gale, " 
Gainful  thy  voyage  through  yon  azure  main  5 
Main,  without  tempeft,  pirate,  rock,  or  fhore  $ 
And  whence  thou  may'ft  import  eternal  wealth ;      605 
And  leave  to  beggar  d  minds  the  pearl  and  gold. 
Thy  travels  dolt  thou  boaft  o'er  foreign  realms  ?" 
Thou  Jiranger  to  the  world  I  thy  tour  begin  \ 
Thy  tour  through  nature's  univerfal  orb. 
Nature  delineates  her  whole  chart  It  large,  610 

On  foanng  fouls,  that  fail  among  the  fpheres  j 

C  3  And 
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And  man  how  purblind,  if  unknown  the  whole ! 

Who  circjes  fpacious  earthy  then  travels  here, 

Shall  own,  he  never  was  from  borne  before ! 

Come,  my  *  Prometheus,  from  thy  pointed  rock     615 

Offalfe  ambition  if  unchainM,  we  '11  mount j. 

We  *11,  innocently,  fteal  celeftial  fire, 

And  kindle  our  devotion  at  xhejfars; 

A  theft,  that  mall  not  chain,  but  fet  thee  free. 

Above  our  atmofphere's  inteftine  wars,  6»# 

Rain's  fountain-head,  the  magazine  of  hail  j 
Above  the  northern  nefts  of  featherM  fnows, 
The  brew  of  thunders,  and  the  flaming  forge 
That  forms  the  crooked  lightning ;  above  the  caves 
Where  infant  tempefts  wait  their  growing  wings,    625 
And  tune  their,  tender  voices  to  that  roar,  . 
Which  foon,  perhaps,  fhall  make  a  guilty  world  J. 
Above  miiconicrued  omens  of  the  fky, 
Far-travcl'd  comets1  calculated  blaze  j 
Elance  thy  thought,  and  think  of  more  than  man,  63* 
Thy  foul,  till  now,  contracted,  wither'd,  mrunk, 
Blighted  by  blafts  of  earth's  unwholfomc  air, 
Will  bloiioiii  hire  \  fpread  all  her  facilities 
To  tliLic  bi  ii.ht  ardours  ;  every  power  unfold, 
And  rife  Lr.o  1  lib!  unities  of  thought.  635 

Stars  teach,  as  well  o&jhine.     At  nature's  birth, 
Thus  their  commifiicn  ran — "  Be  kind  to  num.'"' 
Where  art  thou,  poor  benighted  traveller! 
The  .SV^/v  will  iio".jt  thee  5  though  the  Mean  mould  fail. 
Where  art  :hct:,  moie  benighted  !  more  aflray  !        64.0 

la. 
*  Night  the  Eighth. 
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In  ways  immoral  ?  The  Start  call  thee  back  5 
And,  if  obey'd  their  counfel,  fet  thee  right. 

This  profpeft  vaft,  what  is  it  ?-— Weigh'd  aright 
'Tis  nature's  fyftem  of  divinity, 

And  every  ftudent  of  the  Night  infpires.  >  .  64* 

*Tis  elder  Scripture,  writ  by  God's  own  hand  : 
Scripture  authentic  \  uncorrupt  by  man. 
Lorenzo  !  with  my  Radius  (the  rich  gift  l^ 

Of  thought  nocturnal!)  I  *11  point  out  to  thee 
Its  various  leflbns  j  fome  that  may  furprize  650 

An  un-adept  in  myfteries  of  Night ; 
Little,  perhaps,  expected  in  her  fchool, 
Nor  thought  to  grow  on  planet,  or  on  (tar. 
Bulls,  lions,  fcorpions,  monfters  here  we  feign  ; 
Ourfelves  more  monftrous,   not  to  fee  what  here  *  .655 
Exifts  indeed  ,>•— a  lecture  to  mankind. 

What  read  we  here  ? — Th*.  exiftence.  of  a  God  r 
Yes  ;  and  of  other  beings,  man  above  ; 
Natives  of  .^Ether  !   Sons  of  higher  climes  I 
And,  what  may  move  Lorenzo's  wonder  more,.       669 
Eternity  is  written  in  the  fkies. 
And  whofe  eternity  ? — Lorenzo  !   Thine ; 
Mankinds  eternity.     Nor  Faith  alone,  *  .    . 

Virtue  grows  here  j  here  fprings  the  lbvereign  cure 
Of  almoft  every  vice  ;  but  chiefly  Thine  ;  665. 

Wrath,  Pride,  Ambition,  and  impure  Dejire. 

Lorenzo !  Thou  cajnft  wake  at  midnight  too* 
Though  not  on  Morals  bent :   Ambition,  Pleafure  t 
Thofe  tyrants  I  for  Thee  fo  *  lately  fought, 

C  4.  AfFoui. 

*  *  Night  the  Eighth, 
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Afford  their  barafs'd  flaw  but  (lender  reft.  670 

Thou,  to  whom  midnight  is  immoral  noon, 

And  the  fun's  noon-tide  blaze,  prime  dawn  of  day; 

Not  by  thy  climate,  but. capricious  crime. 

Commencing  one  of  our  Antipodes  / 

In  thy  no&umal  rove,  one  moment  halt,  ©75- 

Twixt  ftage  and  .ftage,  of. riot,  and  cabal ; 

And  lift  thine  eye,  (if  bold  an  eye  to  lift, 

If  bold  to  meet  the  face,  of  injured  heaven) 

To  yonder  ftars :  For  other  ends  they  mine,. 

Than  to  light  revellers  from  frame  to  ftiame,  6S0 . 

And,  thus,  be  made  accomplices  in  guilt. 

Why  from  yon  arch,  that  infinite  offpace, 
With  infinite  of  lucid  orbs  replete,. 
Which  fet  the  living  firmament  on  fire, 
At  the  firft  glance,  in  fuch  an  overwhelm  685. 

Of  wonderful,  on  man's  aftoniuYd  fight,. 
Rufhcs  omnipotence  ?— To  curb  our  pride  j 
Our  reafen  roufe,  and  lead  it  to  that  power, 
Whofe  love  lets  down  thefe  filver  chains  of  light  j 
To  draw  up  man's  ambition  to  bi?nfelj\  69* 

And  bind  our  chafe  affections  to  his  throne. 
Thus  the  three  virtues,  leaft  alive  on  earth, 
And  welcomed  on  heaven's  coaft  with  moft  applaufe, 
An  bumble,  pure9  and  bea<venly -minded  heart, 
Are  here  infpir'd  :— And  canft  thou  gaze  too. long  ?  695 

Nor  flands  thy  ivrath  deprived  of  its  repooof, 
Or  un-upbraided  by  this  radiant  choir. 
The  planets  of  each  fyftem  reprefent 
Kind  neighbours  j  mutual  amity  prevails  j 

Sweets 
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Sweet  interchange:  of  rays*  receiv'oV  return'd  $         700 

Enlightening,  and  enlighten'di  All*  at  once*  , 

Attracting,  and -attracted  !  Patriot-like, 

None  fins  againfi  the  welfare  of.  the  whole  $- 

But  their  reciprocal,  unfelfifh  aid, 

Affords  an  emblem  of  millennial  love..  705 

Nothing  in  nature,  much  lefs  conjeioas  being, 

Was  e'er  created  folely  for  itfelf ;. 

Thus  man  his  fovereign  duty  learns  in  this 

Material  pi&ore  of  benevolence.. 

And  know,  of  all  our  fupercilious  race,  710 

Thou  moft  inflammable  1  Thou  wafp  of  men! 
Man's  angry  heart,  infpe3ed,  would  be  found 
As  rightly  fet,  as  are  the  ftarry  ipheres  j 
'Tis  nature's  ftructura,  broke  by  ftubboxa  ov/V/,  , 
Breeds  all  that  un-celeflial  difcord  there-  715. 

Wilt  thou  not  feel  the  bias  nature  gave  ? 
Canft  thou  defcend  from  converfe  with  the  flues, 
And  feize  thy  brother's  throat  ?— For  what— a  clod,  , 
An  inch  of  earth?  The  planets  cry,  "  Forbear," 
They  chace  our  double  darknefs  j  .nature's  gloom,  .720 
And  (kinder  dill  1)  our  intellectual  night. 

And  fee,  days  amiable  fifter  fends 
Her  invitation,  in  the  fofteit  rays 
Of  mitigated  luftre ;  courts  thy  fight,. 
Which  fuffers  from  her  tyrant- brother's  blaze.         725. 
Night  grants  thee  the  full  freedom  of  the  ikies, 
Nor  rudely  reprimands  thy  lifted  eye  $ 
With  gain,  and  joy,  fhe  bribes  thee  to  be  wife. 
Night  opes  the  nobleft  fcenes,  and  (beds  an  awe, 

Which. 
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Which  gives  thofe  venerable  fcenes  full  weight,        75© 

And  deep* reception,  in  trf  intender'd  heart; 

While  light  peeps  through  the  darknefs,  like  a  fpy  j 

And  darknefs  fhews  its  grandeur  by  the  light. 

Nor  is  the  profit  greater  than  the  joy, 

If  human  hearts  at  glorious  objects  glow,  735 

And  admiration  can  infpire  delight. 

What  fpeak  I  more,  than  I,  This  moment,  feel  j- 
With  pleafmg'ftupor  firft  the  foul  is  ftmck 
(Stupor  ordained  to  make  her  truly  wife!) 
Then  into  tranfport  ftarting  from  her  trance,  740 

With  love,  and  admiration,  how  me  glows  ! 
This  gorgeous  apparatus  !  This  difplay  ! 
This  oftentation  of  creative  power  ! 
This  theatre  '.—what  eye  can  take  it  in  ? 
By  what ( divine  enchantment  was  it  rais'd,  74.C 

For  minds  of  the  firft  magnitude  to  launch 

In  endlifs  fpeculation,  and  adore  ? 

One  fun  by  day,  by  nipit  Trn  tkettfaxd  fiiine  ; 

And  light  us  deep  into  the  Deity ; 

How  boundlefs  in  magnificence  and  might!  750 

O  what  a  confluence  of  ethereal  fires, 

Form  urns  un-numbered,  down  the  fteep  of  heaven, 

Streams  to  a  point,  and  centres  in  my  fight  ! 

Nor  tarries  there ;  I  feel  it  at  my  heart. 

My  heart,  at  once,  it  humbles,  and  exalts  5  755 

Lays  it  in  duft,  and  calls  it  to  the  ficics. 

Who  fees  it  unexalted  ?  or  unawM  ? 

Who  fees  it,  and  can  Hop  at  what  is  fetn  ? 

Material  offspring  of  Omnipotence  ! 

Inanimate, 
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aate,  all -animating  birth  I  760 

:  worthy  Him  who  made  it !  Worthy  praifel 
ratft  I  praife  more  than  human  1  nor  deny'd 
»raiie  /)/i/i«*/— But  though  man,  drown'd  in  fleep, 
-holds  his  homage,  not  alone  I  wake  j 
t  legion s:fwarm  unfeen,  and  ling,  unheard     76.5 
ortal  ear,  the  glorious  Architect,- 
lis  His  univerfal  temple  hung  • 
luftres,  with  innumerable  lights,-  ■* 
fhed  4Fcligion  on  the  foul  ;  at  once, 
Temple ',  and  the  Preacher  !  O  how  loud  770 

Is  devotion !  genuine  growth  of  night  /• 
/oWon  !  daughter  of  aftronomy  !■ 
nde<VQUt  aftronomer  is  mad', 
j  All  things  fpeak  a  God ;  but  in  the  fmall, 
trace  out  Him ;  in  great,  He  feizes  man'j         775; 
;,  and  elevates,  and  wraps,  and  fills 
new  inquiries,  "mid  affociates  new. 
me,  ye  ftars  !  ye  planets-!  tell  me,  all 
arrM,  and  plancted,  inhabitants!  What  is  it  ? 
t  are  thefe  fons  of  wonder  ?  Say,  proud  arch,  7  So 
hin  whofe  azure  palaces  they  dwell) 
with  divine  ambition  !  in  difdain 
nit  built !  built  in  the  tafte  of  heaven  ! 
concave  !  ample  dome  !  waft  thou  deftgn'd* 
:et  apartment  for  the  Deity  ? —  785 

b  ;  That  thought  alone  thy  ftate  impairs, 
lofty  finks,  and  mallows  thy  profcund, 
lfcreightens  thy  dijufi<ve ;  dwarfs  the  whole, 
makes  an  univcric  an  Orrery, 

But 
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But  when  I  drop  mine  eye,  and  look  on  man, 

»Thy  tight  regainM,  thy  grandeur  is  reft  or*  d, 
O  Maturtt  wide  fties  off  the  expanding  round, 
Ag  when  whole  magazine*,  at  once,  are  fir'd, 

IThe  fmitten  sir  is  hollo w*d  by  the  blow; 
The  raft  difplofion  dHHpates  the  clouds  $ 
Shock'd  aether's  billows  dafti  the  diftant  Odea  $ 
Thus  (but  far  more)  th*  expanding  round  flies  oft 
And  leave*  a  mighty  void,  a  fpacious  womb, 

^lV1^ght  teem  with  new  creation  ;  re-inflanVd 
Thy  luminaries  triumph  t  and  a  flume 
Divinity  themfclvcs.     Nor  was  it  ftrange, 
Matter  high -wrought  to  fiich  furprizing  pomp, 
Such  godlike  glory,  ftole  the  ftylc  of  gods, 
From  ages  dark*  obtufe,  and  fteepM  mfenfi  j 
For,  fure,  to  fi/tfis  they  truly  are  divine;  s_: 

And  half-abfolv'd  idolatry  from  guilt; 
Nay,  turned  it  into  virtue.     Such  it  turn 
In  tho&j  who  put  forth  all  they  had  of  max 
Unloft,  to  J  t  ft  their  though r,  nor  mounted  higher  j 
But,  weak  of  wings,  on  planets  perch' d  t  and  thought  &i* 
What  was  their  higheft>  muft  be  their  ndor'd. 

But  They  how  <we#kt  who   could  no  higher  mouat  f 
And  are  I  here,  then,  Lorenzo  !  Thofe,  to  whom 
Unfeen,  and  Unexiltent,  are  the  fame  I 
And  if  incomprehenfible  is  joined,  I?  5 

Who  dare  pronounce  it  raadnefs,  to  bttipvg? 
Why  has  the  mighty  Builder  thrown  aiide 
All  meafure  in  His  work  *  ftretchd  out  His  fine 
$0  far,  and  fpread  amazement  o'er  the  whoie  f 

Then 
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(as.  Jjetoofc.  Might  in  vfi^e  extremes),  JUo 

in  the  bofom,  of  His  unjverfe, 
:  down  that  reafoumg  mite,  that  i$ie&,  «**, 
-awl,  and  gage*  and  wonder  at  the  fcene  ? — 
man  might  ne%  prefume  to  plead  amazement 
ifbe Uef  of  wonders  in  bwtfdf.  l*s 

God  he  left  miraculous,  than  what 
and  has  fornaud  ?  Shall  mjfteries  defcend 
unrxyft*rioHs  ?  Things  more  elevate, 
>re  familiar  ?  Uncreated  He 
obvious  than  Created,  t*  the  grafp  3  30 

iman  thought  ?  The  more  -of  wonderful 
ird  in  Him,  the  «wr*  we  ihouid  aflent, 
L  we  conceive  /f*»,  God  He  could  not  be; 
'  not.Gody  or  we  could  not  be  men. 
d  alone  can  comprehend  a  God ;  $35 

diftance  howimmenfe !  On  fuch  a  theme, 

*  this,  Lorenzo  I  (feero  it  ne'er  fo  ftrange) 
tig  zzxifatisfy,  but  what  confounds  $ 

rig,  but  what  aft  unifies,  is  true 

bene  thou,  feeft,  attefts  the  .truth  I  fing,  $40 

svery  ftar  fheds  light  upon  thy  creed. 

fan, 'this  furniture,  this  coir  of  heaven, 

reported,  thou  hadft  ne'er  beiiev'd  ; 
line  eyettlh  thee,  the  romance  is  true, 
jand  of  nature  is  th*  Almighty's  oath,  $4,5 

f/wrV  court,  t»  filencc  unbelief. 

*  my  mind,  opening  at  this  fcene,  imbibes 
aoral  emanations  of  the  flcies, 

:  nought,  .perhaps,  Lorenst  lefs,  admires ! 

Has 
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Has 'the  Great  Sovereign  fent  ten  thoufand  worlds 

To  tell  us,  He  refides  above  them  All, 

In  glory's  unapproachable  recefs  ? 

And  dare  earths  bold  inhabitants  deny 

The  fumptuous,  the  magnific  embafly 

A  moment's  audience  ?  Turn  we,  nor  will  hear 

From  whom  they  come,  or  what  they  would  impai 

For  man's  emolument ;  fole  caufe  that  ftoops 

Their  grandeur  to  man's  eye  ?  Lorenzo  !•  roufe  % 

Let  thought,  awaken'd,  take  the  lightning's  wing, 

And»  glance  from  eaft  to  weft,  from  pole -to  pole. 

Who  fees,  but  is  confounded,  or  convine'd  ? 

Renounces  Reafon,  or  a  God  adores  ? 

Mankind  was  fent  into  the  world  toy#*  : 

Sight  gives  the-  fcience  needful  to  their  peace  j 

That  obvious  fcience  afks  fmall  learning's  aid. 

Wouldft  thou  on  metaphyfic  pinions  foar  ? 

Or  wound  thy  patience  amid  logic  thorns  ? 

Or  travel  hiftory's  enormous  round  ? 

Nature  no  fuch  hard  talk  injoins  :  She  gave 

A  make  to  man  directive  of  his  thought ; 

A  m:;Ke  ll-t  upright,  pointing  to  the  ftars, 

As  who  Jhall  fay,  "  Read  thy  chief  leflbn  there." 

Too  !;Uf  to  read  this  manufcript  of  heaven, 

Wl;;.*!-.,  Lice  a  parchment-fcroll,  fUrunk  up  by  flam 

II  -IV.  ds  Lorenzo's  leflbn  from  his  light. 

Leflbn  how  various  !   Not  the  God  alone, 
I  \\i  Mis  Minificrs  ;  I  lee,  diffus'd 
In  lsdiunt  ciders,  eflences  iiiblime, 
Oj  vaiiO'vii  offices,  of  various  plume, 
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In  heavenly  liveries,  distinctly  clad,  880  < 

Azure,  green,  purple,  pearl,  or  downy  gold, 
Or  all  coramix'd  ;.  they  ftand,  with  wings  outfpread, 
Liftening  to  catch  the  Mailer's  leaft  command,. 
And  fly  through  Nature*  ere  the  moment  ends  ; 
Numbers  innumerable  !— Well  conceived  885 

By  Pagan,  and  by  Chriftian I  O'er  each  fphere 
Prefides  an  angel,  to  direct  its  courfe, 
And  feed,  or  fan,  its  flames  j  or  to  difcharge 
Other  high  trufts  unknown.     For  who  can  fee 
Such  pomp  of  matter,  and  imagine,  Mind,  890 

For  which  alone  Inanimate  was  made, 
More  fparingly  difpens'd  ?  That  nobler  fon, 
Far  liker  the  great  Sire  !— 'Tis  thus  the  ikies 
Inform  us  of  fuperiors  numberlefs, 
As  jnuch,  in  Excellence*  above  mankind,  895 

As  above  Earthy  in  Magnitude,  the  Spheres* 
Tbefe,  as  a  cloud  of  witnefles,  hang  o'er  us  j 
In  a  throngM  theatre  are  all  our  deeds  j 
perhaps,  a  thoufand  demigods  defcend 
Or  .every  beam  we  fee,  to  walk  with  -men*  900 

Aweful  reflection  !  Strong  reftraint  from  ill ! 
Yet,  here,  our  virtue  finds  ftill  (Longer  aid 
From  thefe  ethereal  glories  Senfe  furveys. 
Something,  like  magic,  ftrikes  from  this  blue  vault ; 
With  juft  attention  is  it  ariew'd  ?  We  feel  905 

A  fudden  Aiccour,  onimplor'd,  unthoughtj 
Nature  herfeif  does  half  the  work  of  Man, 
-Seme,  rivers,  mountains,  forefts,  defarts,  rocks,       , 
The  promontory  «  height,  the  depth  profound 

#*  Of 
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<Of  fubterrancan,  excavated  grots, 

Black  brow'd,  and  vaulted  highj  ami  yawning  wide 

From  Natstrfs  ftrufture,  or  the  fcoop  of  *Timt  \ 

jIf  ample  of  dimenffon,  vaft  of  fae, 
Ev*n  Theft  an  aggrandizing  impulfe  give  j 
Of  folemn  thought  enthunaftk  heights 
Ev*n  Ti(/*r  infufe. — But  what  of  vaft  m  Theft  f 
Nothing  \— -or  we  mv ft  own  the  fkies  forgot. 
Much  lefs  in  £rt.— Vain  jfr ?  /  Thou  pigmy  power? 
How  doft  thou  fwel!  and  ftrut,  with  hum^n  pride, 
To  mew  thy  Itttienefs  !  What  childifli  toys, 
Thy  watery  columns  fquirted  to  the  clouds  I 
Thy  bafon'd  rivers,  and  imprifon'd  feas  J 
Thy  mountains  moulded  into  forma  of  naen  ! 
Thy  hundred-gated  Capitals!  or  Thofe 
Where  three  days  travel  left  us  much  to  ride  ; 

'  •  Gazing  on  miracles  by  mortals  wrought, 
Arches  triumphal,  theatres  immenfe, 
■Or  nodding  Gardens  pendent  in  mid-air! 
Or  Temples  proud  to  inta  their  God*  half-way  ! 
Yet  Theft  affeifc  us  in  no  common  kind. 
What  then  the  force  of  fucli  fuperior  fccnaa  > 
/Enter  a  temple,  it  will  fti  ike  an  awe  s 
What  awe  from  This  the  Detty  has  built  f  • 
J^GeoJ  Man  feen,  though  fdent,  cot  in  ft  I  gives  i 
The  touch1  d  fpedtatar  wi  flies  to  be  wife  i  *\j 

In  a  bright  mirror  His  own  hand  a  have  made. 
Here  we  fee  fomething  like  the  face  of  God. 

-Seems  \t  not  then  enough,  to  fay,  Lorenzo  I 
To  man  abandon1*!,  "  Haj{  ibvuj&H  the  fkies  P1 

*S  Ami 
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And  yet,  fo  thwarted  nature's  kind  defign  940 

By  daring  nlan,  he  makes  her  facred  awe 
(That  guard  from  ill)  his  fnelter,  his  temptation 
To  more  than  common  guilt,  and  quite,  inverts 
CeJeftial  art's  intent.    The  trembling  ftars 
See  crimes  gigantic,  ftalking  through  the  gloom      945 
With  front  ere&,  that  hide  their  head  by  day, 
And  making  night  ftill  darker  by  their  deeds. 
Slumbering  in  covert,  till  the  fhades  defcend, 
Rapine  and  Murder,  link'd,  now  prowl  for  prey* 
The  mifer  earths  his  treafure  5  and  the  thief,  950 

Watching  the  mole,  half-beggars  him  ere  morn. 
Now  Plots,  and  foul  Con/piracies,  awake  j 
And,  muffling  up  their  horrors  from  the  moon, 
Ilavock  and  devaftation  they  prepare, 
And  kingdoms  tottering  in  the  field  of  blood.         955 
Now  fons  of  riot  in  mid-revel  rage. 
What  (hall  I  do  •  — Supprefs  it  ?  or  proclaim  ?— 
Why  Jleeps  the  thunder  ?  Now,  Lorenzo  !  now, 
His  beft  friend's  couch  the  rank  adulterer 
Afcends  fecure ;  and  laughs  at  gods  and  men.         960 
Prepofterous  madmen,  void  of  fear  or  fhame, 
Lay  their  crimes  bare  to  thefe  chafte  eyes  of  heaven ; 
Yet  fhrink,  and  fliudder,  at  a  mortal's  fight. 
Were  moon,  and  ftars,  for  villains  only  made  ? 
To  guide,  yet  fcreen  them,  with  tenebrious  light?  965 
No  j  they  were  made  to  fafhion  the  fublime 
Of  human  hearts,  and  <wijer  make  the  Wife. 

Thofc  end*  were  anfwer'd  once ;  when  mortals  livM 
Or'  '.troiirvr  wing,  of  aquiline  afcent 

Vol.  III.  D  In 
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In  theory  fublime.     O  how  unlike  970 

Thofe  vermin  of  the  night,  this  moment  fung, 

Who  crawl  on  Earth,  and  on  her  venom  feed  I 

Thofe  antient  fages,  Human  ftars  !  They  met 

Their  brothers  of  the  Skies,  at  midnight  hour  5 

Their  counfel  afk'd  ;  and,  what  they  aflc'd,  obey' J.  97$ 

The  Stagirite,  and  Plato,  He  who  drank 

The  poifonM  bowl,  and  He  of  Tufculum, 

With  him  of  Corduba  (immortal  names  !) 

In  thefe  unbounded,  and  Elyfian,"  walks, 

An  area  fit  for  Gods,  and  Godlike  men,  '  ggo 

They  took  their  nightly  round,   through  radiant  paths 

By  Seraphs  trod  j  inftru&ed,  chiefly,  thus, 

To  tread  in  Their  bright  footfteps  here  below  5 

To  walk  in  worth  ftill  brighter  than  the  Ikies* 

There  they  contracted  their  contempt  of  Earth ;       985 

Of  hopes  eternal  kindled,  There,  the  fire  5 

There,  as  in  near  approach,  they  glo\v\I,  and  grew 

(Great  vifitants  !)  more  intimate  with  God, 

More  worth  to  Men,  more  joyous  to  Themfcl<ves. 

Through  'various  Virtues,  they,  with  ardour,  ran    990 

The  Zodiac  of  their  learr/d,  illuftrious  lives. 

In  Chriftian  hearts,  O  for  a  Pagan  zeal  ! 
A  needful,  but  opprobrious  prayer  !  as  much 
Our  Ardmr  Lefs,  as  Greater  is  our  Light, 
HowmonftrousThisinMora/j/  Scarce  more  ftrange  995 
Would  this  Phenomenon  in  nature  ftrike, 
A  Sun,  that  froze  her,  or  a  Star,  that  warm'd. 
What  taught  thefe  heroes  of  the  moral  world  ? 
To  thefe  thou  giv'ft  thy  Prai/e,  give  Credit  too. 

Thefe 
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Thcfe  doctors  ne'er  were  penfionM  to  deceive  thee 5  1000 

And  Pagan  tutors  are  thy  tafte.— They  taught, 

That,  narrow  views  betray  to  mifery : 

That,  wife  it  is  to  comprehend  the  whole  : 

That,  Virtue,  rofe  from  Nature,  ponder'd  well, 

Thcfmgle  bafe  of  Virtue  built  to  heaven  :  1005 

That  God,  and  Nature,  our  attention  claim  t 

That,  Nature  is  the  glafs  reflecting  God, 

As,  by  the  Sea,  reflected  is  the  Sun, 

Too  glorious  to  be  gaz'd  on  in  his  fpher* : 

That,  Mind  immortal  loves  immortal  aims :  1010 

That,  boundlefs  Mind  affefts  a  boundlefs  Space : 

That  vaft  furveys,  and  the  fublime  of  things, 

The  foul  aftimilate,  and  make  her  great : 

That,  therefore,  heaven  her  glories,  as  a  fund 

Of  infpiration,  thus  fpreads  out  to  man.  1015 

Such  ape  their  doctrines  5  fucb  the  Nigbt  infpir'd. 

And  what  more  true  ?  What  truth  of  greater  weight  ? 
The  foul  of  man  was  made  to  walk  the  fkies  j 
Delightful  outlet  of  her  prifon  Here! 
There,  difmcumber'd  from  her  chains,  the  ties       ioi# 
Of  toys  terrcftrial,  me  can  rove  at  large, 
There,  freely  can  refpire,  drlate,  extend, 
In  full  proportion  let  loofe  all  her  powers  ; 
And,  undeluded,  grafp  at  fomething  great. 
Nor,  s.s  a  ftmnger,  does  fhe  wander  there  ;  1075 

.But,  wonderful  herielf,  through  wonder  ftraysj 
Contemplating  their  grandeur,  firds  her  own-, 
Dives  deep  in  their  ccconomy  divine, 
Si  if  high  in  judgment  on  their  various  law3, 

D  i  Anil, 
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And,  like  a  matter,  judges  not  amifs.  1*3* 

Hence  greatly  pleas'd,  and  juftly  proud,  the  foul 

Grows  confcious  of  her  birth  celeftial  j  breathes 

More  life,  more  vigour,  in  her  native  air  $ 

And  feels  herfelf  at  borne  amongft  the  ftars  $ 

And,  feeling,  emulates  her  country's  praife.  1035 

What  call  we,  then,  the  firmament,  Lorenzo  ?— 
As  Earth  the  body,  fince,  the  Skies  fuftain 
The  foul  with  food,  that  gives  immortal  life, 
Call  it,  The  noble  pafture  of  the  Mind-, 
Which  there  expatiates,  ftrengthens,  and  exults,  104* 
And  riots  through  the  luxuries  of  thought. 
Call  it,  The  Garden  of  the  Deity, 
BlofTom'd  with  ftars,  redundant  in  the  growth 
Of  fruit  ambrofial  5  moral  fruit  to  man. 
Call  it,  The  breaft-platc  of  the  true  High-prieft,   1045 
Ardent  with  gems  oracular,  that  give, 
In  points  of  highefl:  moment,  right  refponle  j 
And  ill  negle&ed,  if  we  prize  our  peace. 

Thus,  have  we  found  a  true  aftrology  ; 
Thus,  have  we  found  a  new,  and  noble  fenfe,        1050 
In  which  alone  fta-s  govern  human  fates. 
O  that  the  Stars  (as  fome  have  feignM)  let  fall 
Bloodflied,  and  havock,  on  embattled  realms, 
And  refcued  Monarcbs  from  fo  black  a  guilt ! 
Bourbon  !  this  wifh  how  generous  in  a  foe  !  1055 

Would  ft  thou  be  great,  wouldft  thou  become  a  God, 
And  flick  thy  deathlefs  name  among  the  ftars, 
For  mighty  conquefts  on  a  needle's  point  ? 
Inftead  of  forging  chains  fcr  foreigners, 

Baflilt 
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Bafiile  thy  Tutor :  Grandeur  all  thy  aim  ?  1060 

As  yet  thou  know'ft  not  what  it  is :  how  great, 
How  glorious,  then,  appears  the  Mind  of  man, 
When  in  it  all  the  ftars,  and  planets,  roll  1 
And  what  it  feems,  it  // :  Great  objefts  make 
Great  minds,  enlarging  as  their  views  enlarge  5     1065 
Tbofe  ftill  more  Godlike,  as  Tbefe  more  divine. 

And  more  divine  than  Tkefe9  thou  canft  not  fee. 
Dazzled,  o'er-power'd,  with  the  delicious  draught 
Of  mifcellaneous  fplendors,  how  I  reel 
From  thought  to  thought,  inebriate,  without  end !    1070 
An  Eden,  this  !  a  Paradife  unhfl! 
I  meet  the  Deity  in  every  view, 
And  tremble  at  my  nakednefs  before  him  I 
O  that  I  could  but  reach  the  Tree  of  Life  ! 
For  Here  it  grows,  unguarded  from  our  tafte  ;       1075* 
No  Elaming  Sword  denies  our  entrance  Here ; 
Would  man  but  gather,  he  might  live  for  ever* 

Lorenzo  !  much  of  Moral  haft  thou  feen.  < 

Of  curious  arts  art  thou  more  fbnd  ?  Then  mark 
The  Mathematic  glories  of  the  ikies,  xoSa 

In  number,  weight,  and  meafure,  all  ordain'd. 
Lorenzo's  boafted  builders,  Chance t  and  Fate, 
Are  left  to  finifti  his  aerial  towers  j 
Wtfdom  and  Choice,  their  well-known  characters 
Here  deep  imprefs  ;  and  claim  it  for  their  own.      1085 
Though  fplendid  all,  no  {plenddr  void  of  ufe  j 
Ufe  rivals  Beauty  5  Art  contends  with  ?vwer\ 
No  wanton  wafte,  amid  eflfufe  expence  5 
The  great  Oeconomift  adjufting  all 

D  s  To 
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To  prudent  pomp,  magnificently  wife.  io^% 

How  rich  the  profpeft  !  and  for  ever  new  ! 

And  neiueft  to  the  man  that  views  it  mofi ; 

For  newer  (till  in  infinite  fucceeds. 

Then,  thefe  aerial  racers,  O  how  fwift ! 

How  the  fhaft  loiters  from  the  ftrongeft  firing  !      1095 

Spirit  alone  can  diftance  the  career. 

Orb  above  orb  afcending  without  end  ! 

Circle  in  circle,  without  end,  inclos'd  I 

Wheel,  within  wheel  5  Ezekiel !  like  to  thine  ! 
Like  thine,  it  feems  a  vifion  or  a  dream  j  iroo 

Though  ften>  we  labour  to  believe  it  true  I 
What  involution !  what  extent !  what  fwarms 
Of  worlds,  that  laugh  at  Earth  I  immenfely  great  I 
Immenfely  diftant  from  each  other's  fpheres  \. 
What,  then,  the  wondrous  Space  through  which  they 
roll  ?  1 1 05 

At  once  it.  quite  ingulphs  all  human  tiioughtj 
'Tis  comprr.hcnfion's  abfolute  defeat. 

Nor  think  thou  feeft  a  wild  diforder  here  ; 
Through  this  illuftrious  chaos  to  the  fight, 
Arrangement  neat,  and  chafteft  order,  reign.  mo 

The  p:ith  prefcrib'd,  inviolably  k?pt, 
Upbr::ids  the  lav/1  cfs  fallies  of  n:;ti.&ind. 
Worlds,  ever  thwarting,  never  interfere ; 
What  knots  arc  ty\l!  How  foon  are  they  diurblv"d, 
And  fct  the  fceming  marryM  planets  free  !  11 15 

They  rove  for  ever,  without  error  rove  ; 
<'  -nt.ifion  unconfus'd  1  nor  lefs  admire 
t;.v.,ult  untumultuous  j  all  on  wing  ! 

In 
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In  motion,  all !  yet  what  profound  repofe  ! 

What  fervid  action,  yet  no  noife  !  as  aw'd  iiio 

To  filence,  by  the  prefence  of  their  Lord  ) 

Or  huuVd  by  His  command,  in  love  to  man, 

And  bid  let  fall  foft  beams  on  human  reft, 

Reftlefs  themfelves.     On  yon  coerulean  plain, 

In  exultation  to  Their  God,  and,  Thine,  1115, 

They  dance,  they  fing  eternal  jubilee, 

Eternal  celebration  of  His  praife. 

But,  fince  their  Song  arrives  not  at  our  ear, 

Their  Dance  perplex'd  exhibits  to  the  fight 

Fair  Hieroglyphic  of  His  peerlefs  power.  11 30 

Mark,  how  the  Lahyrinthidn  turns  they  take, 

The  circles  intricate,  and  myftic  maze, 

Weave  the  grand  cypher  of' Omnipotence  ; 

To  Gods,  how  great!  how  legible  to  Man  /;' 

Leaves  fo  much  wonder  greater  wonder  (till  ?     1135 
Where  are  the  pillars  that  fupport  the  flues  ? 
What  more  than  Atlantean  moulder  props 
Th'  incumbent  load  >  what  magic,  what  ftrange  art; 
In  fluid  air  thefe  ponderous  orbs  fuftains  ? 
Who  would  not  think  them  hung  in  golden  chains  ?— 
And  fo  they  are ;  in  the,  high  will*  of  heaven, 
Which  fixes  all ;  makes  adamant  of  air, 
Or  air  of  adamant ;  makes  all  of  nought, 
Or  nought  of  all  5  iffucb  the  dread  decree. 

Imagine  from  their  deep  foundations  torn  1*45 

The  moft  gigantic  fons  of  earth,  the  broad 
And  towering  Alps,  all  toft  into  the  Tea ; 
And,  light  as  down,  or  volatile  at  air, 

D  4.  Their 
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Their  bulks  enormous,  dancing  on  the  waves, 

In  time,  and  meafure,  exquifite;  while  all  1150 

The  winds,  in  emulation  of  the  fpheres, 

Tune  their  fonorous  inftruments  aloft  j 

The  concert  fwell,  and  animate  the  ball. 

Would  this  appear  amazing  ?  What,  then,  worlds, 

In  a  far  thinner  element  fuftain'd,  1155 

And  acting  the  fame  part,  with  greater  (kill, 

More  rapid  movement,  and  for  nobleft  ends? 

More  obvious  ends,  to  pafs,  are  not  thefe  ftars 
The  feats  majeftic,  proud  imperial  thrones, 
On  which  angelic  delegates  of  heaven,  •    1 160 

At  certain  periods,  as  the  Sovereign  nods, 
Difcharge  high  trufts  of  Vengeance,  or  of  Love; 
To  clothe,  in  outward  grandeur,  grand  defign, 
And  .a&s  moft  folemn  ftill  more  folemnize  ? 
Yc  Citizens  of  air  !  what  ardent  thanks,  1165 

What  full  effufion  of  the  grateful  heart, 
Is  clue  from  man  indulged  in  fuch  a  fight ! 
A  fight  lb  noble  !  and  a  fight  fo  kind  ! 
It  drops  nenju  truths  at  every  new  furvey  ! 
Tecls  not  Lorenzo  fomething  ftir  within,  1170 

That  fweeps  away  all  period  ?  As  thefe  fpheres 
Mcafuri'  duration,  they  no  lefs  infpire 
The  Godlike  hope  of  ages  without  end. 
The  bound! cis  Space,  through  which  thefe  rovers  take 
Their  reiki's  roam,  fuggefts  the  filler  thought       1175 
Of  boundiefs  lime.     Thus,  by  kind  Nature  s  (kill, 
To  man  un-labour'd,  that  important  gucft, 
Eternity,  finds  entrance  at  the  Sights 

And 
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And  an  Eternity,  for  man  ordain'd, 
Or  thefe  his  deftin'd  midnight  CQunfellors,  21  So 

The  Stars,  had  never  whifper'd  it  to  man. 
Nature  informs,  but  ne'er  infults,  her  Cons. 
Could  fhe  then  kindle  the  raoft  ardent  wifh 
To  difappoint  it  ?— That  is  blafphemy. 
Thus,  of  thy  creed  a  fecond  article,  11S5 

Momentous,  as  the  exigence  of  a  God, 
Is  found  (as  I  conceive)  where  rarely  fought ; 
And  thou  may'it  read  thy  Soul  immortal.  Here* 
Here,  then,  Lorenzo  1  on  thefe  glories  dwell  5 
Nor  want  the  gilt,  illuminated,  roof,  1199 

That  calls  the  wretched  Gay  to  dark  delights. 
AjJc/nbUes  ?— This  is  one  divinely  bright ; 
Here,  un -endangered  in  health,  wealth,  or  fame. 
Range  through  the  faireft,  and  the  Sultan  (corn. 
He,  wife  as  Tbou,  no  Crefcent  holds  fo  fair,  1195 

A;  that,  which  on  his  turbant  awes  a  world; 
And  thinks  the  Moon  is  proud  to  copy  him. 
Look  on  her,  and  gain  more  than  worlds  can  give, 
A  mind  fuperior  to  the  charms  of  Power* 
Thou  muffled  in  delulions  of  this  life !  iiooc 

Can  yonder  Moon  turn  ocean  in  his  bed, 
From  ride  to  fide,  in  conftant  ebb  and  flow, 
And  purify  from  ltcr.ch  his  watery  realms  ? 
And  fails  her  moral  influence?  wants  (he  power 
To  turn  Lorenzo's  ftubborn  tide  of  thought  1105 

From  ftagnating  on  Earth's  infected  more, 
And  purge  from  nuilancc  his  corrupted  heart  ? 
Fails  her  attraction  when  it  draws  to*heaven? 

Nay 
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Nay,  and  to  what  thou  valneft »«ne,  AMVjey  r 
Minds  elevate,  and'  panting  for  XJ*fri*i "  ^ft 

And  defecate  from  Serrfr,  alone  obtain/ -'A- 
Fall  relifh  o£ex3ft«ce  un -deflower**  >     - 

TheIi//ofKfo,tbeZ^of  woridJybKJir'    ^  '  •• 
All  elfe  on  earth  amounts—to  what  f  T<a  9aVu* ■;.■■ 
«  Bad  to  be  Suffer* i\  blcffingt  to«be  1*0  ***  '^  •« 
Earths  richeft  mrentorr  boafb  no  raore*  V(- 

Of  higher  fcenet  be,  then,  the  call  obeyed.. 
O  let  me  gaae  l--Of  gazing  there  V  no  end. 
O  let  me  think !— Thought  too  it  wilde? &bmyXAi 
Id  mid-way  flight  imagination  tirea  5  yi% 

Yet  foon  re-prone*  her  wing  to  fear  aaew>  "*  *■ 

Her  point  unable  $0  forbear*  or  gain-}    ■  ■■•■■■        . 
So^^^thepleafare,-foj>rq/ww</the  pla»1,' .       »r 
A  banquet,  this,  where  men  and  angels  meet, 
Eat  the  fame  Manna,  mingle  earth  and  heaven.     13 
How  diftant  fome  of  thefe  no&urnal  funs  !* 
So  diftant  (fays  the  fage),  t  were  not  abfurd 
To  doubt,  if  beams,  fet  out  at  Nature's  birth", 
Are  yet  arriv'd  at  this  fo  foreign  world  j 
Though  nothing  half  fo  rapid  as  their  flight.  u 

An  eye  of  awe  and  wonder  let  me  roll, 
And  roll  for-  ever  t  who  can  fatiate  fight 
lnfucb  a  fcene  ?  in  fuch  an- ocean  wide 
Of  deep. aftoni foment?  where  depth,  height,  breadth 
Are  loft  in  their  extremes  5  and  where  to  count,    is 
The  thick- fown  glories  in  this  field  of  fire, 
Perhaps  a-  Seraph's  computation  fails. 
Now,  go,,  Ambitk&l  boaft  thy  boundlefs  might 
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In  conqueft  o'er  the  tenth  part  of  *a  grain. 

And  yet  Lorenzo  calls  for  miracles,  124© 

To  give  his  tottering  faith  a  folid  bafe. 
Why  call  for  left  than  is  already  thine  ? 
Thou  art  no  novice  in  theology ; 
What  is  a  Miracle  ? — Tis  a  reproach* 
*Tis  an  implicit  fatire,  on  mankind;  1245 

And  while  it  fatisfies,  it  cenfures  too. 
To  common  fenfe,  great  Nature' 's  courfe  proclaims 
A  Deity  :  when  mankind  falls  afleep, 
A  Miracle  is  fent,  as  an  alarm 5 
To  wake  the  world,  and  prove  Him  o'er  again,      125* 
By  recent  argument,  but  not  more  flrong. 
Say,  which  imports  more  plenitude  of  power, 
Or  nature's  laws  to-  fix,  or  to  repeal  t 
To  make  a  fun,  or  flop  his  mid  career  ? 
To  countermand  his  orders,  and  fend  back  1255 

The  flaming  courier  to  the  frighted  Eafl, 
Warm'd,  and  aftonifiVd,  at  his  evening  ray  ? 
Or  bid  the  Moon,  as  with  her  journey  tir'd, 
In  Ajalon's  foft,  flowery  vale  repoie  ? 
Great  things  are  thefe ;  ftill  greater,  to  create*        1260 
From  Adam's  bower  look  down  through  the  whole  train 
Of  miracles  j — refiitlefs  is  their  power  ? 
They  do  not,  can  not,  more  amaze  the  mind*, 
Than  this,  calTd  un-miraculous  furvey, 
If  duly  weigh' d,  if  rationally  feen,  1265 

If  feen  with  human  eyes.    The  Brute,  indeed, 
Sees  nought  but  Spangles  here  ;  the  Fool,  no  more. 
Say' ft  thou,  "  The  courfe  of  Nature  govern*  all  H" 

The 
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The  Courfe  of  Nature  is  the  Art  of  God. 

The  miracles  thou  call'ft  for,  This  atteft  j  1170 

For  fay,  could  Nature  Nature's  courfe  control  ? 

But,  miracles  apart,  who  fees  Him  not, 
Nature**  Controler,  Author,  Guide,  and  End  I 
Who  turns  his  eye  on  Nature's  midnight  face, 
But  muft  inquire—"  What  hand  behind  the  fcene,  1*75 
«<  What  arm  Almighty,  put  thefe  wheeling  globes 
"  Jn  motion,  and  wound  up  the  vaft  machine  r 
"  Who  rounded  in  his  palm  thefe  fpacious  orbt  ? 
«'  Who bowl'd  them  flaming  through  the  dark  profound* 
"  Numerous  as  glittering  gems  of  morning-dew,  iafr 
"  Or  fpr.rks  from  populous  cities  in  a  blaze, 
«  And  fet  the  bofom  of  Old  Night  on  fire  ? 
"  Peopled  her  defart,  and  made  horror  fmile  V* 
Or,  if  the  military  ftyle  delights  thee, 
(For  ttars  have  fought  their  battles,  leagu'd  with  man) 
"  Who  mar.'h-ls  :his  bright  hoft  ?  enrolls  their  names? 
"  Appoints  their  ports,  their  marches,  and  returns, 
"  Punctual,  ut  lb  ted  periods  ?  who  difbands 
(t  Theie  veteran  troops,  thtir  final  duty  done, 
"  If  e'er  diibanded  ?'* — lie,  v.-hofc  potent  word,    1298 
Like  the  loud  trumpet,  Lvy'd  firft  their  powers 
In  Night's  inglorious  empire,  where  they  flcpt 
In  beds  of  darkrefs  :  arm'd  them  with  fierce  flames, 
ArrangM,  and  difciplin'u,  and  cloath"d  in  gold; 
And  call'd  them  out  of  Chaos  to  the  field,  1295 

Where  now  tlicy  war  wilh  Vice  and  Unbelief \ 
O  let  us  join  ihis  army  !  joining  thefe, 
Will  give  us  hearts  intrepid,  at  that  hour, 

2  When 
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When  brighter  flames  fliall  cut  i  darker  night  5 
When  thefe  ftrong  demonftrations  of  a  God  13*6 

Shall  hide  their  heads,  or  tumble  from  their  fpfceres, 
And  one  eternal  curtain  cover  all  1 

Struck  at  thai  thought,  at  new  awak*d,  I  lift 
A  more  enlighten'd  eye,  and  read  the  ftars 
To  man  ftili  more  propitious  \  and  their  aid         1305 
{Though  guiltlefs  cf  idolatry)  implore  j 
Nor  longer  rob  them  of  their  nobleft  name* 
O  ye  Dividers  of  my  Time  I  Ye  bright 
Accomptants  of  my  days,  and  months,  and  years, 
Jn  your  fair  Kalendar  diftin&ly  nwk'd  1  13  c* 

Since  that  authentic,  radiant  feg&er, 
Though  man  infpe<5b  it  not,  ftands  good  againft  him  3 
Since  Youy  and  years,  roll  on,  though  man  ihnds  (rill  j 
Teach  me  my  days  to  number,  and  apply 
My  trembling  heart  to  Wtf&otH  ;  now  beyond        1315' 
All  fhadow  of  excufe  for  fooling  on. 
Age  fmooths  our  path  to  prudence  j  fwitpe  a&de 
The  fnares  keen  Appetite*  and  paffion,  fpread 
To  catch  ftray  fouls  j  and  woe  to  that  grey  head, 
Whoie  Folly  would  undo  what*  A&e  has  done  !        1  y»* 
Aid  then,  aid,  all  ye  ftars  |J— Much  rather,  Thou, 
Great  Arlift  !  Thou,  wttofe  finger  ft*  aright 
This  exquifite  Machine,  with  all  its  Wheels y 
Though  intervolv'd,  enact  j  and  pointing  out 
Life's  rapid  amd  irrevocable  night*  1325 

With  fuch  an  Index  fair  as  none  can  mifs, 
Who  lifts  an  eye,  nor  fteeps  tHl  it  is-  cfas'd* 
Open  mine  eye,  dread  Deity !  to  read 

The 


48  YOUNG'S  POEMS. 

As  min  was  made  for  glory,  and  for  blifs, 
All  little nels  is  in  approach  to  woe  5 
Open  thy  bofom,  fet  thy  withes  wide,  1390 

And  let  in  mankcoJ;  let  in  bappinefi\ 
Admit  the  boundlefs  theatre  of  thought 
From  nothing,  up  to  God  5  which  makes  a  Hunt. 
Take  God  from  Mature,  nothing  great  is  left  5 
Man*  t  mind  is  in  a  pit,  and  nothing  fees ;—         1595 
Man's  heart  is  in  a  jakes,  and  loves  the  mire. 
Emerge  from  thy  profound ;  erctt  thine  eye  j 
See  thy  diftrefs !  how  clofe  art  thou  befieg'd  i 
Belieg'd  by  nature,  the  proud  fceptic's  foe  I 
Inclos'd  by  thefe  innumerable  worlds,  1400 

Sparkling  conviction  on  the  darkeft  mind, 
As  in  a  golden  net  of  Providence. 
How  art  thou  caught,  lure  captive  of  belief! 
From  this  thy  bleil  captivity,  what  art, 
What  K.nphtir.y  to  reaicr.,  lets  thee  free  !  1405 

This  fccr.e  is  heaven's  indulgent  violence  : 
Car.it  thou  bear  up  a^-.-init  this  tide  of  glorv  ? 
What  is  earth  bofom" J  in  thefe  ambient  orbs, 
But,  faith  in  God  impes'd,  ar.d  prc:Vd  on  man  ? 
Dar "it  thou  itill  litigate  thy  deiperate  cattfe,  1410 

Spite  or  thefe  numerous,  awful,  -viinfjfts, 
And  doubt  the  J-pcJiui?:  of  the  lkic?  ? 
O  how  laborious  is  thy  way  to  ruir. ! 

L abori c u s  !  'tis  /«  * raSuabU  quite; 
To  link  beyond  a  Jjubt,  in  this  debate,  141 J 

With  all  his  weight  of  wifdom  and  of  will, 
And  crime  flagitious,  I  defy  a  foci, 

Scr,;e 
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In  Mtnit'sdMumri,  thus  the 

"What  am  I? 
wlyttltoI«»)t^fiiicel4M%eoaid«d6  fe#F 

«*  Something  eternal  t  had  there  e'er  ban  -Mtjife.  ^ 
«•  jftegfr (till  had  been s  «ters*ithmwt/-h»M  <%  -4 
«*  But  ivbat  eternal  N— Why  not  mmi  *u»# 
■•*  And  Adam's  anceftors  without  an  cad  *-• 
"  That's  hard *o  be coacetT'd;  fine*  every  lit*  uftf 
**  Of  that  long-chained  rocceffion  ia  fi>  frail } 
"  CuLtmxj  part  defend,  •ndwettimwtikif 
u  Yet  grant  it  tine  j  «#w  difficulties  life  $ 
€f  Pmftill  quite  oat  at  leas  nor  fee  theAoao.       ■,    > 
«*. Whence  i*rf£,  and  thefe  bright  m+sf—&t*md1mitr 
«  Gratawtffcrwa*  eternal*  toll  thefe er*V  ■■ 
««  Would  want  feme  other  father |    nwth^mpi  ^  **" 
•«•  Is  feen  in  all  their  motions,  all  their  mak*s\ 
"  Defign  implies  intelligence,  and  art-, 
"  That  can't  be  from  tbemfel<ves— or  man  $  tiataatt  1464 
"  Man  fcarce  can  comprehend,  could  man  beftow  ? 
"  And  nothing  greater  yet  allow'd  than  emir.    1 
u  Who,  motion,  foreign  to  the  fmalleft  graiq, 
"  Shot  through  vaft  manes  of  enormous  weight? 
"  Who  bid  brute  matter's  reftive  lump  anume       144* 
€t  Such  various  forms,  and  gave  it  wings  to  fly  I 
•'  Has  matter  innate  motion  ?  then  each  atom* 
"  Averting  its  indifputable  right 
"  To  dance,  would  form  an  unirerfe  of  duft : 
«'  Has  matter  none  f  Then  whence  thefe  glorioua  form* 
«  And  boundlefs  flights,  from  JiapeJe/s,  and  reptfdt 
«'  Has  matter  more  than  motion  ?  has  it  thought, 

*r  Judgment, 
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44  Judgment,  and  genius  ?  is  it  deeply  learn'4 
«c  In  mathematics?  Has  it  framM  fucb  laws, 
*'  Which  but  to  guefs,  a  Newton  made  immortal  ?— 1 4S9 
"  If  fo,  how  each  fage  atom  laughs  at  me, 
"  Who  think  a  clod  inferior  to  a  man  I 
44  If  art,  to  form  j  and  counfel,  to  conduct  \ 
44  And  that  with  greater  far,  than  human  (kill  j 
"  Refides  not  in  each  block  j— «a  Godhead  reigns.— 14)5 
**  Grant,  then,  invifible,  eternal,  Mind  $ 
**  That  granted,  all  is  folv'd.— But,  granting  that, 
"  Draw  I  not  o'er  me  a  ftill  darker  cloud  ? 
"  Grant  I  not  that  which  I  can  ne'er  conceive  f 
44  A  being  without  origin,  or  end  1—  1490 

"  Hail,  human  liberty  1  There  is  no  God— 
"  Yet,  why  ?  On  either  fcheme  that  knot  fubfifts  j 
"  Subfift  it  mufti  in  God,  or  human  race  \ 
"  If  in  the  laft,  how  many  knots  befide, 
*  Indiflbluble  all  ? — Why  chufe  it  there,  1495 

"  Where,  chofen,  ftill  fubfift  ten  thoufand  more  ? 
44  Rejett  it,  where,  that  chofen,  all  the  reft 
44  Difpers'd,  leave  reafon' s  whole  horizon  clear  t 
44  This  is  not  reafon's  dictate ;  reafon  fays, 
"  Clofe  with  the  fide  where  one  grain  turns  the  fcalej  x  500 
"  What  vaft  preponderance  is  here  1  can  reafon    . 
41  With  louder  voice  exclaim— Believe  a  God  t 
44  And  reafon  heard,  is  the  fole  mark  of  man. 
"  What  things  impoflible  muft  man  think  true, 
44  On  any  other  fyftem !  and  how  ftrange  x  505 

"  To  di/believe,  through  mere  credulity  1" 
If,  in  this  chain,  Lorenzo  finds  no  Haw, 

E  *  Let 
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Let  it  for  ever  bind  him  to  belief* 

And  where  the  link,  in  which  a  flaw  he  finds  P 

And,  if  a  God  there  is,  that  God  how  great  I        i 

How  great  that  power,  whofe  providential  care 

Through  thefe  bright  orbs'  dark  centres  darts  a  raj 

Of  nature  univerfal  threads  the  whole ! 

And  hangs  creation^  like  a  precious  gem, 

Though  little,  on  the  footftool  of  his  throne  !         j 

That  little  gem,  how  large !  a  weight  let  fall 
From  a  fixt  ftar,  in  ages  can  it  reach 
This  diftant  earth !  Say,  then,  Lorenzo !  where, 
Where,  ends  this  mighty  building  ?  Where,  begin 
The  fuburbs  of  Creation  ?  Where,  the  wall  i 

Whole  battlements  look  o'er  into  the  vale 
Of  non-exiftence  ?  Nothing's  ftrange  abode ! 
Say,  at  what  point  of  fpace  Jehovah  dropped 
His  flacken'd  line,  and  laid  his  balance  by ; 
Weigh'd  worlds,  and  meafur'd  infinite^  no  more  ?  ] 
Where,  rears  his  terminating  pillar  high 
Its  extra-mundane  head  ?  and  fays,  to  gods, 
In  characters  illuftrious  as  the  fun, 
"  I  (land,  the  plan's  proud  period  j  I  pronounce 
"  The  work  accompliuYd ;  the  creation  clos'd  :   i  < 
"  Shout,  all  ye  gods  !  nor  fhout  ye  gods  alone  5 
"  Of  all  that  lives,  or,  if  devoid  of  life, 
"  That  refts,  or  rolls,  ye  heights,  and  depths  refou 
"  Refound!  rewound!  ye  depths,  and  heights,  refou: 
Hard  are  thofe  queftions  ! — Anfwer  harder  ftill.  : 
Is  this  the  fole  exploit,  the  fmgle  birth, 
The  folitary  fon  oi  power  divine? 
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Or  has  th*  Almighty  Father,  with  a  breath, 
Impregnated  the  womb  of  diftant /pace  ? 
Has  He  not  bid,  in  various  provinces,  x  54* 

Brother-Creations  the  dark  bowels  burft 
Of  night  primaeval ;  barren,  now,  no  more  ? 
And  He  the  central  fun,  tranfpiercing  all 
Thofe  giant-generations  >  which  difport, 
And  dance,  as  motes,  in  his  meridian  ray  ;  154.5 

That  ray  withdrawn,  benighted,  or  abforb'd, 
In  that  abyfs  of  horror,  whence  they  fprung  j 
While  Chaos  triumphs,  repofleft  of  all 
Rival  creation  ravhVd  from  his  throne  ? 
Chaos !  of  nature  both  the  womb,  and  grave !         1550 
Think'ft  thou  my  fcheme,  Lorenzo,  fpreads  too  wide  r 
Is  this  extravagant  ? — No 5  this  isjuft; 
Juft,  in  conjefiure,  though  *t  were  falfe  mfafi. 
If  'tis  an  error,  'tis  an  error  fprung 
From  noble  root,  high  thought  of  the  Mod- High.  1555 
But  wherefore  error  ?  who  can  prove  it  luch  ?— 
He  that  can  fet  Omnipotence  a  bound. 
Can  man  conceive  beyond  what  God  can  do  ? 
Nothing,  but  quite  impojfibk  is  hard. 
He  fummons  into  being,  with  like  eafe*  156* 

A  whole  creation,  and  a  (ingle  grain. 
Speaks  he  the  word  ?  a  thoufand  wodds  are  born  1 
A  thoufand  worlds  ?  there 's  fpace  for  millions  more  j 
And  in  what  fpace  can  his  great  fiat  fail  ? 
Condemn  me  not,  cold  critic  1  but  indulge  1565 

The  warm  imagination  :  why  condemn  ? 
Why  not  indulge  fuch  thoughts,  as  fwell  our  hearts 

E  3  Wit!*. 
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With  fuller  admiration  of  that  pvwtr. 

Who  gives  our  hearts  with  fachhigh  thoughts  to  fwtfl* 

Why  not  indulge  in  His  augmented  praife  f  t$f 

Darts  not  His  glory  a  ftill  brighter  ray, 

The  lefs  is  left  to  Chaos,  and  the  realms 

Of  hideous  night,  where  fancy  ftrays  aghaftj 
And,  though  mod  talkative,  makes  no  report  f 
Still  feems  my  thought  enormous  ?  Think  &gain$— 1575 

Experience  *felf  (hall  aid  thy  lame  belief. 

Glajfes  (that  revelation  to  the  fight !) 

Have  they  not  led  us  in  the  deep  difclofe 

Of  fine-fpun  nature,  exquifitelyy«r*#, 

And,  though  demonfirated,  ftill  iU-cmcev&d  ?        1580 

If,  then,  on  the  reverfc,  the  mind  would  mount 

In  magnitude,  what  mind  can  mount  too  far, 

To  keep  the  balance,  and  creation  poife  t 

Defecl  alone  can  err  on  fuch  a  theme  5 

What  is  too  great,  if  we  the  caufc  furvey  ?  1585 

Stupendous  Architect  !  Thou,  Thou  art  all ! 

My  foul  flies  up  and  down  in  thoughts  of  Thee, 

And  finds  herfelf  but  at  the  centre  ftill ! 

I  Am,  thy  name  !  exifience,  all  thine  own  ! 

Creation  *s  nothing  5  flatter'd  much,  ifftyl'd  1590 

"  The  thin,  the  fleeting  atmofpkere  of  God" 

O  for  the  voice— of  what  ?  of  whom  ? — What  voice 

Can  anfwer  to  my  wants,  in  fucb  afcent, 

As  dares  to  deem  one  univerfe  too  fniall  ? 

Tell  me,  Lorenzo!   (for  now  fancy  glows,  '595 

Fir'd  in  the  vortex  of  Almighty  power) 

Is  not  this  home  creation,  in  the  map 

Of 
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Of  univerfal  nature*  a*  a  fpeck, 

Like  fair  Britannia  in  our  little  ball  ; 

Exceeding  fair,  and  glorious,  for  its  fize,  2600 

But,  elfewhere,  far  out-meafur'd,  far  outfhone  ? 

Infancy  (for  the  fad  beyond  us  lies) 

Canft  thou  not  figure  it>  an  IJle,  almoft 

Too  fraall  for  notice,  in  the  waft  of  being  j 

Sever'd  by  mighty  feas  of  un-built  fpace  1605 

From  other  realms  5  from  ample  continents 

Of  higher  life,  where  nobler  natives  dwell  j 

Lefs  northern,  lefs  remote  from  Deity, 

Glowing  beneath  the  line  of  the  Supreme  $ 

Where  fouls  in  excellence  make  hafte,  put  forth      i6ip 

Luxuriant  growths  5  nor  the  late  autumn  wait 

Of  human  worth,  but  ripen  foon  to  gods  ? 

Yet  why  drown  fancy  in  fuch  depths  as  thefe  f 
Return,  prefumptuous  rover  I  and  confefs 
The  bounds  of  man  5  nor  blame  them,  as  too  finall.  1615 
Enjoy  we  not  full  fcope  in  what  \%feenf 
Full  ample  the  dominions  of  the  fun ! 
Full  glorious  to  behold  !  how  far,  how  wide, 
The  matchlefs  monarch,  from  his  flaming  throne, 
Lavifli  of  luftre,  throws  his  beams  about  him,        1620 
Farther,  and  fader,  than  a  thought  can  fly, 
And  feeds  his  planets  with  eternal  fires  I 
This  Heliopolis,  by  greater  far, 
Than  the  proud  tyrant  of  the  Nile,  was  built  \ 
And  He  alqne,  who  built  it,  can  deftroy.  1615 

Beyond  this  city,  why  (hays  human  thought  ? 
One  wonderful,  enough  for  man  to  know ! 

E  4  On$ 
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One  infinite !  enough  for  man  to  range  I 

One  firmament,  enough  for  man  to  read  I 

O  what  voluminous  inftru&ion  here  I  2630 

What  page  of  wifdom  is  deny'd  him  ?  None  ; 

If  learning  his  chief  leflbn  makes  him  wife* 

Nor  is  inftruBiony  here,  our  only  gain  ; 

There  dwells  a  nobie  pathos  in  the  flue*, 

Which  warms  our  paffions,  profelytes  our  hearts.     263$ 

How  eloquently  (hines  the  glowing  pole  ! 

With  what  authority  it  gives  its  charge, 

Rrmonftrating  great  truths  in  ftyle  fublime, 

Though  filcnt,  loud  !  heard  earth  around  5   above 

The  planets  heard  j  and  not  unheard  in  hell  j        1640 

Hell  has  her  wonder,  though  too  proud  to  praife. 

Is  earth,  then,  more  infernal  ?  has  (he  thofe, 

Who  neither  praife  (Lorenzo)  nor  admire.  ? 

Lorenzo's  admiration,  pre-engag'd, 
Ne'er  afkM  the  moon  one  queftion  j  never  held         1645 
Leaft  correfpondence  with  a  fmgle  ftar  j 
Ne'er  reared  an  altar  to  the  queen  of  heaven 
V/»lking  in  brightnefs  ;  or  her  train  ador'd. 
T  htir  fitblwiary  rivals  have  long  fince 
£■  jrofs'd  his  whole  devotion  ;  ftars  malign,  1650 

Which  made  the  fond  afironomer  run  mad  j 
Darken  his  intellect,  corrupt  his  heart  ; 
Caufe  him  to  facrifice  his  fame  and  peace 
To  momentary  madnefs,  call'd  delight. 
Idolater,  more  grofs  than  ever  kifs'd  165-5 

The  lifted  hand  to  Luna,  or  pour'd  out 
The  blood  to  Jove  !«— O  Thou,  to  whom  belongs 

All 
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All  facrificc !  O  Thou  Great  Jove  unfeign'd ! 

Divine  Inftru&or  !  Thy  firfi  volume,  this, 

Foi  mans  perufal j  all  in  Capitals  !  166a 

In  moon,  andjlars  (heaven's  golden  alphabet !) 

Emblaz'd  to  feize  the  fight  5  who  runs,  may  read; 

Who  reads,  can  underfiand.     Tis  unconfmM 

To  Cbriftian  land,  or  Jewry  j  fairly  writ, 

In  language  univerfal,  to  Mankind  :  1665 

A  language,  lofty  to  the  learn'd  :  yet  plain 

To  thofe  that  feed  the  flock,  or  guide  the  plough, 

Or,  from  his  hufk,  ftrike  out  the  bounding  grain. 

A  language,  worthy  the  Great  Mind,  that  fpeaks  ) 

Preface,  and  comment,  to  the  /acred  page  /  167a 

Which  oft  refers  its  reader  to  the  ikies, 

As  pre-fuppofing  his  firft  leflbn  there, 

And  fcripture  felf  a  fragment,  that  unread. 

Stupendous  book  of  wifdom,  to  the  wife  ! 

Stupendous  book!  and  open'd,  Night  1  by  Thee,     1675 

By  Thee  much  open'd,  I  confefs,  O  Night  I 
Yet  more  I  wifli ;  but  how  (hail  I  prevail  ? 
Say,  gentle  Night!  whofe  modeft,  maiden  beams 
Give  us  a  new  creation,  and  prefent 
The  world's  great  picture  foften'd  to  the  fight  j      1680 
Nay,  kinder  far,  far  more  indulgent  dill, 
Say,  thou,  whofe  mild  dominion's  filver  key 
Unlocks  our  hemifphere,  and  fets  to  view 
Worlds  beyond  number  ;  worlds  concealed  by  day 
Behind  the  proud,  and  envious  ftar  of  noon  1  1684 

Canft  thou  not  draw  a  deeper  fcene  ?— And  (hew' 
The  Mighty  Potentate,  to  whom  belong 

Thcfe 
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Theft  rich  regalia  pompoufly  difplay'd 

To  kindle  that  high  hope  ?  Like  him  of  XJt, 

I  gate  around  5  I  fearchon  every  fide—  1690 

0  for  a  glirapfe  of  Him  my  foul  adores  I 
At  the  chac'd  hart,  amid  the  defart  wafte, 

Pants  for  the  living  ftreara  j  for  Him  who  made  her, 

So  pants  the  thirfty  foul,  amid  the  blank 

Of  fublunary  joys.    Say,  goddefs !  where  ?  1695 

Where  blazes  His  bright  court?  Where  burns  His  throne? 

Thou  know'ft  $  for  Thou  art  near  Him  $  by  Thee,  round 

His  grand  pavilion,  facred  fame  reports 

The  fable  curtain  drawn.     If  not,  can  none 

Of  thy  fair  daughter- train,  fo  fwift  of  wing,         1700 

Who  travel  far,  difcover  where  He  dwells  ? 

Kftar  His  dwelling  pointed  out  below. 

Ye  Pleiades  !  Arclurus !  Mazaroth  ! 

And  thou,  Orion !  of  ftill  keener  eye  ! 

Say  ye,  who  guide  the  wilder'd  in  the  waves,  1705 

And  bring  them  out  of  tempeft  into  port ! 

On  which  hand  muft  I  bend  my  eourfe  to  find  Him  t 

Thefe  courtiers  keep  the  fecret  of  their  King  j 

1  wake  whole  nights,  in  vain,  to  fteal  it  from  them. 

I  wake;  and,  waking,  climb  nigbfs radiant fcale,  1710 
From  fphere  to  fphere ;  the  fteps  by  nature  fet 
For  man's  afcent  j  at  once  to  tempt  and  aid; 
To  tempt  his  eye,  and  aid  his  towering  thought  j 
Till  it  arrives  at  the  Great  Goal  of  all. 

In  ardent  contemplation  s  rapid  car,  171 5 

From  earthy  as  from  my  barrier,  I  fet  out. 
How  fwift  I  mount !  diminifiVd  earth  recedes  3 

I  pafs 


THE  COMPLAINT,  Night  IX.       5* 

I  pafs  the  moon  5  and,  from  her  farther  fide, 

Pierce  heaven's  blue  curtain  5  ftrike  into  remote  $ 

Where,  with  his  lifted  tube,  the  fubtil  fage  1720 

His  artificial,  airy  journey  takes, 

And  to  celeftial  lengthens  human  fight. 

I  paufe  at  every  planet  on  my  road, 

And  afk  for  Him  who  gives  their  orbs  to  roll, 

Their  foreheads  fair  to  mine.  From  Saturn's  ring,  1715 

In  which,  of  earth  an  army  might  be  loft, 

With  the  bold  comet y  take  my  bolder  flight, 

Amid  thote  fwereign  glories  of  the  flues, 

Of  independent,  native  luftre,  proud  5 

The  fouls  of  fyftems  1  and  the  lords  of  life,  1730 

Through  their  wide  empires  '.—What  behold  I  now? 

A  wildernefs  of  wonder  burning  round  $ 

Where  larger  funs  inhabit  higher  fpheres  3 

Perhaps  the  'villas  of  defcending  gods  $ 

Nor  halt  I  here  j  my  toil  is  but  begun  $  1735 

'Tis  but  the  threihold  of  the  Deity  5 

Or,  far  beneath  it,  I  am  groveling  ftill. 

Nor  is  it  ftrange  j  I  built  on  a  miftake  j 

The  grandeur  of  his  works,  whence  folly  fought 

For  aid,  to  reafon  fets  his  glory  higher  $  Z74* 

Who  built  thus  high  for  worms  (mere  worms  to  Him) 

O  where,  Lorenzo !  muft  the  Builder  dwell  ? 

Paufe,  then  ;  and,  for  a  moment,  here  refpire— 
If  human  thought  can  keep  its  ftation  here. 
Where  am  I  ?— Where  is  earth  f — Nay,  where  art  Thou 
O  fun  f — Is  the  fun  turn'd  reclufe  ?— And  are 
His  boailcd  expeditions  ihort  to  mini  /— • 

To 
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To  ***•*,  how  (hort!  On  nature's  Alps  I.J 

And  fie  a  thoufiud  nnnaments  beneatfaj 

A  thoufknd  fyftems  1  as  a  thousand  grains  I         .  iy  js> 

80  mmeb  a  ftranger,  and  fo  laU  arrived,  .  ; 

How  can  man>  curious  fpirit  not  enquire,        ..     .  *  .  .■ 

What  are  die  natives  of  this  world  fublime, 

Of  this  (6  foreign,  un-terreftrial  fphere> 

Where  mortal,  mtrmfmbd*  never  ftrayM*  ..   .     vj%% 
**  O  ye,  as  diftant  from  my  little  home, 

*  As  Fwifteft  fun-beams  in  an  age  can  fly  I. 

**  Far  from  my  native  element  I  roam*. 

"  In  queft  of  new,,  and  wonderful,  to  man. 

«  What  province  This,  of  His  immenfe  domain*  tjjtw  ' 

**  Whom  all  obeys  f  or  mortals  here,  or  gods  f     ■ 

*"  Ye  borderers  on  the  coafts  of  bias  I  what  amy? : 
•*  A  colony  from  heaven  ?  Or,  only  raised, 
"  By  frequent  vifit  from  heaven's  neighbouring  realms* 
ts  To  fecondary  gods,  and  half  divine  ?—  1765 

"  Whate'er  your  nature,  this  is  paft  difpute,. 
"  Far  other  life  you  live,  far  other  tongue 
"  You  talk,  far  other  thought,  perhaps,  you  think, 
"  Than  man.     How  various  are  the  works  of  God ! 
"  But  fay,  *wbat  thought  ?  is  reafon  here  inthron'd,  1700 
**  And  abfolute  f  or  fenfe  in  arms  againft  her  ? 
*'  Have  you  t<wo  lights  ?  or  need  you  no  repeat  it 
**  Enjoy  your  happy  realms  their  golden  age  ? 
•*  And  had  your  Eden  an  abftemious  Eve  ? 
**  Our  Eve*s  fair  daughters  prove  their  pedigsee,    1775 
«*  And  aflc  their  Adams—"  Who  would  not  be  <unftt" 
"  Or,  if  your  mother  fell,  are  you  redeemed? 

z  «  And 
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4i  And  if  redeemM— is  your  Redeemer  fcorrid  ? 

*'  Is  This  your  final  refidence?  if  not, 

"  Change  you  your  fcene,  tr (inflated?  or  by  death?  1780 

"  And  if  by  death  5  what  death  ?— Know  you  difeafe? 

'f  Or  horrid  war  ? — With  war,  this  fatal  hour, 

"  Europa  groans  (fo  call  we  a  fmall  field, 

"  Where  kings  run  mad).  In  Our  world,  Death  deputes 

"  Intemperance  to  do  the  work  of  Age ;  1785 

"  And,  hanging  up  the  quiver  Nature  gave  him, 

"  As  flow  of  execution,  for  difpatch 

"  Sends  forth  Imperial  butchers  j  bids  them  flay 

"   Their  fheep  (the  filly  fheep  they  fleec'd  before), 

"  And  tofs  him  twice  ten  thoufand  at  a  meal.       1790 

*'  Sit  iiljour  executioners  on  thrones  ? 

"  With  you,  can  rage  for  plunder  make  a  god? 

"  And  blood/bed  wafh  out  every  other  ftain  ?— 

"But  You,  perhaps,  can't  bleed :  from  matter  grofs 

"  Your  Spirits  clean,  are  delicately  clad  1795 

"  In  fine-fpun  Mther,  privileged  to  foar, 

•*  Unloaded,  uninfected ;  how  unlike 

"  The  lot  of  man  !  How  few  of  human  race 

tf  By  their  own  mud  unmurder'd  !  How  we  wage 

u  Self-war  eternal !— Is  your  painful  day  i8o« 

"  Of  hardy  conflict  o'er  ?  Or,  are  you  ftill 

"  Raw  candidates  at  fchool  ?  And  have  you  thofe 

"  Who  difafFeft  Re<verflons,  as  with  Us?— . 

"  But  what  are  We  ?  You  never  heard  of  Man  5 

M  Or  Earthy  the  Bedlam  of  the  univerfe  !  1805 

"  Where  Reafon  (un-difeas'd  with  You)  runs  mad, 

"  And  nurfes  Follfs  children  as  her  own  j 

««  F014 
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"  Fond  of  the  fouled.    In  the  (acred  mount 

"  Of  Holinefs,  where  reafon  is  pronounced 

"  Infallible ;  and  thunders,  like  a  god  5  1810 

"  Ev'n  there,  by  Saints,  the  Daemon*  are  outdone ; 

"  What  Thefe  think  wrong,  our  Saints  refine  to  right- 

"  And  kindly  teach  dull  hell  her  own  black  arts  ; 

(f  Satan,  inftru&ed,  o'er  their  morals  fmiles.— 

M  But  This,  how  ftrange  to  You,  who  know  not  Man ! 

€S  Has  the  leaft  rumour  of  our  race  arrivM  r 

*«  Call'd  here  Elijah  in  his  flaming  car  ? 

u  Paft  by  you  the  good  Enoch,  on  his  road 

"  To  thofe  fair  fields,  whence  Lucifer  was  hurl'd  5 

u  Who  brufli'd,  perhaps,  your  fphere  in  his  defcent,  1810 

"  Stain'd  your  pure  cryftal  ^ther,  or  let  fall 

4(  A  ftiort  eclipfe  from  his  portentous  (hade  ? 

4*  O  !  that  the  fiend  had  lodg'd  on  fome  broad  orb 

4i  Athwart  his  way ;  nor  reach'd  his  prefent  home, 

"  Then  blackened  Earth  with  footfteps  foul'd  in  hell* 

"  Nor  wafh'd  in  Ocean,  as  from  Rome  he  paft 

€t  To  Britain's  ifle  ;  too,  too,  confpicuous  There  ?'* 

But  this  is  all  digreflion  :  where  is  He, 
That  o'er  heaven's  battlements  the  felon  hurl'd 
To  groans,  and  chains,  and  darknefs  ?  Where  is  He,  1 830 
Who  fees  creation's  fummit  in  a  vale  ? 
He,  Whom,  while  man  is  Man,  he  can't  but  feek  j 
And  if  he  finds,  commences  more  than  man  ? 
O  for  a  telefcope  his  throne  to  reach  ! 
Tell  me,  ye  learn'd  on  Earth  I  or  bleft  Above!      1835 
Ye  fearching,  ye  Newtonian  angels  I  tell, 
Where,  your  Great  Matter's  orb  ?  His  planets,  where  ? 

Thofe 
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Te  confcious  Satellites,  thofe  Morning-Jiarj, 

-born  of  Deity  1  from  central  love, 

eneration  mod  .profound,  thrown  off;  1840 

weet  attraction,  no  lefs  itrongly  drawn ; 

/,  and  yet  raptured-,  raptured,  jttferene\ 

thought  illuftrious,  but  with  borrowed  beams  5 

11  approaching  circles,  ftill  remote, 

lving  round  the  fun's  eternal  Sire  ?  1845 

nt,  in  lines  direct,  on  embaffies 

ations— in  what  latitude  ?— Beyond 

sftrial  thought's  horizon  ! — And  on  what 

errands  fent  ?— Here  bwnam  effort  ends ; 

leaves  me  ftill  a  ftranger  to  His  throne.  1850 

11  well  it  might !  I  quite  miftook  my  road. 

in  an  age  more  Curious  than  Devout ; 

fond  to  fix  the  place  of  heaven,  or  hell, 
1  ftudious  this  to  Hum,  or  thett  fecure* 
not  the  curious,  but  the  pious  path,  2855 

leads  me  to  my  point :  Lorenzo  I  know, 
out  or  Star,  or  Aftgel,  for  their  guide, 

worlhip  God,  ft&Wfend  him*    Humble  Love, 

not  proud  Reafoa,  keeps  the  door  of  heaven ; 

finds  admifiion,  where  proud  Science  fails*    i8<# 

8  fcience  is  the  culture  of  his  heart  3 

not  to  lofe  his  plumbet  in  the  depths 

ature,  or  the  more  profound  of  God. 

r  to  know,  is  an  attempt  that  fets 

ftrifeft  on  a  level  with  the  fool.  1865 

ithom  Nature  (ill-attempted  Here!) 

loubt  is  deep  philoibphy  Above  j 

4  Higher 
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Higher  degrees  in  biift  **chang*b  ta*t* 
At  deeper  learn'ds  thedeepeft,  "  ^ 
Fc*twhatatta*rof  Oimnpot**.'  '  *.*•  • 
(So  might  I  due  to  fpeak)  ufitm  in  *W^'.^ 
In  Mm  I  fo  Earth!  in  more  amaxiiif  ftf***  * 
Teaching  this  teflon,  JVnfrta  loth  toliawn  f»» 
«  Not deeply todjfur*,  not amr* to bmm^-r  j- 
«  Mankind  waa  bom  to  WooJct,  «a4  AtattT 
And  it  there  camfc  for  higher  «wfer  AO**-*  .*  j 
Than  that  which  ftrack  us  from  our  pai  XuuMfl 
Yes}  and  "for  deeper  aderatkm  too*  ";■•* 

From  my  late  airy  trat el  unconfin M,  ■  -:  •■"  i*.u 
Have  1  learn'd nothing?— Yet, Xprenaol  TW*) 
Each  of  thefe  flare  it  a  religioot  hoofe*  V.-  .  nr 
I  &w  their  mkars  finoke,  their  mcwferifry  a**^ 
And  heard  Hefiamas  ring  through  every  %aMEie, 
A  feminary  fraught  with  future  gods* 
Nature  all  o'er  is  conpscrated  ground, 
Teeming  with  growths  immortal  and  divine* 
The  Great  Proprietor's  all-bounteous  hand 
Leaves  nothing  wafte  j  but  fows  thefe  fiery  field 
With  feeds  of  rtafoH,  which  to  'virtues  rim 
Beneath  His  genial  ray  $  and,  if  efcap'd 
The  peftilential  blafts  of  ftubborn  will, 
When  grown  mature,  are  gathered  for  the. fides 
And  is  Devotion  thought  too  much  on  earth, 
When  beings,  fo  fuperior,  homage  boajf, 
And  triumph  in  proftration  to  The  Throne  ? 

But  wherefore  more  of  planets,  or  of  ftara  r 
^Ethereal  journeys,  and,  difcover'd  there, 
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Ten  thoufand  worlds,  ten  thoufand  ways  devout, 
All  Nature  fending  incenfe  to  The  Throne, 
Except  the  bold  Lorenzos  of  Our  fphere  r  190* 

Opening  the  folemn  fources  of  my  foul, 
Since  I  have  pour'd,  like  feign'd  Eridanus, 
My  flowing  numbers  o'er  the  flaming  (kies, 
Nor  fee,  of  fancy,  or  of  fa8,  what  more 
Invites  the  Mufe— Here  turn  we,  and  review        1905 
Our  paft  nocturnal  landfchape  wide :— Then  fay, 
Say,  then,  Lorenzo !  with  what  burft  of  heart, 
The  whole,  at  once,  revolving  in  his  thought* 
Muft  man  exclaim,  adoring,  and  aghaft  ? 
"  O  what  a  root  I  O  what  a  branch,  is  here  I        1910 
"  O  what  a  Father !  What  a  Family ! 
«  Worlds  !  fyftems  !  and  creations !— And  creations, 
"  In  one  agglomerated  clufter,  hung, 
"  *  Great  Vine  I  On  Thee,  on  Thee  the  clufter  hangs . 
"  The  filial  clufter  I  infinitely  fpread  1915 

"  In  glowing  globes,  with  various  being  fraught ; 
«*  And  drinks  (ne&areous  draught !)  immortal  life. 
"  Or,  (hall  I  fay  (for  tvbo  can  fay  enough  ?) 
"  A  conftellation  of  ten  thoufand  gems, 
"  (And,  O!  of  whatdimenfion!  of  what  weight!)  1920 
"  Set  in  one  Signet,  flames  on  the  right  hand 
"  Of  Majefty  Divine  !  The  blazing  Seal, 
«'  That  deeply  (lamps,  on  all  created  mind, 
*'  Indelible,  His  fovereign  attributes, 
«.'  Omnipotence,  and  Love !  That,  palling  bound :  1915 
"  And  This,  furpafling  That.    Nor  ftop  we  Heret 
Vol.  III.  F  «  For 

*  John  xv.  i. 
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*«  For  want  of  Power  in  God,  but  Thought  in  Man, 
**  Et"ii  JHr  aclrnowledg'd,  leaves  us  ftill  in  debt  i 
** *f  GrMfer  au^ht,  That  Greater  all  h  Thine, 
"  Dread  Sire  I— Accept  this  Mkiaiure  of  Thee  j    1930 
•  «  And  pardon  an  Attempt  from  mortal  thought, 
<*  In  which  archangels  might  have  failM,  unblam'd.14 

How  foch  ideas  of  A*  Almighty  s  Fewer, 
And  fuch  ideas  of  th*  Almighty     F/aw, 
(ideas  not  abfurd)  difiend  the  thought 
Of  feeble mortals !  Nor  of  tbem  alone  ! 
The  faked  of  the  Deity  breaks  forth 
In  htcmcrivWes  to  men,  and  gods* 
Think,  men,  O  think;  nor  ever  drop  die  tfcoo^ty  " 
How. k*u  muft  Max  defcend,  when  G$i*  adotir  ftp 
Hate  I  not,  then,  accomplinVd  my  proud  boiafcf  *^ 
Did  I  not  tell  thee,  "  •  We  would  mount,  Lot&£o ! ' 
•*«  And  kindle  our  devotion  at  the  Stars  ?"         ** 

*And  have  IfaiVdf  And  did  I  flatter  thee? 
And  art  all  adamant  ?  And  doft  confute  1945 

All  urg'd,  with  one  irrefragable  Smile  ? 
Lorenzo !  Mirth  how  miferable  here  ! 
Swear  by  the  Stars,  by  Him  who  made  them,  (wear, 
Thy  heart,  henceforth,  mall  be  as  pure  as  Tk$y* 
Then  Thou,  liktTbem,  ftialt/Warj  like  Tbern,  4halrr$fr 
From  low  to  lofty ;  from  obfeure  to  bright  5 
By  due  gradation,  Nature's  facred  law. 
The  Stars,  from  whence  ?— Afk  Cbaos—Ht  can  tell, 
^hefe  bright  temptations  to  idolatry, 
From  Darkncfe,  .and  Confitfion,  took  their  birth*  1955 , 

Sons 
?  Page  «. 
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Sons  of  Deformity !  from  fluid  dregs 

Tartarean,  firft  they  rofe  to  mattes  rude ; 

And  then,  to  fpheres  opaque  5  Then  dimly  ftione  5 

Then  brightened  5  Then  blazM  out  in  perfeS  day. 

Nature  delights  in  progrefs $  in  advance  i960 

From  worfe  to  better :  but,  when  Minds  afcend, 

Progrefs,  in  part,  depends  upon  them/elves. 

Heaven  aids  exertion  5  Greater  makes  the  Great } 

The  voluntary  Little  leflens  more. 

O  be  a  Man!  and  thou  (halt  be  a  God !  1965 

And  Half  Self -made  /—Ambition  how  divine ! 

O  Thou,  ambitious  of  difgrace  alone  ! 
Still  undevout  ?  Unkindled  ?— Though  high-taught, 
Schooi'd  by  the  ikies,  and  pupil  of  the  (tars  j 
Rank  coward  to  the  fafhionable  world  !  1970 

Art  thou  aJbanCd  to  bend  thy  knee  to  heaven  ? 
Curft  fume  of  pride,  exhaTd  from  deepeft  hell ! 
Pride  in  Religion  is  man's  higheft  praife. 
Bent  on  deltruclion  !  and  in  love  with  death ! 
Not  all  thele  luminaries,  quench'd  at  once,  1975 

Were  half  fo  lad,  as  one  benighted  mind, 
Which  gropes  for  happinefs,  and  meets  defpair. 
How,  like  a  widow  in  her  weeds,  the  Night, 
Amid  her  glimmering  tapers,  filent  fits  ! 
How  forrowful,  how  defolate,  (he  weeps  I9S0 

Perpetual  dews,  and  faddens  nature's  icene  ! 
A  icenc  more  fad  Sin  makes  the  darkened  foul, 
All  comfort  kills,  nor  leaves  one  fpark  alive* 

Though  blind  of  heart,  ftill  open  is  thine  eye: 
Why  fuch  magnificence  in  all  thou  feeft  ?  1985 

F  2  Of 
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Of  Matter's  grandeur,  know,  one  end  is  This, 
To  tell  the  Rational,  who  gazes  on  it— 
«  Though  That  immenftly  Great,  ftill  Greater  He, 
••  Whofe  breaft,  capacious,  can  embrace,  and  lodge, 
"  Unburdened,  nature's  unirerfal  fcheme  j  1915 

'  "  Can  grafp  Creation  with  a  Jingle  thought ; 
"  Creation  grafp ;  and  not  exclude  its  Sire"— 
To  tell  him  farther— "  It  behoves  him  much 
*  To  guard  th*  important,  yet  depending,  fate 
"  Of  being,  brighter  than  a  thoufand  funs  :  1995 

■•  One  fingle  ray  of  Tbongtt  oudbines  them  all."— 
And  if  man  hears  obedient,  foon  he  Ml  foar 
Superior  heights,  and  on  his  purple  wing, 
His  purple  wing  bedropt  with  eyes  of  gold, 
Rifing,  where  Tbongtt  is  now  deny'd  to  rift,  scoo 

Look  down  triumphant  on  thefe  dazzling  fpheres. 

Why  then  perfift  ? — No  mortal  ever  livM 
But,  dying,  he  pronounc'd  (when  words  arc  true) 
The  whole  that  charms  thee,  abfolutely  vain  j 
Vain,  and  farworfe! — Think  Thou,  with  dying  men; 
O  condefcend  to  think  as  angels  think  ■ 
O  tolerate  a  chance  for  happinefs  ! 
Our  nature  fuch,  ill  choice  enfures  ill  fate  5 
And  hell  had  been,  though  there  had  been  no  God. 
Doft  thou  not  know,  my  new  aftronomer  !  20I0 

Earthy  turning  from  the  Sun,  brings  night  to  man  ? 
Man,  turning  from  his  God,  brings  endlefs  night  j 
Where  thou  canft  read  no  morals,  find  no  friend, 
Amend  no  manners,  and  cxpe&  no  peace. 
How  deep  the  darknefs  !  and  the  groan,  how  londl  2015 
4  And 
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And  far,  how  far,  from  lambent  are  the  flames!-— 

Such  is  Lorenzo's  purchafe  !  Such  his  praife ! 

The  proud,  the  politic,  Lorenzo's  praife  ! 

Though  in  his  ear,  and  leveled  at  his  heart, 

I  Ve  half  read  o'er  the  volume  of  the  ikies.  2020  . 

For  think  not  thou  haft  heard  all  this  from  me\  , 
My  fong  but  echoes  what  Great  Nature  fpeaks. 
What  has  (he  fpoken  ?  Thus  the  goddefs  fpoke, 
Thus  fpeaks  for  ever  :-— "  Place,  at  nature's  head,  . 
"  A  fovereign,  which  o'er  all  things  rolls  his  eye,    2025 
"  Extends  his  wing,  promulgates  his  commands, 
€<  But,  above  all,  difFufes  endlefs  good  j 
"  To  <wbom,  for  fure  redrefs,  the  wrong'd  may  fly  j 
"  The  vile,  for  mercy ;  and  the  pain'd,  for  peace ; 
««  By  <wbom,  the  various  tenants  of  thefe  fpheres,  2030 
"  Diverfify'd  in  fortunes,  place,  and  powers, 
"  Rais'd  in  enjoyment,  as  in  worth  they  rife, 
"  Arrive  at  length  (if  worthy  fuch  approach) 
"  At  that  bleft  fountain-head,  from  which  they  ftream  3 
"  Where  conflict  paft  redoubles  prefent  joy  j  2035 

"  And  preient  joy  looks  forward  on  increafe  j 
"  And  That,  on  more  j   no  period !  every  ftep 
"  A  double  boon !  a  Promife,  and  a  Blifsr 
How  eafy  fits  tbls  fcheme  on  human  hearts ! 
It  fuits  their  make  j  it  fooths  their  vaft  defires  5     2040   . 
PaJJion  is  pleas 'd ;  and  Reafon  alks  no  more ; 
*Tis  rational !  'tis  great ! — But  what  is  Tbine  ? 
It  darkens !  (hocks !  excruciates  !  and  confounds  ! 
Leaves  us  quite  naked,  both  of  help,  and  hope, 
Sinking  from  bad  to  worfe;  few  years,  the  fport  2045 
F  3  Of 
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Of  Fortune ;  thtn  the  morfcl  of  Dejpair. 

Say,  then,  Lorenzo  !  (for  thou  know'ft  it  well) 
What  fs  Vice  ? — Mere  want  of  compafs  in  our  thought. 
Religion,  what  ? — The  proof  of  Common-fenfe, 
How  art  thou  whooted,  where  the  Leaft  prevails !  1050 
Is  it  my  fault,  if  thefe  Truths  call  thee  Fool? 
And  thou  (halt  never  be  mifcaltd  by  me. 
Can  neither  Shame,  nor  Terror,  ftand  thy  Friend  ? 
And  art  thou  ft ill  an  infeft  in  the  mire  ? 
How,  like  thy  guardian  angel,  have  I  flown  5        4055 
SnatcVd  thee  from  earth  ;  efcorted  thee  through  all 
Th'  ethereal  armies ;  walk'd  thee,  like  a  God, 
Through  fplendours  of  firft  magnitude,  arranged 
On  cither  hand ;  clouds  thrown  beneath  thy  feet; 
Clofe-cruis'd  on  the  bright  paradife  of  God  5         *©6o 
And  almoft  introduced  thee  to  The  Throne ! 
And  art  thou  ftill  caroufmg,  \o\-  delight, 
Rank  poilon  ;  firft,  fermenting  to  mere  froth, 
And  then  fubfiding  into  final  gall? 
To  beings  of  iublime,  immortal  make,  2065 

How  mocking  is  all  joy,  whofe  end  is  fure  ! 
Such  joy,  more  mocking  ftill,  the  more  it  charms ! 
And  doft  thou  chufe  what  ends  ere  well-begun  ; 
And  infamous,  as  fhort?  And  doft  thou  chufe 
(Thou,  to  whole  palate  Glory  is  fo  Tweet)"  ao;o 

To  wade  into  perdition,  through  contempt, 
Not  of  poor  bigots  only,  but  thy  own  ? 
For  I  have  peeped  into  thy  coverd  heart, 
And  feen  it  bluih  beneath  a  boaftful  brow ; 
For,  by  ftrong  guilt's  moft  violent  aflault,  4075 

Confcience 
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Confcience  is  but  difabled,  not  deflrofd. 

O  thou  moft  Aweful  Being  j  and  raoft  Vain  ! 
Thy  will,  how  frail  J  how  glorious  is  thy  power! 
Though  dread  Eternity  has  Town  her  feeds 
Of  blifs,  and  woe,  in  thy  defpotic  breaft  j  2080 

Though  heaven,  and  hell,  depend  upon  thy  choice  5 
A  butterfly  comes  crofs,  and  both  are  fled. 
Is  This  the  picture  of  a  rational  ? 
This  horrid  image,  (hall  it  be  moft  juft  Y 
Lorenzo  !  No :  it  cannot,— -/ball  not,  be,       '         2085 
If  there  is  force  in  Reafon ;  or,  in  Sounds 
Chanted  beneath  the  glimpfes  of  the  moon,  . 
A  magic,  at  this  planetary  hour, 
When  Jlumber  locks  the  general  lip,  and  dreams 
Through  fenfelefs  mazes  hunt  fouls  un-infpvfd.    2090 

Attend— The  facred  myfteries  begin 

My  folemn  Night-born  adjuration  hear  j 
Hear,  and  I  Ml  raife  thy  ipirit  from  the  duft  j 
While  the  ftars  gaze  on  this  inchantment  new : 
Inchanrment,  not  Infernal,  but  Divine  I  *09£- 

"  By  Silence,  Death's  peculiar  attribute  *. 
•«  By  Darkncfsy  Guilt's  inevitable  doom  j . 
"  By  Darknefs,  and  by  Silence,  filters  dread  I 
"  That  draw  the  curtain  round  Night's  ebon  throne^ 
"  And  raifc  ideas,  folemn  as  the  fcene !  2100 

'«  By  Night,  and  all  of  aweful,  night  prefents 
•*  To  Thought  or  Senfe  (of  aweful  much,  to  both, 
«'  The  goddefs  brings)  1  By  thefe  her  trembling  Fires, .. 
u  Like.Vefta's,  ever-burning  5  .and,  like  bers, 
"  Sacred  to  thoughts-immaculate,  and  pure  !        210; 
F  4  "  By 
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"  By  thdc  bright  orators,  that  frro§9  and  prmfi9 

"  And  prefs  thee  to  revere,  the  Deity; 

"  Perhaps,  too,  aid  thee,  when  reverM  awhile, 

'«  To  reach  bis  throne  j  v&ftages  of  the  foul, 

"  Through  which,  at  different  periods,  (he  ihail  pais, 

"  Refining  gradual,  for  her  final  height, 

•'  And  purging  ofFforae  drofs  at  every  iphere  I 

"  By  this  dark  pall  thrown  o>r  the  filent  world  I 

"  By  the  world's  kings,  and  kingdoms,  moft  renownM, 

'•  From  fhort  ambition's  xenitk  fet  for  everj  1115 

"  Sad  prefagc  to  vain  boafters,  now- in  bloom ! 

"  By  the  long  lift  of  fwift  mortality, 

"  From  Adam  downward  to  this  evening  knell, 

'•  Which  midnight  waves  infancy's  ftartled  eyej 

"  And  /hocks  her  with  an  hundred  centuries,        aiso 

"  Round  death**  biack  banner  thronged,   in   human 

"  thought! 
"  By  thouLr.ds,  acw,  refigning  their  laft  breath, 
"  And  calling  thee — wert  thou  fo  wife  to  hear ! 
"  By  tombs  o'er  tombs  arifmg  ;  human  earth 
"  Ljtclcd,  to  make  rocm  for — human  earth;         2125 
"  The  monarch's  terror!  and  the  fextor.'i  trade! 
"  By  pompous  obloquies  that  fhun  the  day, 
«'  The  torch  funereal,  and  the  nodding  plume, 
"  Which  makes  poor  man's  humiliation  proud  j 
"  Boait  of  cur  ruin  !  triumph  of  our  dufi  !  1130 

"  By  the  damp  \ault  that  weeps  o'er  royal  bones; 
«'  And  the  pale  lamp  that  fhews  the  ghaftly  dead, 
"  li'Ii re  gh?(tiy,  through  the  thick  incumbent  gloom! 
"By  viiits  (if  there  are)  from  darker  icents, 

"  The 
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*•  The  gliding  fpe&re  I  and  the  groaning  grave !  a*  3 5 

"  By  groans,  and  graves^  and  mifories  that  groan 

"  For  the  grave's  flicker !  By  defponding  men, 

"  Senfelefs  to  pains  of  death,  from  pangs  of  guilt  I 

"  By  guilt's  lail  audit !  By  yon  moon  in  blood, 

'«*  The  rocking  firmament,  the  falling  ftars,  2146 

"  And  thunder's  laft  difcharge,  great  nature's  knell! 

<;  By  Second  chaos  ;  and  Eternal  nigbt"-*- 

Be  wife — Nor  let  Philander  blame  my  charm  j 

But  own  not  ill  difcharg'd  my  double  debt, 

Love  to  the  living;  rktty  to  the  dead:  2145 

For  know  I'm  but  executor  j  be  left 
This  moral  legacy  5  /  make  it  o'er 
By  his  command  3  Philander  hear  in  me  5 
And  heaven  in  both.— If  deaf  to  thefe,  Ok  I  hear 
Florello's  tender  voice ;  his  weal  depends  3150 

On  thy  refoive  j  it  trembles  at  thy  choice  j, 
For  his  fake — love  thy/elf:  example  ftrikes 
AH  human  hearts  ;  a  bad  example  more  $ 
More  {till  a  father's  j  that  enfures  his  ruin. 
As  parent  of  his  being,  wouldft  thou  prove  "55 

The  unnatural  parent  of  his  miferies, 
And  make  him  curfe  the  being  which  thou  gaveft  ?' 
Is  this  the  blefling  of  fo  fond  a  father  ? 
If  carelefs  of  Lorenzo  !  fpare,  Oh  I  fpare 
FJorello's  father,  and  Phi  lander's  friend  !  »i6"c* 

Florello's  father  ruin'd,  ruins  him  3 
And  from  Philander's  friend  the  world  expecls 
A  conduct,  no  dilhonour  to  the  dead. 
Let  pajfwn  do,  what  nobler  motive  mould  j 

Let 
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Let  Irw,  and  ewutlation,  rife  in  aid  1165 

To  reafim ;  and  perfuade  thee  to  be — blefL 

This  feems  not  a  requeft  to  be  deny'd  j 
Yet  (fuch  the  infatuation  of  mankind  !.) 
*Tis  the  moft  bopelefs,  man  can  make  to  man. 
Shall  I  then  rife,  in  argument,  and  warmth  r       9170 
And  urge  Philanders  pofthumous  advice, 

From  topics  yet  unbroach'd? 

But  Oh  !  I  faint  I  My  fpirits  fail ! — Nor  ftrange! 

So  long  on  wing,  and  in  no  middle  clime ! 

To  .which  my  great  Creator's  glory  call'd  :  2175 

And  calls — but,  now,  in  vain.     Sleep's  dewy  wand 

Has  ftrok'd  my  drooping  lips,  and  promifes 

My  long  arrear  of  reft ;  the  dvwrty  god 

(Wont  to  return  with  our  returning  peace) 

Will  pay,  ere  long,  and  blefs  me  with  repofe.        1180 

Hafte,  hafte,  fwcet  tlranger !  from  the  ptafant's  cot, 

The  (hip-boy's  hammock,  or  the  ibldier's  ilraw, 

Whence  Jorrotv  never  chae'd  thee  ;  with  thee  brings 

Not  hideous  vilions,  as  of  late ;  but  draughts 

Delicious  of  well-tailed,  cordial,  reft;  n^ 

Man's  rich  reftorative ;  his  balmy  bath, 

That  fupples,  lubricates,  and  keeps  in  play 

The  various  movements  of  this  nice  machine, 

Which  a(ks  fuch  frequent  periods  of  repair. 

When  tir'd  with  vain  rotations  of  the  day,  219* 

Sleep  winds  us  up  for  the  fucceeding  dawn ; 

Frefh  we  fpin  on,  X\\\  Jlcknefs  clogs  our  wheels, 

Or  death  quite  breaks  the  fpring,  and  motion  ends. 

When  will  it  end  with  me  ? 

—"THOU 
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"  THOU  only  know'ft,         1195 

u  Thou,  whofe  broad  eye  the  future,  and  the  paft, 
"  Joins  to  the  prefent ;  making  one  of  three 
"  To  moral  thought !  Thou  know'ft,  and  Thou  alone, 
"  All-knowing—!  all-unknown!— and  yet  well-known! 
"  Near,  though  remote !  and,  though  unfathom'd,  felt  I 
<c  And,  though  invifible,  for  ever  feen ! 
'  And  feen  in  all !  the  great  and  the  minute : 
"  Each  globe  above,  with  its  gigantic  race, 
"  Each  flower,  each  leaf,  with  its  fmall  people  fwarm'd, 
"  (Thofe  puny  vouchers  of  Omnipotence!)  1105 

"  To  the  tirft  thought,  that  aflcs,  "  From  whence?" 

"  declare 
"  Their  common  fource.  Thou  Fountain,  running  o'er 
"  In  rivers  of  communicated  joy ! 
"  Who  gav'ft  us  fpeech  for  far,  far  humbler  themes  t 
"  Say,  by  what  name  (hall  I  prefume  to  call  anc* 

"  Him  I  fee  burning  in  thefe  countlefs  funs, 
"  As  Mofes,  in  the  hujh  ?  Illuftrious  Mind  \ 
"  The  whole  creation,  lefs,  far  lefs,  to  Thee, 
"  Than  that  to  the  creation's  ample  round. 
**  How  (hall  I  name  Thee  ?— How  my  labouring  foul 
€t  Heaves  underneath  the  thought,  too  big  for  birth 1 

"  Great  fyftem  of  perfections !  mighty  caufe 
"  Of  cauies  mighty  !  caufe  uncaus'd !  fole  root 
"  Of  nature,  that  luxuriant  growth  of  God  ! 
<«  Firft  Father  of  effects  !  that  progeny  2 no 

"  Of  endlefs  feries  5  where  the  golden  chain's 
"  Lad  link  admits  a  period,  who  can  tell  } 
"  Father  of  all  that  is  or  heard,  or  hears  ! 

i  "  Fatlier 
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"  Father  of  all  that  is  or  feen,  or  fees  1 

"  Father  of  all  that  is,  or  Jball  arife  I  %%%$ 

««  Father  of  this  immeafurable  mafs 

"  Of  matter  multiform  \  or  denfe,  or  rare  j 

"  Opaque,  or  lucid  ;  rapid,  or  at  reft; 

"  Minute,  or  parting  bound !  in  each  extreme 

"  Of  like  amaze,  and  myftery,  to  man.  a*$o 

€t  Father  of  thefe  bright  millions  of  the  night! 

"  Of  which  the  leaft  full  Godhead  had  proclaimed, 

*•  And  thrown  the  gazer  on  his  knee — Or,  fay, 

4i  Is  appellation  higher  ftill,  Thy  choice  ? 

•*  Father  of  matter's  temporary  lords  !  4*35 

"  Father  of fpirits  /  nobler  offspring  !  fparks 

■•  Of  high  paternal  glory  5  rich  endowed 

"  With  various  meafures,  and  with  various  modes 

u  Of  inftiucl,  rcafon,  intuition  j  beams 

**  More  pale,  or  bright  from  day  divine,  to  break  2140 

"  The  dark  of  matter  organized  (the  ware 

"  Of  all  created  ipirit)  j  beams,  that  rife 

"  Each  over  other  in  iuperior  light, 

"  Till  the  lail  ripens  into  luilrc  ftrong, 

•'  Of  next  approach  to  Godhead.     Father  fond     224.5 

"  (Far  fonder  than  e'er  bore  that  name  on  earth) 

*c  Of  intellectual  beings  !  beings  bleil 

*'  With  powers  to  pieale  Thee  j  not  of  pailive  ply 

u  To  laws  they  know  not ;  beings  lodg'd  in  feats 

*'  Of  well-adapted  joys,  in  different  domes  2250 

"  Of  this  imperial  palace  for  thy  Ions  j 

"  Of  this  proud,  populous,  wcll-policy'd, 

««  Though  boundlefs  habitation,  plann'd  by  Thee  : 

«<  Whore 
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"  Whole  (everal  clans  their  feveral  climates  fiiit ; 

*'  And  tranfpofition,  doubtlefs,  would  deftroy.      225-5 

"  Or,  Oh !  indulge,  immortal  King,  indulge 

"  A  title,  lefs  auguft  indeed,  but  more 

u  Endearing ;  ah !  how  fweet  m  human  ears ! 

"  Sweet  in  our  ears,  and  triumph  in  our  hearts  1 

€(  Father  of  immortality,  to  man!  2269 

"  A  theme  that  •  lately  fet  my  foul  on  fire— 

"  And  Thou  the  Next !  yet  equal !  Thou,  by  whom 

"  That  blefling  was  conveyed  5  far  more !  was  bought  j 

"  Ineffable  the  price  !  by  whom  all  worlds 

"  Were  made ;  and  one,  redeemM  !  illuftrious  Light 

"  From  Light  illuftrious !  Thou,  whofe  regal  power, 

"  Finite  in  time,  but  infinite  in  fpace, 

"  On  more  than  adamantine  bafis  nVd, 

"  O'er  more,  far  more,  than  diadems  and  thrones, 

"  Inviolably  reigns  ;  the  Dread  of  gods  I  2270 

u  And  Oh  !  the  Friend  of  man  I  beneath  whofe  foot, 

"  And  by  the  mandate  of  whofe  aweful  nod, 

"  All  regions,  revolutions,  fortunes,  fates, 

"  Of  high,  of  low,  of  mind,  and  matter,  roll 

"  Through  the  fhort  channels  of  expiring  time,    1275 

"  Or  fhorclefs  ocean  of  eternity, 

u  Calm,  or  tempeftuous  (as  thy  Spirit  breathes), 

"  In  abfolute  fubjeclion  ! — And,  O  Thou 

"  The  glorious  Third  !  diftin&,  not  feparate ! 

"  Beaming  from  Both  !  with  Both  incorporate ;    2280 

u  And  (ftrange  to  tell !)  incorporate  with  duft! 

«'  By  condefcenfion,  as  Thy  glory,  great, 

"•Enthriii'd 

•  Nights  the  Sixth  and  Seventh. 
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«  Enmrin'd  in  man  !  of  human  hearts,  if  pure, 

«'  Divine  inhabitant !  the  tie  divine 

"  Of  heaven  with  diftant  earth  1  by  whom  I  truft,  2285 

"  (If  not  infpirM)  uncenfurM  this  addrefs 

•<  To  Thee,  to  Them— To  whom  ?— Myfterious  Power! 

"  Revealed— yet  unreveaTd !  darknefs  in  light  $ 

"  Number  in  unity  !  our  Joy!  our  Dread  ! 

"  The  Triple  Bolt  that  lays  all  wrong  in  rain  !     229s 

"  That  animates  all  right,  the  Triple  Sun ! 

"  Sun  of  the  foul !  her  never-fetting  Sun  \ 

"  Triune,  Unutterable,  Unconceiv'd, 

«•  Abfconding,  yet  Demonftrable,  Great  God  I 

««  Greater  than  Greateft  !  Better  than  the  Belt J    1295 

"  Kinder  than  kindeft !  with  foft  pitfs  eye, 

"  Or  (ftronger  ftill  to  fpeak  it)  with  Thine  Own, 

"  From  Thy  bright  home,  from  that  high  Firmament, 

"  Where  Thou,  from  all  eternity,  haft  dwelt} 

"  Beyond  archangels  unaflifted  ken ;  2300 

"  From  far  above  what  mortals  higheft  call ; 

"  From  elevation's  pinnacle  }  look  down, 

"  Through— What  ?  confounding  interval !  through  all 

"  And  more  than  labouring  yiw^  can  conceive  j 

"  Through  radiant  ranks  of  eflences  unknown  ;  2335 

"  Through  hierarchies  from  hierarchies  dt-tjuii'd 

"  Round  various  banners  of  Omnipotence, 

"  With  endlefs  change  of  rapturous  duties  hVd  ; 

"  Through  wondrous  beings  interpofing  fwarms, 

<<  All  cluttering  at  the  call,  to  dwell  in  Thee  j      2310 

"  Through  this  wide  wafte  of  worlds  !  this  <z>:Jia  vuit, 

««  All  fanded  o'er  with  funs  j  funs  turn'd  to  ;:igbt 

'^Before 
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*'  Before  thy  feebleft  beam— Look  down— down— down, 

"  Ona  poor  breathing  f  article  in  duft, 

"  Or,  lower,  an  immortal  xn  his  crimes.  1315 

"  His  crimes  forgive  !  forgive  his  virtues,  too  ! 

"  Thofe  fmaller  faults,  half-converts  to  the  right. 

"  Nor  let  me  clofe  thefe  eyes,  which  never  more 

"  May  fee  the  fun  (though  night's  defcending  fcale 

"  Now  weighs  up  morn),  unpity'd,  and  unbleft  !  9320 

"  In  Thy  difpleafure  dwells  eternal  pain  \ 

"  Pain,  our  averfion  j  pain,  which  (hikes  me  no*w ; 

"  And,  fince  all  pain  is  terrible  to  man, 

"  Though  tianfient,  terrible  ,  at  Thy  good  hour, 

"  Gently,  ah  gently,  lay  me  in  my  bed,  1315 

<c  My  day-cold  bed !  by  nature,  now,  fo  near} 

"  By  nature,  near  j  ftill  nearer  by  difeafe ! 

"  Till  then,  be  this,  an  emblem  of  my  grave  1 

"  Let  it  out-preach  the  preacher  ;  eveiy  night 

"  Let  it  out-cry  the  boy  at  Philip's  ear  5  1330 

"  That  tongue  of  death  !  that  herald  of  the  tomb  I 

«*  And  when  (the  fhelter  of  thy  wing  implor'd) 

"  My  fenftsy  footlTd,  mall  fink  in  foft  repofe, 

««  O  fink  this  truth  ftill  deeper  in  my  foul, 

4<  Suggefted  by  my  pillow,  fign'd  by  fatty  1335 

"  Firft,  in  fate's  volume,  at  the  page  of  man— 

11  Man*  sfickly  foul,  though  turn  d  and  t of s^ d  for  ever , 

"  From  fide  to  fide,  can  reft  on  nought  hut  Thee  ; 

"  Here,  in  full  truft  ,  hereafter,  in  full joy  j 

"  On  Thee,  the  promised,  Aire,  eternal  down        234* 

**  Of  fpirit%  toil'd  in  travel  through  this  vale. 

"  Nor  of  that  pillow  (hall  my  foul  defpond  $ 

"  For 
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««  For— Love  almighty  I    Love  almighty  !   (fing, 
"  Exult,  creation  !)  Love  almighty,  reigns  1 
"  That  death  of  death  !  that  cordial  of  defpair  I  234.5 
se  And  loud  Eternity's  triumphant  fong  ! 

"  Of  whom,  no  more:— For,  O  Thou  Patron-God ! 
u  Thou  God  and  Mortal!  Thence  more  God  to  man! 
"  Man's  theme  eternal !  man's  eternal  theme ! 
"  Thou  canft  not  'fcape  uninjured  from  our  praije.  2350 
"  Uninjur'd  from  our  praife  can  He  efcape, 
"  Who,  difembofom'd  from  the  Father,  bows 
"  The  heaven  of  heavens,  to  kifs  the  diftant  earth ! 
"  Breathes  out  in  agonies  a  finlefs  foul ! 
€(  Againft  the  Cro/s,  Death's  iron  fceptre  breaks  !  2355 
"  From  famiflfd  ruin  plucks  her  human  prey  ! 
"  Throws  wide  the  gates  celeftial  to  his  foes  I 
4i  Their  gratitude,  for  fuch  a  boundlefs  debt, 
"  Deputes  their  fuffcring  brothers  to  receive  ! 
"  And,  if  deep  human  guilt  in  payment  fails  ;      2360 
"  As  deeper  guilt  prohibits  our  defpair  ! 
<(  In  joins  it,  as  our  duty,  to  rejoice  ! 
t(  And  (to  clofe  all)  omnipotently  kind, 
"  *  Takes  his  delights  among  the  fins  of  men" 

What  words  are  thefe— And  did  they  come  from 
heaven  ?  2365 

And  were  they  fpoke  to  man  ?  to  guilty  man  ? 
What  are  all  myfteries  to  love  like  this  ? 
The  fongs  of  angels,  all  the  melodies 
Of  choral  gods,  are  wafted  in  the  found  5 
Heal  and  exhilarate  the  broken  heart ;  2373 

Though 
*  Prov.  chap.  viii. 
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Though  plung'd,  before,  in  horrors  dark  as  mgbti 
Kich  prelibation  of  confummate  joy  ! 
Nor  wait  we  diflblution  to  be  bleft. 

This  final  effort  of  the  moral  Mufe, 
How  juftly  *  titled?  nor  for  me  alone :  *37S 

For  all  that  read ;  what  fpirit  of  fupport, 
"What  heights  of  Confolation,  crown  my  fongi 

Then,  farewel  Night !  of  darknefs,  now,  no  more  t 
Joy  breaks ;  mines  ;  triumphs ;  'tis  eternal  day. 
Shall  that  which  rifes  out  of  nought  complain        a  3$* 
Of  a  few  evils,  paid  with  endlefs  joys  ? 
My  foul !  henceforth,  in  fweeteft  union  join 
The  two  fupports  of  human  happinefs, 
Which  fome,  erroneous,  think  can  nerer  meet  $ 
True  tafie  of  life,  and  content  thought  of  death!    13$$ 
The  thought  of  death,  fole  victor  of  its  dread! 
Hope,  be  thy  joy  ;  and  probity  thy  JkiU ; 
Thy  patron  He,  whofe  diadem  has  dropped 
Yon  gems  of  heaven  5  Eternity  ,  thy  prize : 
And  leave  the  racers  of  the  world  their  own,         2390 
Their  feather,  and  their  froth,  for  endlefs  toils : 
They  part  with  all  for  that  which  is  not  bread  ; 
They  mortify,  they  ftarve,  on  wealth,  fame,  power  $ 
And  laugh  to  fcorn  the  fools  that  aim  at  more. 
How  rauft  a  fpirit,  late  efcapM  from  earth,  4395 

Suppofe  Philanders,  Lucia's,  or  NarcuTa's, 
The  truth  of  things  new-blazing  in  its  eye, 
Look  back,  aftoniflTd,  on  the  ways  of  men, 

Vol.  III.  G  WWfr 

•  The  Conflation, 
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Whofc  lives  whole  drift  is  to  forget  their  graves  ! 

And  when  our  prefent  privilege  is  paft,  0400 

To  fcourge  us  with  due.  fenfe  of  its-  *lwfe9 

The  fame  aftonifhment  will  feize  us  all. 

What  then  rauft  pain  us,  would  preferve  ns-  iww» 

Lorenzo  I  'tis  not  yet  too  late  5  -Lorenzo  I. 

Seize  wifdom,  ere  'tis  torment  to  be  wife  $  3405 

That  is,  feize  wifdout,  ere  fhe  feizes  4bee+ 

For  what,  my  fmall  philofopher !  is  bell? 

'Tis  nothing  but  full  knowledge  of  the  truth, 

When  truth,  refifted  long,  is  fworn  our  foe ; 

And  calls  Eternity  to  do  her  right.  ^4*0 

Thus,  darknefs  aiding  intellectual  light* 
And  Cucrtdjilence  whifpering  truths  divine* 
And  truths  divine  converting  pain  to  peace. 
My  fong  the  midnight  raven  has  outwing'd, 
And  fhot,  ambitious  of  unbounded  fcenes,  14.1 5 

Beyond  the  flaming  limits  of  the  world, 
Her  gloomy  flight.     But  what  avails  the  flight  # 
Of  fancy  ,    when  our  hearts  remain  below  ? 
Virtue  abounds  in  flatterers  and  foes  j 
nTis  pride,  to  praife  her  ;  penance  to  perform.       2420 
To  more  than  words,  to  more  than  worth  of  tongue, 
Lorenzo  I  rife,  at  this  aufpicious  hour; 
An  hour,  when  heaven  's  moft  intimate  with  man  j 
When,  like  a  falling  ftar,  the  ray  divine 
Glides  fwift  into  the  bofom  of  xhtjufti  242$ 

And  juft  are  all,  determined  to  reclaim  ; 
Which  lets  that  title  high  within  thy  reach. 

Awake, 
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Awake,  then  :  thy  Philander  calls  :  awake  ! 
Thou,- who  flialt  wake,  when  the  creation  deeps  j 
When,  like  a  taper,  all  thefe  funs  expire-;  243© 

When  Time,  like  him  of  Gaza  in  his  wrath, 
Plucking  the  pillars  that  fupport  the  world, 
In  Nature's  ample  ruins  lies  intomb'd 5 
4&nd  Midnight,  Un'wcrfal  Midnight !  reigns. 


END  OF  THE  NIGHT-THOUGHTS. 


G»  feEStG- 


RESIGNATION, 


IN    TWO    PARTS. 


**  My  foul  &*H  be  Satisfied  even  a*  it  were  with  marrow 
<*  and  fatnefs  j  when  my  mouth  praifeth  thee  wiA 
««  joyful  lips."  Psalm  lxiii,  6. 


G  3  ADVBR. 


A  IT  V  E  R  T  I  S  E  M  E  H  TT 

THIS  was  not  intended  for  the  Pdblfcj  theYe- 
were  many  and  ftrong  reafons  againft  it  j  and  are  fb- 
ftill  $  but  fome  extracts  of  it,  from  the  few  copies- 
which  werev  giren .  awmy,  being  gft  into  the  printed- ; 
papers,  it  was  thought  neceflary  to  publifh  fomething, « 
left  a  copy  ftill  more  imperfect  than  this  fhould  fall: 
into  the-  prefs :  and  it  is  hoped,  that  this  unwelcome 
occafion  of  publication  may  be  fome  excufe  for  it. 

As  for  the  following  ftanzas,  God  Almighty's  in- 
finite power,  and  marvellous  goodnefs  to  man,  is  dwelt 
on,  as  the  moftjuft  and  cogent  reafon.  for.  our  chear- 
ful  and  abfolute  refignation  to  his  will  5  nor  are  any  of 
thofe  topics  declined,  which  have  a  juft  tendency  to  pro- 
mote that  fupreme  virtue :  fuch  as  the  vanity  of  this 
life,  the  value  of  the  next,  the  approach  of  death,  ic. 
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RESIGNATION. 
PART      I. 

*TpHE  days  how  few,  how  fhort' the  year* 

*       Of  man's  too  rapid  race, 
Each  leaving,  ay  it  fwiftly  flies, 
A  fhorter  in  its  place  ! 

They  who  the  longeft:  Ieafe  enjoyr 

Have  told  us  with  a  figh, 
That  to  be  born  feems  little  more, 

Than  to  begm  to  die. 

Numbers  there  are  who  feel  this  truth, 
With  fears  ararm'd  j  and  yet,  , 

In  life's  dehifions  hnTd  afleep, 
This  weighty  truth  forget : 

And  am  not  I  to  thefe  akin  ?• 

Age  (lumbers  o'er  the  quill ; 
Its  honour  blots,  whatever  it  writes  j  ' 

And  am  I  writing  ftill  ? 

Confcious  of  nature  in  decline, 

And  languor  in  ray  thoughts  $.. 
To  foften  cenfure,  and  abate 

Its  rigour  oh  my  faults  5 

Permit  me,  Madam  !  ere  to  Ybuu 
The  promised  verfe  I  pay, 
s  To  touch  on  felt  infirmity, . 
Sad  filter  of  decay. 

G  4*  <fe*. 
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One  world  decent 'd,  another  boin, 
'     fikcKoaktfa^bdtild,;)     1     '.■•&"■*& 
1   O'er  whoft  white  hair*,  andfooowUbnvjW 
Too  nuBf  Ame4wf*«6ird  i  *i 

IJappy  tbetoatriarehl  faorejojc'i  ■   .» ,     m 
Hit  fecond  worid  to  IfeeV''        ^ F     t 

My  fccoadwod &,  though  gay  the  fccnc. 
Can  boat  no  charms  far  me. 

To  toe  this  bbilf  iant  age  appears 

With-deiblation  fpread  j 
Near  all  wiA  wkam  I  liv'd,  and  fmii'd. 

Wfailft  life  was  life,  are  dead  5 
And  Wltk.ffceni|dy'd  my  joys ;  the  griv* 
.     Hat'orolaniJIature's  laws  j 
And  clos'd,  againit  this  feeble  frame,, 

Its -partial  cruel  jaws  j 

Cruel  to  fpare !  condemned  to  life ! 

A  cloud  impairs  my  fight  5 
My  weak  hand  difobeys  my  willy. 

And  trembles  as  I  write. 

What  ihall  I  write  ?  Thalia,  tell  $•, 

Say,  long-abandon'd  Mufe  I 
What  field  of  fancy  ihall  I  range  r-, 

What  fubjeft  mall  I  chufc  ? 

A  choice  of  moment  high  infpire,. 

AndTefcue  me  from  fhame, 
For  doating  on  thy  charms  fo  krter 

By  grandeur  in  my  theme* 


Beyond 
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Beyond  the  themes,  which  moft  admire* 

Which  dazzle,  or  amaze. 
Beyond  renown'd  exploits  of  war, 

Bright  charms,  or  empire's  blaze,     * 
Are  themes,  which,  in  a  world  of  woe* 

Can  beft  appeafe  our  pain j 
And,  in  an  age  of  gaudy  guilt, 

Gay  folly's  flood  reftrain  j 
Amidft  the  ftorms  of  life  fuppor* 

A  calm  unfhaken  mind  5         \ 
And  with  unfading  laurels  crown, 

The  brow  of  the  rclign'd. 

«P  Resignation  !  yet  ttnfung, 

Untouched  by  former  ftrains ; 
Though  claiming  every  Mufe's  fmile, 

And  every  Poet's  pains, 

Beneath  life's  evening,  folemn  made, 

I  dedicate  my  page 
To  thee,  thou  fafeft  guard  of  youth  t 

Thou  fole  fupport  of  age  1 

All  other  duties  crefcents  are 

Of  virtue  faintly  bright, 
The  glorious  confummation,  Thou  ! 

Which  fills  her  orb  with  light : 
How  rarely  fill'd  t  The  love  divine 

In  evils  to  difcern, 
This  the  firft  leflbn  which  we  want. 

The  lateft,  which  we  learn  $ 

3  K  TW&fcftV 
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A  melancholy  truth  !  for  know* 

Could  our  proud  hearts  refign, 
The  diftance-  greatly  would  decreafc- 

'TVixt  human  and  divine. 
But  though,  full  noble  ia  my  thcmv 

Full  urgent  is  my  call 
To  foften  fonvw,  and  forbid 

The  burfting  tear  to  fall ; 
The  talk  I  ttead;.  dan  I  to  leave 

Of  humble  profe  the  fhere,. 
And  put  to  fea  ?  a  dangerous  fea  ? 

What  throngs  have  funk  before  h 
How  proud  the  poet's  billow  fwells  ! 

The  God  1  the  God  1  his  boaftt 
A  boaft  how  vain  !  What  wrecks,  abound  t 

Dead  bards  (lench  every  coafh 
What  then  am  I?  Shall  I  prcfumej. 

On  fuch  a  moulten  wing, 
Above  the  general  wreck  to  rife, 

And  in  my  winter,,  fing ; 

When  nightingales,  when  fweeteft  bards- 
Confine  their  charming  fong 

To  rummer*  s  animating  heats,. 
Content  to  warble  young  ? 

Yet,  write  I  muft  ;   a  *  Lady  fues  j 
How  fhameftil  her  requeft  ! 

My  brain  in  labour  for  dull  rhyme  I 
Her's  teeming  with  the  belt ! 
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But  you  a  ftranger  will  excufe, 

Nor  fcorn  his  feeble  ftraih ; 
To  youa  Granger,  but,  through  fate,, 

No  ftranger  to  your  pain. 

The  ghoft  of  grief  deceased  afcendsy, 

His  old  wound  bleeds  anew 5 
His  forrowsare  recall'd-to  life 

By  thofe  he  iees  in  you  j 
Too  well  he  knows  the  twitting  firings- 

Of  ardent  hearts  combined  . 
When  rent  afunder,  how  they  Bleed; 

How  hard  to  be  refign'd  : 

Thofe  tears  you  pour,  his  eyes  have  fhedj, 

The  pang-  you  feel,  he  felt  j 
Thus  nature,  loud  as  virtue,  bids. 

His  heart  at  yours  to  melt. 
But  what  can  heart,  or  head,  fiiggeft?' 

What  fad  experience  fay  ?    • 
Through  truths  auftere,  to  peace  we  work 

Our  rugged,  gloomy  way. : 

What  are  we?  Whence  ?  For  what  ?  and  Whither*' 
Who  know  not,  needs'  rauft  mourn  j 

But  Thought;  bright  daughter  of  the  ikies  I 
Can  tears  to  triumph'  turn. 

Thought  is  our  armour,  'tis  the  mind's 

Impenetrable  fliield, 
Whenj  fent  by  fate,  w:  meet  our  foe*, 

In  fore  affliction's  field  >  • 
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It  plucks  the  frightful  mafk  froai  ills, 

Forbids  pale  fear  to  hide, 
Beneath  ^hat  dark  diiguiie,  a  friend, 

Which  turns  affection's  ride, 

Affe&o]   frail  I  trained  up  by  fenfe, 
From  rea  fon's  channel  ftrays  : 

And  whilll  it  blindly  points  at  peace, 
Our  fltace  to  pain  betrays. 

Though:  winds  its  fond,  erroneous  ftfeam 

From  daily- dying  flowers* 
To  nourifh  rich  immortal  blooms. 

In  amaranthine  bowers ; 

Whence  throngs,  in  extafy,  look  down 
On  l^hat  once  ftiockM  tbeir  fight  j 

And  thluik  the  terrors  of  the  paft 
For  ages  of  delight. 


All  withers  here ;  who  moft  pofleft 

Are  lofers  by  their  gain, 
Stung  by  full  proof,  that,  bad  at  beft, 

Life's  idle  All  is  vain  i 

Vain,  in  its  oourfe,  life's  murmuring  ftreami 
.  Did  not  its  courfe  offend, 
Put  murmur  ceafe  j  life,  then,  would  Jeen* 
Still  vainer,  from  its  end. 

How  wretched !  wJio,  through  cruel  fitfe* 

Have  nothing  to  lament  I 
With  the, poor  alms  this  world  affords 

Deplorably  content ! 

Hi 
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Had  not  the  Greek  his  world  miftook, 

His  with  had  been  moft  wife  j 
To  be  content  with  but  one  world, 

Like  him,  we  fliould  defpife. 

Of  earth's  revenue  would  you  ftate 

A  full  account,  and  fair  ? 
We  hope  j  and  hope  5  and  hope  5  then  caft 

The  total  up— 


Defpair, 


Since  vain  all  here,  all  future,  vaft, 

Embrace  the  lot  aflign'd j 
Heaven  wounds  to  heal  j  its  frowns  are  friends  $ 

Its  ftrokes  fevere,  moft  kind. 

But  in  laps'd  nature,  rooted  deep, 

Blind  error  domineers ; 
And  on  fools  errands,  in  the  dark, 

Sends  out  our  hopes  and  fears ; 

Bids  us  for  ever  pains  deplore, 

Our  pleafures  overprize ; 
Thefe  oft  perfuade  us  to  be  weak ; 

Thofe  urge  us  to  be  wife. 

From  virtue* s  rugged  path  to  right 

By  pleafure  are  we  brought 
To  flowery  fields  of  wrong,  and  there 

Pain  chides  us  for  our  flush  s 

Yet 


qj,   .     young%s  screws*.  ^ 

Yetwhilfrk-chidee,  k  g»a&  *£  pone* 


If  fotlyU  withftoedj 
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^Aad ftp,  time ro»*a  •ifr.**^  .„, ,, .„ 

For  our etexniujpaocL t        ...  .-■...«  ^Tt» 
5n  tvfto  d^fc  cot,  «n^k  w^Mr^..    ^  ,0 
.  And  in  delufongseaV  .  .    "iV>  ' 

^Wlutan  e^nenuft  is  ottn   .      '"■  ;-"./» 

Tofpead  Hit  Whole  cfttf*      .",  :,*?**      <. 
And  beggar  m  eta  uity  1 

For  *&&,  as  he  was  tarn, 
MeieWfda  than  one  againftvit  wiqtfl 

Ai  feathers  he  Jhould  (corn. 
'Say  not,  y*ur  loft  in^ttiunftph T**ff*V,  ^ ^. ■> 

Ratigkm't  fccbk»ibifej '      ^v^flril"  ' 
- J°7* Julure  amply  rtbnburie  *.  *  .V-t/".'  ■■  ■  ,T " 

Joys  bankrupts  of  this  life. 
But  not  deferred  your  joy  fo  long. 

It  bears  an  early  date  j 
AfHi&ion's  ready  pay  in  hand, 

Befriends  our  prefent  ftataj  "  * 

What**e4he  tears,  which  trickle  down,    •  .» 
Her  melancholy  face,  .  .     . 

Like  liquid  pearl  ?  Like  pearls  «£  nrke» 
They  purchafe  lafftng  peace. 

Grief  foftens  hearts,  and  curbs  the  will*  - 

Impetuous  paflion  tames, 
And  keeps  infatiate,  keen  define  r.        ■• 

From  launching  in  extremes* 

Throng 
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'Through  time's  dark  womb,  pur  judgment  right, 

If  our  dim  eye  was  thrown, 
•Clear  mould  we  fee,  the  will  4ivine 

Has  but  foreftaird  our-own  j 
At  variance  with  our  future  wiih* 

Self-feverM  we  complain  5 
If  fo,  the  wounded,  not  the  wound, 

Muft  anfwer  for  the^pain : 
The  day  mall  come,  and  fwift  of  wing, 

Though  you  may  think  it  flow., 
When,  in  fte  1&  of  fortune's  finite, 

You  *11  enter  frowns  of  woe. 
For  mark  the  path  4f .  Providence  j 

This  courfe  it  has  pursued 
<l  Pain  is  the  parent,*  woe-  the  womb, 

«  Of  found,  important  good:'* 
Our  hearts  are  faflen'd  to  this  world 

By  ftrong  and  endlefs  -ties  5 
And  every  forrow-cuts  a  ftring, 
And  urges  us  to  rife  : 

•Twill  found  fevere— Yet  reft  affur'd 

I  'm  ftudious  of  your  peace  3 
Though  I/fhould  dare  to  give  y*n  joy^ 

Yes,  joy  of  his  deceafei 

An  hour  fliail>  come  (you  que&ion  thii) 

An  hour,  when  you  ihall  blefs, 
3eyond\the  brightest  beams  of  life, 

Dark  days'  of  your  diftrcft, 

■  Urn 
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Hear  then  without  furprize  a  troth, 

A  daughter-truth  to  this, 
Swift  turns  of  fortune  often  tie 

A  bleeding  heart  to  blifs  : 

Efteem  you  this  a  paradox  ? 

My  facred  motto  read  j 
A  glorious  truth !  divinely  fung 

By  one,  whofe  heart  had  bled  § 
To  Refignation  fwift  he  flew, 

In  her  a  friend  he  found, 
A  friend,  which  bkft  him  with  a  -finite. 

When  gafping  with  his  wound. 

On  earth  nought  precious  is  obtained 

But  what  is  painful  too ; 
By  travel,  and  to  travel  born, 

Our  fabbaths  are  but  few  : 
To  real  joy  we  work  our  way, 

Encountering  many  a  fhock, 
Ere  found  what  truly  charms ;  as  found 

A  Ve»us  in  the  block. 

In  fome  difafter,  fome  fevere 

Appointment  for  our  fins, 
That  mother  blefling  (not  fo  calPd), 

True  happincfs,  begins. 

No  martyr  e'er  defy\l  the  flames, 

By  ftings  of  life  unvext ; 
Firft  rofe  fome  quarrel  with  this  workl, 

Then  paflion  for  the  next. 
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You  fee,  then,  pangs  are  parent  pangs, 

The  pangs  of  nappy  birth'; 
Pangs,  by  which  only  can  be  bom 

True  happinefs  on  earth. 
The  peopled  earth  look  ail  around* 

Or  through  tint's  records  run  ; 
And  fay,  what  it  a  man  unftruck  ? 

Jt  is  a  man  undone. 
This  moment,  am  I  deeply  fang*- 

My  bold  pretence  is  try'd  j 
When  vain  man  boafts,  Heaven  puis  to  proof 

The  vaun  tings  of  his  pride ; 

Now  need  I,  Madam  I  your  fupport*— « 

How  exquifite  the  fmart  I 
How  critically  tim'd  the  *  news 

Which  ftrikes  me  to  the  heart  ! 

The  pangs  of  which  I  fpoke,  I  feel : 

If  worth  like  thine,  is  born, 
O  long-belov'd  !  I  blefs  the  blow, 

And  triumph,  whilft  I  mourn. 

Nor  mourn  I  long ;  by  grief  fiibdued 

By  reafon's  empire  flown  j  • 
Deep  anguim  comes  by  Heaven's  decree, 

Continues  by  our  own  $ 

Vol.  in.  H  'And 

*  Whilft  die  Author  was  writing  This,  he  received 
le  news  of  Mr.  Samuel  Rkfeardfon's  death,  who  was 
ken  printing  the  former  part  of  tbe  Poem. 
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And  when  continued  pail  its  point, 

Indulged  in  length  of  time, 
Grief  is  dtlgrace,  and,  what  wai  fate, 

Corrupts  into  a  crime  : 
And  fhalLl,  criminally  mean, 

Myfelf  and  iiibjecl  wrong  ? 
No  5  my  example  mail  fupport 

The  fiibjecl:  of  my  ibng. 

Madam  !  I  grant  your  lofs  is  great  5 

Nor  little  is  your  gain  ; 
"Let  that  be  weighed;  when  weigh  "d  aright^ 
It  richly  pays  your  pain  1 

When  Heaven  would  kindly  fet  us  free3 
And  earth's  enchantment  end  | 

It  takes  the  moft  effectual  meane* 
And  robs  us  of  a  Friend. 

But  fuch  a  friend  t  and  figh  no  more  ? 

'Tis  prudent  5  but  fevere : 
Heaven  aid  my  weaknefs,  and:  I  drop, 

All  forrow— with  this  tear* 

Perhaps  your  fettled  grief  to  iboth, 

I  mould  not  vainly  ftrive* 
But  with  foft  balm  your  pain  affuage, 

Had  he  been  ftill  alive  j 

Whofe  frequent  aid  brought  kind  relief, 

In  my  diftrefs  of  thought, 
•  Ting'd  with  his  beams  my  cloudy  page 

And  boautify'd  a  fault ;     . 

-4  ■-.■•• 
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To  touch  our  paffions*  ftcret  fprings 

Was  his  peculiar  care ; 
And- deep  his  happy  genius  div'd 

In  bofoms  of  the  fair  5 

Nature,  which  favours  to  die  few. 

All  art  beyond,  imparts, 
To  him  prefented  at  his  birth, 

The  key  of  human  hearts. 

But  not  to  me  by  him  bequeathed 

His  gentle,  fmooth  addrefs ; 
His  tender  hand  to  touch  the  wound 

In  throbbing  of  diftrefs  : 

Howe'er,  proceed  I  muft,  unblefs'd 

With  Efculapian  art : 
Know,  love-fometimes,  miftaken  love ! 

Plays  difaffe&ion's  part :  - 
Nor  lands,  nor  feas,  nor  funs,  nor  fhrs,    \ 

Can  foul  from  foul  divide ; 
They  correfpond  from  diftant  worlds* 

Though  tranfports  are  deny'd : 

Are  you  not,  then,  unkindly  kind  i 

Is  not  your  love  fcvere  ? 
O!  ftop  that  cryftaJ  fource  of  woe  j 

Nor  wound  him  with  a  tear. 

As  thofe  above  from  human  blifs 

Receive  encreafe  of  joy ; 
May  not  a  ftroke  from  human  woe, 

la  part,  their  peace  deftroy  ? 

H.»  -  He 
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He  lives  m  thofe  he  left  ;-*<o  what  ? 

Your,  now ,  paternal  care, 
Clear  from  iH  cloud  your  brigbten'd  tyief 

It  will  d if bern  him  there  5 

In  features,  not  of  form  alone* 

But  thofe,  I  truft,  of  mind  ^ 
Aufpicious  to  the  public  weal, 

And  to  their  fate  rcftgn'd. 

Think  on  the  temped*  he  fuftaia'd  ; 

Revolve  hie  battles  won  5 
And  let  thofe  prophefy  your  joy 
From  fuch  a  father's  fan  : 

»Is  confolation  what  you  feek  ? 
Fan,  then,  his  martial  fire  : 
And  animate  to  flame  the  fpark* 

Bequeathed  him  by  his  iae  s  i~: 

•  As  noting  great  is  born  in  haft*,  .  . 

Wife  nature's  time  allow  $ 
His  father**  fotifels  may  defcefc^ 
And  flourish  on  his  brow. 

Nor,  Madam!  be tifrpriittfftfc  ttwr 

That  laurels  may  be  *hj*  •  ■    * 
Not  more  to  rterfce%  tff  the  fieM, 
(Proud  boafters !)  t&antoymiv 

Tender  as  fs  toeftotoalefhrtne, ' 

Like  that  brave  man  you  ffldurn,  , 

Youareafoldfer,  and  to  fight 

Superior  battles  born  V 

x  Scncfl 


RESII  GNAT  ION;    tPart  I.       xtat 

Beneath  a  .banner  nobler  fir  K  A  i 

Than  ever  was  unfurl'd 
In  fields  of  blood  j  a  banner  bright  t    . .  ,  ■  i 

High-wav'd  o>r  all  the  world.' 
It,  like  a  ibreanoing  meteor,  cafts 

An  univerfal  light  j 
Sheds  day,  fheds  more,  eternal  day 

On  nations  whelm'd  in  night. 

Beneath  that  banner,  what  exploit 

Can  mount  our  glory  higher,  , 
Than  to  fuftain  the  dreadful  blow. 

When  thofe  we  love  expire  ? 
Go  forth  a  moral  Amazon  5 

Arm'd  with  undaunted  thought  5 
The  battle  won,  though  cofting  dear 

You  *11  think  it  cheaply  bought » 

The  paflive  hero1,  who  fits  down 

Una&ive,  and  can  fmile 
Beneath  affliction's  galling  load, 

Out-a6ls  a  Caefar's  toil  1 

The  billows  ftain'd  by  flaughter'd  foes 

Inferior  praife  afford ; 
Reafon  *s  a  bloodlefs  conqueror, 

More  glorious  than  the  fword. 

Nor  can  the  thunder  of  huaaas 

From  (h outing  nations,  caufe 
Such  fweet  delight,  as  from  your  heart 

Soft  whifpers  of  applauft  1 

H  3  The 
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he  dear  deceased  fo  Fam'd  in  arm*, 
With  what  delight  he  '11  view 
Lis  triumphs  on  the  main  outdone, 
Thus  conquer* dj  twice ,  by  you, 

are  his  delight  $  take  heed  to  ftiuo 

Of  bufoms  mo  ft  difeas'd 
at  odd  di  (temper,  an  abfurd 

Reluctance  to  be  pleased  : 
Some  fcem  b  love  with  forrow'fl  charms, 

And  that  foul  fiend  embrace : 
This  temper  let  me  juftly  brand, 

And  ftamp  it  with  difgrace  s 

Sorrow  !  of  horrid  parentage  1 
Thou  fecond-bom  of  hell  I 

Again  ft  heaven*s  endlefs  mercies  pour*d 
How  dar/ft  thou  to  rebel  ? 

From  black  and  noxious  vapours  bred* 
And  nurs'd  by  want  of  thought, 

And  to  the  door  of  frenzy's  felf 
By  perfeverance  brought, 

Thy  moA.  inglorious,  coward  tear* 
From  brutal  eyes  have  ran ; 

Smiles,  incommunicable  fmiles ! 
Are  radiant  marks  of  man ; 

They  caft  a  fudden  glory  round 
Th1  illumined  human  face $ 

And  light  in  fons  of  honeft  joy 
Some  beams  of  Mofes'  face  i. 
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Is  resignation's  lcffon  hard  ? 

Examine,  we  (hall  find 
That  duty  gives  up  little  more 

Than  anguifh  of  the  mind  ; 
Refign  j  and  all  the  load  of  life 

That  moment  you  remove, 
Its  heavy  tax,  ten  thoufand  cares 

Devolve  on  one  above  j 

Who  bids  us  lay  our  burthen  down 

On  his  almighty  hand, 
Softens  our  duty  to  relief, 

To  blefling  a  command. 

For  joy  what  caufe  ?  how  every  fenfe 

Is  courted  from  above 
The  year  around,  with  prefents  rich, 

The  growth  of  endlefs  love  ? 
But  moft  overlook  the  bleflings  pour'd, 

Forget  the  wonders  done, 
And  terminate,  wrapp'd  up  in  fenfe, 

Their  profpeft  at  the  fun  j 

From  that,  their  final  point  of  view,  • 

From  that  their  radiant  goal, 
Oa  travel  infinite  of  thought, 

Sets  out  the  nobler  foul, 

Broke  loofe  from  time's  tenacious  ties, 

And  earth's  involving  gloom, 
To  range  at,  large  its  vaft  domain,* 

And  talk,  with  worlds  to  come.: 

H  4  They 


*c*      .;  Y.«t7N63&  liMt  3  A 

.  Tbc7ktwnaik\lhu4wft*ffcfai»  ,/Wirf 

LnVs  idle  momennjflrt j  .  u.  .« ;  >♦,? >  £ 
And,  doiiig  noting  fiftlhtjtjfiirtfc    »i,  mf? 

Imigiae nothiig 4**e j  *,  r.-jW.:.  srfY 
Fatal  miftake  1.  tfccfe  fcte^M  *ty  c*  ;  c#;>tf 

Their  dread  acorns*  proefteda*  -.«  ?*iT 
And  their  no**dainfeJa:fttd«Ni  .;.  ■  fv.*d  ill 

Amongft their darfraf sfcMt $  no     \.><+) 

Though mm  ftt  iife  aMjtaa^lhk  eaaV^W 
God  is  at  work  on  «mmm    -  -■'.  nO; 

No  meant,  no  moment  nntsnploy'd*  .- .^ i«£ 
To  bids  him,  if  he  caau  ■■  ^l 

Butman^s^tSBoVboldly.bane.      ,:  x'i' 

To ramion  hit  owndbftfc| ; -*>, .  . 1,7  ?1- 

>fim,  amet*b«iigitrrothettBd*i  HT 

Repentt  his  crime  too  late ; 

Hence  loud  laments :  let  me  thy  caufe> 

Indulgent  Father !  plead ;  * 
Of  all  the  wretches  we  deplore. 

Not  one  by  thee  wat  made. 

What  is  thy  whole  creation  fair  ? 

Of  love  divine  the  child  j 
Love  brought  it  forth  j  and  from  its  birth, 

Has  o'er  it  fondly  fnuTd  t 

Now,  and  through  periodt  diftant  far, 

Long  ere  the  world  began, 
Heaven  is,  and  has  in  travel  been, 

Its  birth  the  good  of  man j 

Man 
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Man  holds  in  canftant  fervice  Bound 

The  bluftering  wind*  and  fcas  j  ■■ 
Nor  fans  difdatn  to  travel  bard  .:..<• 

Their  matter,  man,  to  please  i    ■  .• 

To  final  good  the  worft  events 

Through  fecret  channels  run ; 
Finiih  for  man  their  deftin'd  course, 

As  'twas  for  man  begun. 

One  point  (ohferv'd,  perhaps,  by  few)  •< 

Has  often  fmote,  and  (mites 
My  mind,  as  deroonftratkm  ftrong^ 

That  heaven  in  man  delights »        ' 

What  *s  known  to  man  of  things  ttnftcn,    '  • 

Of  future  worlds,  or  fates  f        ' 
So  much,  nor  more,  than  what  toman's 

Sublime  affairs  relates  $ 
What  *s  Revelation  then  ?  a  lift, 

An  inventory  juft 
Of  that  poor  infecVs  goods,  (b  late 

CallM  out  of  night  and  duft. 

What  various  motives  to  rejoice  I 

To  render  joy  fincere, 
Has  this  no  weight  ?  our  joy  is  felt 

Beyond  this  narrow  fphere  t 

Would  we  in  heaven  new  heaven  create, 

And  double  its  delight  ? 
A  fmiling  world,  when  heaven  looks  down, 

How  pleaiing  in  its  fight ! 

Angels 
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To  hew  i|*  joy*1*  J*£t«  •  $ori3!:nW  *«££" 
'    As  mcemk  f  ill  ■Ji|y.ia*  jtiifei.i  ■»«»•  t  .v 

III  aitNMtfc  jMtft  •     ,.   ■  .;  i-'r:;.'ii  irtlJT 

Save  we  »o  cadbfrjAwr  th«,JMfar  j  u «i  »  C 
Of  heaven's  avanging  aodj*    v.  jV '.,  „,.;-! 

When  wt^refafeit*  fltmfttaaft  ^  --ui  .•*,<•./! 
A  lympithetk  GmtlA  -u  ■.■»  wi  hw^  tf 

Ifwe  rc6gft,  ^Nps*saa«e  aaioBru  ,  :.•'-<«;  >  j 
Hit  rod  an  harmltjft  mad*  '■  ..  ,."i ,  ->>- 

If  sot,  k4pft»Jfaperfs.£»»4^..  :  ,w  ..^  J  . 
Like  that  im  Ji«t)»*  hawi  »•  ,.- .■„.  .-*  *.■■ ' 

Earth's  Vain  n^kkashtfa*  ^,r^  t.       . 
Wbo^.baiWart»'WQxild  boa*  fatJo»v 
Of  joys  a  rival  fpring. 

Confummate,  love !  the  lift  how  large 

Of  bleflings  from  thy  hand  ! 
To  baniih  forrow,  and  be  bleft, 

Is  thy  fupreme  command. 

Are  fuch  commands  but  ill  obeyed  ?• 

Of  blifs,  (hall  we  complain  I 
The  man,;  who  dares  to  be  a  wretch, 

Deferves  (till  greater  pain. 

Joy  is  our  duty,  glory,  health? 

The  funfhine  of  the  foul  j 
Our  beft  encomium  on  the  Power 

Who  fweetly  plans  the  whole  t 
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Jby  is  our  Eden  {till  pofTefs'd : 

Be  gone,  ignoble  grief  I 
*Tis  joy  makes  gods,  and  men  exalts, 

Their  nature,  our  relief} 

Relief,  for  man  to  that  muft  ftoop, 

And  his  due  diftance  know  $ 
Tranfpqrt  *s  the  language  of  the  flues, 

Content  the  ftyle  below. 

Content  is  joy,  and  joy  in  pain 

Is  joy  and  virtue  too^ 
Thus,  whilft  good  prefent  we  poflefs 

More  precious  we  purfue  s 

Of  joy  the  more  we  hare  in  hand, 

The  more  have  we  to  come ; 
Joy,  like  our  money,  intcrcft  bears. 

Which  daily  fwells  the  fum. 

"  But  how  to  fmile  j  to  ftem  the  tide 

"  Of  nature  in  our  veins  ; 
"  Is  it  not  hard  to  weep  in  joy  ? 

"  What  then  to  (mile  in  pains  ?" 

Victorious  joy  !  which  breaks  the  clouds, 

And  druggies  through  a  ftorm  j 
Proclaims  the  mind  as  great,  as  good ; 

And  bids  it  doubly  charm  : 

If  doubly  charming  in  our  fex, 

A  fex,  by  nature,  bold  $ 
What  then  in  yours  ?  'tis  diamond  there, 

Triumphant  o'er  our  gold. 
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Aai  Jtaftld  ft*  Aft*  «ttivlaMilfMir> -n  r^ 
Asd check the rifihgo)tfr^  Viv?  :«w*x ^* 

Yet  frith*  offa*  *>  yum  lofrtafara  y>*t *  ** 
IlabwtofuppiyV    m  ■  ■  .r^t:*  «irfT 

Since  fpiritB  v*Mf  duftpM  dHb»  *  *  .^r* 
Idem,  of  delight,  A    td  btiA 

Look  thiwtfh  4elM««^tftii^V^V' 
Totoyofuraotic«iri|£tt  -    N  -s«y*>" 

Ai  ttut  the  figfe  jridf  difat  tefbal*  <•"  .  *' 

Its  objea  dark  «pp*»»;  :>.■-.:**' 

True  rne**i|y  like  »rifipgfe»,      '  ..--r 

The  foul't  hoiim  ckm.  ■-.  */? 

Aftiend'stnojftiifc  totfeaipt:   .:•  *;    v 

With  fcnowcJffiMiVtv,  nut*  ,fT 
And  gim  it  ftrerngtb  of  fight*  *m 

Redrefs  unfeen  before* 

Reafon  is  fomewhat  rough  in  man* 

Extremely  fro  ooth  and  fajr, 
When  flie,  to  grace  her  manly  ftrengtb, 

Affumes  a  female  air  x 

A  *  Friend  you  have,  and  I  thp  fame, 

Whofe  prudent,  foftaddrefs 
Will  bring  to  life  thofc  healing  thoughts. 

Which  dyM  in  your  diftrefs ; 
That  friend,  the  fpirit  of  my  theme 

Extracting  for  your  eafe, 
Will  leave  to  me  the  dreg,  in  thoughts 

Too  common  j  fuch  as  thefe; 


Mrs.  Montague. 
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Let  thofe  lament,  to  whom  fall  bowk 

Of  fparkling  joys  are  given  $ 
That  triple  bane  inebriates  life* 

Imbitters  death,  and  hazards  heaven  t 
Woe  to  the  foul  at  perfecl:  eafe  1 

*Tis  brewing  perfc&  pains  * 
Lull'd  reaibn  £eeps,  the  pulfe  is  king) 

Defpotic  body  reigns : 
Have  you  *  ne'er  pity'd  joy's  gay  fcenes* 

And  deera'd  their  glory  dark  ? 
Alas  !  poor  Envy  1  roe's  ftone-blind, 

And  quite  miftakes  her  mark  c 
Her  mark  lies  hid  in  forrow's  wades, 

But  fbrrow  well  fiibdued  ; 
And  in  proud  fortune's  frown  defy*4 

By  meek,  unborrowed  good. 

By  Refignation ;  all  in  that 

A  double  friend  may  find, 
A  wing  to  heaven,  and,  while  en  earth, 

The  pillow  of  mankind  t 
On  pillows  void  of  down,  for  reft 

Our  reftlefs  hopes  we  place ; 
When  hopes  of  heaven  lie  warm  at  heart* 

Our  hearts  repofe  in  peace : 
The  peace,  which  refignation  yields, 

Who  feel  alone  can  guefs  j 
'Tis  difbeliev'd  by  murmuring  mindly 

They  muft  conclude  it  lefs  s 


*  Mrs,  Montague. 
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%  Him  we  to  k>ttt*  or  far?  ?««Uwn»  H> 

.That  fate  coaWihi  «awl  etc  ajwattn^r*  u.W 

TWltltoalgfaa*  fwr  t      ■■*  ft <MJi*»i 

Of  an  impatnt  mind!    .  .sAwnd  zW 

Thnmrt^*^***  ilbrta%  •  Uliiaff  il"  Mlfl  1 1 

T^ftuBtanthefffigtfh  ->**  ***f*CL 

.  WMtoaataffcy  thsttof  cyu/gwfct,  *"*  *»* 

AikI  virtu*;  it  p6«A'df  i      ;•  '*  ^A 

Foul  TkeiwrfaAmoBiiiin  buftfc*r  ■  ^^ 

In  the  rebegmui1»e*l  v  -'i»  *•'* 

By  Rdfeflttkfa  w&ftat "  *  t-  "  :  :>*«  *H 
Tfewortthatleaaaa^V^T'ol  :/»Ji 

And  fitt&wMtfar  more  rfcffafe, ;^T  «•  **X 

Than  worldlings- can  enjoy.  ■■  '  •' 

From  fmall  experience  this  I  fpeak  ; 

O!  grant  to  thofe  I  love 
Experience  fuller  far,  ye  powers  *•• 

Who  form  our  fates  above ! 
My  love  where  due,  if  not  to  thofe 

Who,  leaving  grandeur,  came 
To  ihine  on  age  in  mean  recefs,  -  ■  ■     ■ 

And  light  me  to  my  theme ! 

A  theme  themfelves  !  A  theme,  how  rare  !' 

The  charms,  which  they  difplay, 
To  triumph  over  captive  heads, 
-i       Are  fet  in  bright  array : 


With 
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With,  his  own  arms  proud  mas  Vo'ercome,  ^ 

His  boafted  lavish  die  : 
Learning  and  genius,  wifer  grown, 

To  female  bofoms  fly. 
This  revolution,  fiVd  fey  fate, 

In  fable  was  foretold  5 
The  dark  prediction  puzzled  wits,  :: 

Nor  could  the  karn'd  unfold  : 
But  as  thofe  *  ladies  works  I  read,  J 

They  darted  fuch  a  ray, 
The  latent  fcnfe  burft  oat  at  once, 

And  (hone  in  open  day  : 
So  burft,  full  .ripe,  diftended  fruits. 

When  ftrongly  ftrikes  the  fun  5 
And  from  the  purple  grape  unprefs'd 

Spontaneous  ne&ars  run. 
Pallas,  ('tis  faid)  when  Jove  grew  dull, 

Forfook  his  drowfy  brain  ; 
And  fprightly  leap'd  into  the  throne 

Of  wifdonVs  brighter  reign. ; 
Her  helmet  took 5  that  is,  (hot  rays 

Of  formidable  wit; 
And  launce,— or,  genius  raoft  acute. 

Which  lines  immortal  writ  j 
And  gorgon  ftrield,— or,  power  to  fright 

Man's  folly,  dreadful  flione, 
And  many  a  blockhead  (eafy  change !) 

Tunfd,  inftantly,  to  $one» 

Our 
•  Mrs.  Montague*     Mrs.  Carter. 
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Our  authors  male,  as,  then,  did  Jove, 
Now  fcratch  a  damag'd  head, 

And  call  for  what  once  quartered  there. 
But  find  the  goddefs  fledb 

The  fruit  of  knowledge,  golden  fniit  1 

That  once  forbidden  tree, 
£iedgHd-in  by  furly  man,  is  now 

To  Britain's  daughters  free  : 

l  Eve  (wt  know)  of  fruit  fo  fair 

The  noble  thirft  began ; 

nd  they,  iike  her,  have  caug'd  a  falJ, 

A  fall  of  fame  in  man  : 

Vnd  fmce  of  genius  in  our  few* 

0  Addiibn  !  with  thee 
The  fun  is  fet,  how  I  rejoke 

This  fitter  lamp  to  fee* 

It  (beds,  like  Cynthia,  filver  beams 

On  man' 8  no&urna!  ftate  j 
His  lefienM  fight,  and  languid  powers, 

1  fhow,  whiift  I  relate. 
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RESIGNATION. 

PART      II. 

BU  T  what  in  either  fex,  beyond 
All  parts,  tfur  glory  crowns  ! 
"*'  In  ruffling  feafons  to  "be  calm, 

"  And  fmile,  when  fortune  frowns." 

Heaven's  choice  is  fafer  than  our  own  j  \ 

Of  ages  part  enquire, 
What  the  raoft  formidable  fate  ? 

"  To  have  our  own  defire.** 

If,  in  your  wrath,  the  worft  of  foes 

You  wifli  extremely  ill  5 
Expofe  him  to  the  thunder's  ftroke, 

Or  that  of  his  own  will. 

What  numbers,  rufliing  down  the  fteep 

Of  inclination  ftrong, 
Have  periftVd  in  their  ardent  wim  1 

Wifti  ardent,  ever  wrong  ! 

*Tis  Refignation's  full  reverfc, 

Moft  wrong,  as  it  implies 
Error  raoft  fatal  in  our  choice. 

Detachment  from  the  flues. 

By  clofing  with  the  flues,  we  make 

Omnipotence  our  ownj 
That  done,  how  formidable  ill's 

Whole  army  is  overthrown  ? 
Vol.  III.  I  No 
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No  longer  impotent,  and  frail, 

OurfeWes  above  we  ri&  ; 
We  fcaree  belkve  ourfelves  below  1 

We  trefpafs  on  the  ikies  1 
The  Lord,  the  fool,  and  fource  of  all, 

Whilft  man  enjoys  his  eafe, 
1$  executing  human,  will, 

In  earth>  and  air,  and  feas  i 
Beyond  us,  what  can  Angels  boaft  ? 

Archangels  what  require  ? 
Whatever  bdow,  above,  Is  done* 

Is  done  as we  defire- 

What  glory  this  for  man  £o  mean, 

Whofe  life  is  but  a  fpan  \ 
This  is  meridian  majefty  ! 

This,  the  fublime  of  man  I 
Beyond  the  boaft  of  pagan  fang 

My  iacred  fobjeft  mines  j 
And  for  a  foil  the  hiftre  takes 

Of  Rome's  exalted  lines. 
«  All,  that  the  fun  furveys,  fubdued, 

«  But  Cato's  mighty  mind." 
How  grand  i  molt  true  j  yet  far  beneath 

The  foul  of  the  Refign'd  * 
To  more  than  kingdoms,  more  than  worlds. 

To  paflion  that  gives  law  j 
Its  matchlefs  empire  could  haye  kept 
Great  Cato's  pride  in  awe  j 


Tin* 
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That  fatal  pride,  whofe  cruel  point 

Transfixed  bis  noble  breaft  $ 
Far  nobler !  if  his  fate  fuftain'd 

Had  left  to  heaven  the  reft ; 
Then  he  the  palm  had  borne  away, 

At  diftance  Caefar  thrown  j 
Put  him  off  cheaply  with  the  world. 

And  made  the  flues  his  own. 
What  cannot  Refignabon  do  ? 

It  wonders  can  perform  ; 
That  powerful  charm,  "  Thy  will  be  done/' 

Can  lay  the  loudeft  ftorm. 
Come,  Refignation  i  then,  from  fields, 

Where,  mounted  on  the  wing, 
A  wing  of  flame,  bleft  Martyrs  fouls 

Afcended  to  their  King  : 

Who  is  it  calls  thee  ?  one  whofe  need 

Tranfcends  the  common  fize ; 
Who  ftands  in  front  againft  a  foe 

To  which  none  equal  rife : 

In  front  he  ftands,  the  brink  he  treads 

Of  an  eternal  ftatej  . 
How  dreadful  his  appointed  poft  ! 

How  ftrongly  arm'd  by  fate ! 

His  threatening  foe  !  what  fhadows  deep 

O'erwhelm  his  gloomy  brow ! 
His  dart  tremendous  I         at  fourfcore 

My  fole  afylum,  thou ! 

I  z  VWfc*. 
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Hafte,  then,  O  Refignation  !  hafte, 

*Tis  thine  to  reconcile 
My  fee,  and  me ;  at  thy  approach, 

My  foe  begins  to  fmile  : 

O  !  for  that  fummit  of  my  wifh, 
Whilft  here  I  draw  my  breath, 

That  promife  of  eternal  life, 
A  glorious  fmile  in  death  : 

What  fight,  Heaven's  azure  arch  beneath. 
Has  moft  of  Heaven  to  boaft  ? 

The  man  refign'd  ;  at  once  ferene, 
And  giving  up  the  ghoft. 

At  death's  arrival  they  (hall  fmile, 

Who,  not  in  life  oe'r-gay, 
Serious,  and  frequent  thought  fend  out 

To  meet  him  on  his  way  : 

My  gay  Coaevals  !  (fuch  there  are) 

If  happinefs  is  dear  j 
Approaching  death's  alarming  day 

Difcreetly  let  us  fear  : 

The  fear  of  death  is  truly  wife, 

Till  wifdom  can  rife  higher ; 
And,  anrfd  with  pious  fortitude, 

Death,  dreaded  once,  defire  : 
Grand  climacteric  vanities 

The  vaineft  will  defpife ; 
Shocked,  when  beneath  the  fnow  of  age, 

Man  immaturely  dies  : 


But 
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But  am  not  I  myfelf  the  man  ? 

No  need  abroad  to  roam 
In  queft  of  faults  to  be  chaftis'd  ; 

What  caufe  to  blufli  at  home  ! 

In  life's  decline,  when  men  relapfe 

Into  the  fports  of  youth. 
The  fecond  child  out- fools  the  firft, 

And  tempts  the  lafh  of  truth  j 

Shall  a  mere  truant  from  the  grave 

With  rival  boys  engage  ? 
His  trembling  voice  attempt  to  fing, 

And  ape  the  poet's  rage  ? 

Here,  Madam  !  let  me  vifit  one, 

My  fault  who,  partly,  (hares, 
And  tell  myfelf,  by  telling  him, 

What  more  becomes  our  years  } 

And  if  your  breaft  with  prudent  zeal 

For  refignation  glows, 
You  will  not  difapprove  a  juft 

Refcntment  at  its  foes. 

In  youth,  Voltaire !  our  foibles  plead 

For  fome  indulgence  due ; 
Whc»- heads  are  white,  their  thoughts  and  aims 

Should  change  their  colour  too  : 

How  are  you  cheated  by  your  wit  f 

Old  age  is  bound  to  pay, 
By  nature's  law,  a  mind  difcreet, 

For  joys  it  takes  away ; 

I  3  A  mighty 
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A  mighty  change  is  wrought  by  years, 

Reverting  human  lot; 
In  age  'tis  honour  to  lie  hid, 

Its  praife  to  be  forgot ; 

The  wife,  as  flowers,  which  fpread  at  noon, 

And  all  their  charms  expofe, 
When  evening  damps,  and  fhades  defcend, 

Their  evolutions  clofe. 

What  though  your  Mufe  has  nobly  foar'd, 

Is  that  our  true  fublime  ? 
Ours,  hoary  friend !  is  to  prefer 

Eternity  to  time  : 
Why  clofe  a  life  fo  juftly  fam'd 

With  fuch  bold  tram  as  *  this  ? 
This  for  renown  ?  yes,  fuch  as  makes 

Obfcurity  a  blifs  : 

Your  tram,  with  mine,  at  open  war, 

Is  f  obftinately  bent, 
Like  wits  below,  to  fow  your  tares 

Of  gloom,  and  diicontent : 
With  fo  much  funfhine  at  command, 

Why  light  with  darknefs  mix  ? 
Why  dafti  with  pain  our  pleafure  ?  why 

Your  Helicon  with  Styx  ? 
Your  works  in  our  divided  minds 

Repugnant  paflions  raife, 
Confound  us  with  a  double  ftroke, 

We  fhudder  whilft  we  praife  j 

A  curious 
*  Candide.        f  Second  Part. 
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A  curious  web,  as  finely  wrought 

As  genius  can  infpire, 
From  a  black  bag  of  poifon  fpun, 

With  horror  we  admire. 

Mean  as  it  is,  if  this  is  read 

With  a  difdainfu]  air, 
I  can't  forgive  fo  great  a  foe 

To  my  dear  friend  Voltaire  : 

Early  I  knew  him,  early  praised* 

And  long  to  praife  him  late  ; 
His  genius  greatly  I  admire, 

Nor  would  deplore  his  fate  j 

A  fate  how  much  to  be  deplor'cH 

At  which  our  nature  ftarts ; 
Forbear  to  fall  on  your  own  fword, 

To  pcrifti  by  your  parts  : 

"  But  great  your  name"— To  feed  on  air, 

Were  then  immortals  born  ? 
Nothing  is  great,  of  which  more  great, 

More  glorious  is  the  fcorn. 

Can  fame  yovr  carcafe  from  the  worm 

Which  gnaws  us  in  the  grave, 
Or  foul  from  that  which  never  dies, 

Applauding  Europe  fave  ? 

But  fame  you  lofe  j  good  fenfe  alone 

Your  idol,  praife  can  claim  j 
When  wild  wit  murders  happinefs, 

It  puts  to  death  our  fame  j 

I  4  Nor 
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Nor  boa  ft  your  genius,  talents  bright , 

Ev*n  dunces  "will  defpiie, 
If  in  your  weftern  beams  is  mifs*d 

A  genius  for  the  flues  5 

Your  ufte  too  fails  $  what  mod  excels 

True  tafte  muft  rdtfh  moil ; 
And  what,  to  riv*l  pahns  above, 

Can  prouddt  laurels  boa  A  ? 

Sou  ml  heads  falvation's  *  helmet  feek, 

RefpJendent  are  its  ray  5, 
Let  that  Juffice  j  it  need*  no  plume, 

Of  fublunary  pratfc 

May  this  enable  couch M  Voltaire 

To  lee  that— f  u  All  is  right/1 
His  eye,  by  flaih  of  wit  ftrnck  bJjnd> 

Reftoririg  to  its  fight  $ 
If  £b,  all 's  well :  who  much  have  err'd,, 

That  much  have  heen  forgiven 5 
I  fpeak  with  joy,  with  joy  he'll  hear,. 

"  Voltaires  are,  now,  in  heaven." 
/  Nay,  fuch  philanthropy  divine, 

So  boundlefs  in  degree, 
,Its  marvellous  of  love  extends 

(Stoop  moft  profound  !)  to  me  : 
Let  others  cruel  ftars  arraign, 

Or  dwell  on  their  diftrefs  j 
But  let  my  page,  for  mercies  poured* 

A  grateful  heart  exprefs  ; 

Walking 
*  Ephef,  vi.  17.      f  Which  his  romance  ridicules. 


RESIGNATION.     Part  II.       i*1 

Walking,  the  prefent  God  was  fccn, 

Of  old,  in  Eden  fair 5 
The  God  as  prefent,  by  plain  fteps 

Of  providential  care, 

I  behold  pafling  through  my  life  j 

His  awful  voice  I  hear; 
And,  confcious  of  my  nakednefs, 

Would  hide  myfelf  for  fear : 

But  where  the  trees,  or  where  the  clouds, 

Can  cover  from  his  fight  ? 
Naked  the  center  to  that  eye, 

To  which  the  fun  is  night. 

As  yonder  glittering  lamps  on  high 

Through  night  illumin'd  roll  5 
May  thoughts  of  him,  by  whom  they  fhine, 

Chafe  darknefs  from  my  foul ; 

My  foul,  which  reads  his  hand  as  clear 

In  my  minute  affairs, 
A*  in  his  ampje  manuscript 

Of  fun,  and  moon,  and  ftars ; 

And  knows  him  not  more  bent  aright 

To  wield  that  vaft  machine, 
Than  to  correft  one  erring  thought 

In  my  fmall  world  within ; 

A  world,  that  (hall  furvive  the  fall 

Of  all  his  wonders  here  j 
Survive,  when  funs  ten  thoufand  drop, 

And  leave  a  darkened  fphere. 
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Yon  matter  grofs,  how  bright  it  fhines  f 

For  time  how  great  his  care  I 
Sure  fpirit  and  eternity 

Far  richer  glories  fhare ; 

Let  thofe  our  hearts  imprefs,  on  thofe 

Our  contemplation  dwell ; 
On  thofe  my  thoughts  how  juftly  thrown,. 

By  what  I  now.  lhall  tell : 

When  backward  with  attentive  mind 

Life's  labyrinth  I  trace, 
I  find  him  far  myfel£  beyond 

Propitious  to  my  peace : 

Through  all  the  crooked  paths  I  trod 

My  folly  he  purfued  5 
My  heart  aftray  to  quick  return 

Importunately  woo'd 5 

Due  Resignation  home  to  prefs 

On  my  capricious  will, 
How  many  refcues  did  1  meet, 

Beneath  the  mafk  of  ill ! 

How  many  foes  in  ambufh  laid 

Beneath  my  foul's  defire  ! 
The  deepeft  penitents  are  made 

By  what  we  moft  admire. 

Have  I  not  fometimes  (real  good 

So  little  mortals  know  !) 
Mounting  the  fummit  of  my  wifli, 

Profoundly,  plung'd  in  woe  ? 

4  I  rarely 
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I  rarely  plann'd,  but  caufe  I  found 
.  My  plan's  defeat  to  blef9  ; 
Oft  J  lamented  an  event  $ 
It  turn'd  to  my  fuccefs* 

By  marpen'd  appetite  to  give 

To  good  intenfe  delight, 
Through  dark  and  deep  perplexities 

He  led  me  to  the  right. 

And  is  not  this  the  gloomy  path, 

Which  you  are  treading  now  ? 
The  path  moft  gloomy  leads  to  light, 

When  our  proud  paflions  bow : 

When  labouring  under  fancy'd  ill, 

My  fpirits  to  fuftain, 
He  kindly  cur'd  with  fovereign  draught* 

Of  unimagirfd  pain. 

Pain'd  fenfe  from  fancy's  tyranny 

Alone  can  fet  us  free  5 
A  thoufand  miferies  we  feel, 

Till  funk  in  mifery. 

Cloy'd  with  a  glut  of  all  we  wifll, 

Our  wifti  we  relifli  lefs ; 
Succefs,  a  fort  of  fuicide, 

Is  ruin'd  by  fuccefs  : 

Sometimes  he  led  me  near  to  death. 

And,  pointing  to  the  grave, 
Bid  terror  whifper  kind  advice  5 

And  taught  the  tomb  to  favet 

To 
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Pe  my  thoughts  beyond  where  worlds 

pangles  oTer  u$  mine^ 

ly  he  gave,  and  bid  the  next 

foul**  delight  refign. 
;  to  ourfelves,  but  through  the  mean* 
Of  mirrors  t  are  unknown  ; 

,  my  fate  can  you  defcry 

*— r *n? 

And  if  you  can,        *-»  excufe 

Thefe  felf-reco  lines  \ 

A  record,  modeft  ds, 

Or  to  fmall  boiiuu  tuiifints  : 

In  grief  why  deep  icgulph'd  ?  You  fee 

You  fufter  nothing  rare  ; 
Uncommon  grief  for  common  fate  1 

That  wifdom  cannot  bear. 

When  ftreams  flow  backward  to  their  fource* 

And  humbled  flames  defcend, 
And  mountains  wing'd  mall  fly  aloft, 

Then  human  forrows  end ; 

But  human  prudence  too  muft  ceafe, 

When  forrows  domineer, 
When  fortitude  has  loft  its  fire, 

And  freezes  into  fear : 

The  pang  moft  poignant  of  my  life 

Now  heightens  my  delight  5 
I  fee  a  fair  creation  rife 

From  chaos,  and  old  night  > 


Fro 
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From  what  feem'd  horror,  and  defpair, 

The  1  icheft  harvcft  rofe  ; 
And  gave  me  in  the  nod  divine 

An  abfolute  repofe. 

Of  all  the  plunders  of  mankind. 

More  grol's,  or  frequent,  none, 
Than  in  their  grief  and  joy  mifplac'd, 

Eternally  are  (hown. 

But  whither  points  all  this  parade  ? 

It  fays,  that  near  you  lies 
A  book,  perhaps,  yet  unperusM, 

Which  you  mould  greatly  prize : 
Of  felf-perufal,  fcience  rare ! 

Few  know  the  mighty  gain  5 
Learned  Prelates,  felf-unread,  may  read 

Their  Bibles  o'er  in  vain  : 

Self-knowledge,  which  from  heaven  itfelf 

(So  fages  tell  us)  came, 
What  is  ft,  but  a  daughter  fair 

Of  my  maternal  theme  ? 

Unletter'd,  and  untravel'd  men 

An  oracle  might  find, 
Would  they  confult  their  own  contents, 

The  Delphos  of  the  mind.  ^ 

Enter  your  bofom  j  there  you  Ml  meet 

A  revelation  new, 
A  revelation  perfonal, 

Which  none  can  read  but  you  j 

There 
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There  will  you  clearly  read  reveaTd 

In  your  enlightened  thought, 
By  mercies  manifold,  through  life, 

To  frefti  remembrance  brought, 

A  mighty  Being  1   and  in  Him 

A  complicated  friend, 
A  father,  brother,  fpoufe  j  no  dread 

Of  death,  divorce,  or  end  : 

Who  fuch  a  matchlefs  friend  embrace. 

And  lodge  him  in  their  heart, 
Full  well,  from  agonies  exempt, 

With  other  friends  may  part : 

As  when  overloaded  branches  bear 

Large  clutters  big  with  wine, 
We  fcarce  regret  one  falling  leaf 

From  the  luxuriant  vine. 

My  ihort  advice  to  you  may  found 

Obfcure,  or  fomewhat  odd, 
Though  'tis  the  beft  that  man  can  give,— 

"  Ev'n  be  content  with  God." 

Through  love  He  gave  you  the  deceas'd, 

Through  greater  took  him  hence  ; 
This  reafon  fully  could  evince, 

Though  murmur'd  at  by  fenfe. 

This  friend,  far  paft  the  kindeft  kind, 

Is  paft  the  greateft  great ; 
His  greatnefs  let  me  touch  in  points 

Not  foreign  to  your  date  j 

His 
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His  eye,  this  inftant,  reads  your  heart  j 

A  truth  lefs  obvious  hear ; 
This  inftant  its  moft  fecret  thoughts 

Are  founding  in  his  ear  : 

Difpute  you  this  ?  O  I  ftand  in  awe, 

And  ceafe  your  forrow  $  know, 
That  tear,  now  trickling  down,  He  law 

Ten  thoufand  years  ago  5 
And  twice  ten  thoufand  hence,  k£  you 

Your  temper  reconcile 
To  reafon's  bound,  will  he  behold 

Your  prudence  with  a  fmile  5 

A  fmile,  which  through  eternity 

Difrufes  fo  bright  rays, 
The  dimmeft  deifies  e'en  guilt, 

If  guilt,  at  lad,  obeys  : 

Your  guilt  (for  guilt  it  is  to  mourn, 

When  fuch  a  fovereign  reigns) 
Your  guilt  dimiai/h  ;  peace  purfue ; 

How  glorious  peace  in  pains  I 

Here,  then,  your  forrows  ceafe  j  if  not, 

Think  how  unhappy  they, 
Who  guilt  increafe  by  (beaming  tears, 

Which  guilt  mould  wafh  away  j 

Of  tears  that  gufli  profufe  reftrain  } 

Whence  burft  thofe  difmal  fighs  ? 
They  from  the  throbbing  breaft  of  one 

(Strange  truth  !)  moft  happy  rife  j 

Not 
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Not  angel*-  (hear  it,  and  exult!) 

Enjoy  a  larger  (hare 
Than  is  indulged  to  you,  and  yours, 

Of  God's  impartial  care ; 

Anxious  for  each,  as  if  on  each 
His  care  for  all  was  thrown  $ 

For  all  his  care  as  abfolute, 
As  all  had  been  but  one. 

And  is  He  then  fo  near  I  fo  kind  !— 

How  little  then,  and  great, 
That  riddle,  man  !  O  !  let  me  gaae 

At  wonders  in  his  fate  $ 

His  fate,  who  yefterday  did  crawl 
A  worm  from  darknefs  deep, 

And  (hall,  with  brother-worms,  beneath 
A  turf,  to-morrow  deep ; 

How  mean  1 — And  yet,  if  well  obeyed 

His  mighty  Matter's  call, 
The  whole  creation  for  mean  man 

Is  deenVd  a  boon  too  fmall  : 

Too  fraall  the  whole  creation  deem'd 

For  emmets  in  the  duft  ! 
Account  amazing  !  yet  moft  true ; 

My  fong  is  bold,  yet  juft  ; 

Man  born  for  infinite,  in  whom 

No  period  can  deitroy 
The  power,  in  exquifite  extremes, 

To  fufFer,  or  enjoy  $ 


Gii 
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'-Give  him  earth's  empire  (if  no*inore)' 

He *s  beggarM,  and  undone  1 
ImprifonM  in  unbounded  fpace ! 

Benighted  by  the  ftm  ! 
For  what  the  fun's  meridian  blaze 

To  the  moft  feeble  ray 
Which  glimmers  from  the  diftant  dawn 

Of  uncreated  day  ? 

'Tis  not  the  Pott's  rapture  fetgn'd 

Swells  here  the  vain  to  pleafe ) 
The  mind  moft  fober  kindles  moft 

At  truths  fublime  as  thefe  ; 

They  warm  ev'n  me,— -I  dare  notify, 

Divine  ambition  ftrove 
Not  to  blefs  only,  but  confound, 

Nay,  fright  us  with  its  love  j 

And  yet  fo  frightful  what,  or  kind, 

As  that  the  rending  rock, 
The  darkened  fun,  and  rttmg  dead, 

So  formidable  fpoke  ? 

And  are  we  darker  than  that  fun  ? 

Than  rocks  more  hard,  and  blind  ? 
We  are  j— if  not  to  iuch  a  God 

In  agonies  refign'd. 

Yes,  ev'n  in  agonies  forbear 

To  doubt  almighty  love  $ 
Whatever  endear*  eternity, 

Is  mercy  from  above  j 
Vol.  Ill,  K  What 
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i  What  mo  ft  irabitters  tune,  that  mo  ft 
Eternity  endears, 
And  thus,  by  plunging  in  diftrefs, 
Exalts  us  to  the  fphercs  ; 

Joy*s  fountain  head  <  where  blifs.  o'er  blif&, 

0*er  wonders  wonders  rife, 
And  an  Omnipotence  prepares 

Its  banquet  for  the  wife  : 
Ambrofial  banquet  I  rich  in  wines 

Ne&areous  to  the  foul  ! 
What  tranfports  fparklc  from  the  ftream, 

As  angels  fill  the  bowl ! 

Fountain  profufe  of  every  blifs  [ 
Good -will  iinmenfe  prevails ; 

Man's  line  can't  fathom  its  profound  ; 
An  angel's  plummet  fails. 

Thy  love  and  might/  by  what  they  knqw, 
Who  judge)  nor  dream  of  more  j 

They  afk  a  drop,  how  deep  the  fea  ! 
One  fand,  how  wide  the  fhore  1 

Of  thy  exuberant  good- will, 
Offended  Deity ! 
v  The  thoufandth  part  who  eomprefcefedsv 
A  deity  is  He. 

>  How  yonder  ample  azure  field 
With  radiant  wprlds  is  {own  ! 
How  tubes  aftonifh  us  jvith  thofe 
More  deep  in  aether  thrown  1  .       •  -. 


•An 
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And  thofe  beyond  of  brighter  worlds 

Why  not  a  million  more  ?— 
In  lieu  of  anfwer,  let  us  all 

Fall  proftrate,  and  adore. 

Since  thou  art  infinite  in  power, 

Nor  thy  indulgence  lefs  j 
Since  man,  quite  impotent  and  blind, 

Oft  drops  into  diftrefs  5 

Say,  what  is  Refignation  ?  *Tis 

Man's  weaknefs  underftood ; 
And  wifdom  grafping,  with  an  hand 

Far  ftronger,  every  good. 
Let  ram  repiners  ftand  appall'd, 

In  Thee  who  dare  not  troft  5 
Whofe  abject  fouls,  like  demons  dark, 

Are  murmuring  in  the  duff : 

For  man  to  murmur,  or  repine 

At  what  by  Thee  is  done, 
No  lefs  abfurd,  than  to  complain 

Of  darknefs  in  the  Am. 

Who  would  not,  with  an  heart  at  eafe, 

Bright  eye,  unclouded  brow, 
Wifdom  and  goodnefs  at  the  helm, 

The  rougheft  ocean  plough  ? 

What,  though  I  *m  fwallowM  in  the  deep  ? 

Though  mountains  o'er  me  roar  ? 
Jehovah  reigns  !  as  Jonah  fafe, 

I  *m  landed,  and  adore : 

K  2  Thy 
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Thy  will  is  welcome,  let  it  wtm? 

Its  mbft  tremendous  form  $ 
Roar,  waves  $  rage,  winds  !  I  know,  that  Thou 

Canft  fave  me  by  a  ftorn. 

From  Thee  immortal  fpirits  born, 

To  Thee,  their  fountain,  flow. 
If  wife  j  as  curPd  around  to  theirs 

Meandering  ftreams  below  s 

Not  lefs  compelTd  by  ReaXbn's  call, 

To  Thee  our  fouls  afpire, 
Than  to  thy  Ikies,  by  nature's  law, 

High  mounts  material  fire ; 

To  Thee  afpiring  they  exult; 

I  feel  my  fpirits  rife, 
I  feel  myfelf  thy  fon,  and  pant 

For  patrimonial  ikies  : 

Since  ardent  thirft  of  future  good, 

And  generous  fenfe  of  paft, 
To  Thee  man's  prudence  ftrongly  ties, 

And  binds  affe&ion  fad  j 

Since  great  thy  love,  and  great  our  want, 

And  men  the  wifeft  blind, 
And  blifs  our  aim  ;  pronounce  us  all 

Diftradled,  or  refign'd ; 

Refign'd  through  duty,  intereft,  fliame  j 

Deep  fhame  !  dare  I  complain, 
When  (wondrous  Truth  !)  in  heaven  itfelf 

Joy  ow'd  its  birth  to  pain  ? 

And 
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And  pain  for  me !  for  me  was  drained 

Gall's  overflowing  bowl ; 
And  (hall  one  drop  to  murmur  bold 

Provoke  my  guilty  foul  ? 

If  pardon'd  this,  what  caufe,  what  aim* 

Can  indignation  raife  r 
The  fun  was  lighted  up  to  mine, 

And  man  was  born  to  praife  $ 

And  when  to  praife  the  man  (hall  ceafe, 

Or  fun  to  ftrike  the  view  j 
A  cloud  difhonours  both  j  but  roan  *s 

The  blacker  of  the  two  : 

For  oh !  Ingratitude  how  black  ! 

With  moft  profound  amaze 
At  love,  which  man  belov'd  overlooks, 

Aftonifh'd  angels  gaze. 

Praife  chears,  and  warms,  like  generous  wine  > 

Praife,  more  divine  than  prayer ; 
Prayer  points  our  ready  path  to  heaven  ; 

Praife  is  already  there. 

Let  plaufive  Reftgnation  rife,. 

And  banifh  all  complaint  $ 
AH  virtues  thronging  into  one* 

It  {mimes  the  faint ; 

Makes  the  man  blefs'd,  as  man  can  be  y 

Life's  labours  renders  light ; 
Darts  beams  through  fate's  incumbent  gloom, 

And  lights  our  fun  by  night $ 

K  j  Tis 
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*TIs  nature's  brighteft  ornament, 

The  richeft  gift  of  grace, 
Rival  of  angels,  and  fu  preme 

Proprietor  of  peace  | 

Nay,  peace  beyond,  no  fmall  degree 

Of  rapture  't  wilt  impart  $ 
Know,  Madam  1  when  your  heart 's  In  heaven, 

**  All  heaven  is  in  your  heart." 
But  who  to  heaven  their  hearts  can  raife  I 

Dcny\l  divine  fupport, 
All  virtue  dies  $  fupport  divine 

The  wife  with  ardour  court  t 

When  prayer  partakes  the  feraph*s  fire, 

'Tis  mounted  on  his  wing, 
Burfts  through  heaven's  cryftal  gates,  and  gains 

Sure  audience  of  its  King  ; 
The  labouring  foul  from  fore  diftrefs. 

That  blefs'd  expedient  frees  j 
I  fee  you  far  advane'd  in  peace  j  «^    . 

I  fee  you  on  your  knees  : 
How  on  that  pofture  has  the  beam 

Divine  for  ever  (hone !  , 

An  humble  heart,  God's  *  othet  feat  f 

The  rival  of  his  throne : 
And  ftoops  Omnipotence  fo  low  ?  7 

And  cdndefcends  to  dwell, 
Eternity's  inhabitant,  ,  ,  4» 

Well  pleas'd,  in  fuch  a  cell  ? 


#  Ifaiah  lv».  i< 
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Such  honour  how  flial!  we  repay  ? 

How  treat  our  gueft  divine  ? 
The  facrifice  fupreme  be  flain ! 
Let  felf- will  die :  Refign.    ' 
Thus  far,  at  large,  on  our  difeafe  j 

Now  let  the  caufe  be  mown, 
Whence  rifes,  and  will  ever  rife, 

The  difmal  human  groan  : 
What  our  fole  fountain  of  diftrefs  ? 

Strong  pafllon  for  this  fcene ; 
That  trifles  makes  important,  things 

Of  mighty  moment  mean : 
When  earth's  dark  maxims  poifon  ftied 

On  our  polluted  fouls, 
Our  hearts  and  interefts  fly  as  far 
Afunder,  as  the  poles  5 

Like  princes  in  a  cottage  nursM, 

Unknown  their  royal  race, 
With  abject  aims,  and  fordid  joys. 

Our  grandeur  we  difgrace  5 

O  !  for  an  Archimedes  new, 

Of  moral  powers  poffefs'd, 
The  world  to  move,  and  quite  expel 

That  traitor  from  the  breaft. 
No  imall  advantage  may  be  reap'd 

From  thought  whence  we  defcend  3 
From  weighing  well,  and  prizing  weigh'd 

Our  origin,  and  end : 

K  4.  From 
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From  far  above  the  glorious  fua 

To  this  dim  fcene  we  came ; 
And  may,  if  wife,  for  ever  baft, 

In  great  Jehovah's  beam  : 

Let  that  bright  beam  on  Reafon  rouz'dl 

In  awful  luftre  rife,. 
Earth's  giant-ills  are  dwarf  'da*  once, 

And  all  difquiet  dies, : 

Earth's  glories  too  their  fpleadour  lo£e»>    * 

Thofe  phantoms  charm  no  more  j 
Empire 's  a  feather  for  a  foot, 

And  Indian  mines  are  poor : 

Then  leveled  quite,  wialft  yet  alive*. 

The  monarch  and  hi«  Have ; 

Nor  wait  enlighien'd  minds  to  leam 

That  leffon  from  the  grave  : 

i 
A  George  the  Third  would  then  be  low 

As  Lewis  in  renown, 

Could  he  not  boaft  of  glory  more 

Than  fparkles  from  a  crown. 

When  human  glory  rifes  high 

As  human  glory  can  5. 
When,  though  the  King  is  truly  great, 

Still  greater  is  the  Man  ; 

The  man  is  dead,  where  virtue  fails  ; 

And  though  the  Monarch  proud 
In  grandeur  mines,  his  gorgeous  robe 

is  but  a  gaudy  {hro\*d. 

Wifdom  ! 
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Wifdom !  where  art  thou  >  tfoae  oa  earth*. 

Though  grafping  wealth,  fame,  power,. 
But  what,  O  death  I  through:  thy  approach* 

Is  wifer  every  hour  * 

Approach  how  fwift,  how  uncoofiaM  r 

Worms  feaft  on  viands  rare, 
Thofe  little  epicures  have  k'mga 

To  grace  their  bill  of  face : 

From  kings  what  resignation,  due 

To  that  almighty  will, 
Which  thrones  beftows,.  and,  when  they  fail*. 

Can  throne  them  higher  ftill  r 

Who  truly  great  ?  The  good  and  brave* 

The  mailers  of  a  ramd 
The  will  divine  to  do  reiblv'd* 

To  fuffer  it  refignU 

Madam  1  if  that  may  give  it  weight* 

The  trifle  you  receive 
Is  dated  from  a  fblemn  fce&t, 

The  border  of  the  grave  j. 

Where  ftrongly  fixik.es  the  trembling  fiiuli 

Eternity's  dread  power, 
As  burfting  on  it  through  the  thin 

Partition  of  an  hour  j. 

Hear  this,  Voltaire  !  but  this  from  me* 

Runs  hazard  of  your  fcown  j 
However,  fpare  it  ;  ere  you  die. 

Such  thoughts  will  be  your  < 
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In  raercy  to  yourfelf  forbear 

My  notions  to  chaftife, 
Left  unawares  the  gay  Voltaire 

Should  blame  Voltaire  the  wife  s 

Fame's  trumpet  rattling  in  your  ear, 

Now,  makes  us  difagree  5 
When  a  far  louder  trumpet  founds, 

Voltaire  will  clofe  with  me : 

How  mocking  is  that  modefty, 

Which  keeps  fome  honeft  men 
From  urging  what  their  hearts  fuggeft, 

When  brav'd  by  folly's  pen 

AiTaulting  truths,  of  which  in  all 

Is  fown  the  facred  feed  I 
Our  conftitution  *s  orthodox, 

And  clofes  with  our  creed : 

What  then  are  they,  whofe  proud  conceits 

Superior  wifdom  boaft  ? 
Wretches,  who  fight  their  own  belief, 

And  labour  to  be  loft ! 

Though  Vice,  by  no  fuperior  joys 

Her  heroes  keeps  in  pay  5 
Through  pure  difmterefted  love 

Of  ruin  they  obey  ! 

Strict  their  devotion  to  the  wrong, 

Though  tempted  by  no  prize  ; 
Hard  their  commandments,  and  their  creed 

A  magazine  of  lyes 

4  F: 
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From  fancy'*  forge :  gay  fancy  fmilcs 

At  reafon  plain,  and  cool ; 
Fancy,  whofe  curious  trade  it  is 

To  make  the  fineft  fool. 

Voltaire !  long. life  vs  the  greateft  curie 

That  mortals  can  receive, 
When  they  imagine  the  chief  end 

Of  hving  is  to  live ; 

Quite  thoughtlefs  of  their  day  of  death, 

That  birth-day  of  their  forrow  $ 
Knowing,  it  may  be  diftant  far, 

Nor  crum  them  till— to-morrow.. 

Thefe  are  cold,  northern  .thoughts,  «onceiv*dt ' 

Beneath  an  humble  cot ;  :' 
Not  mine,  your  genius,  or  your  Kate, 

No  *  caftle  is  my  lot :  -  .      . 

But  foon,  quite  level  (hall  we  lie  3 

And,  what  pride  moft  bemoans,    ' 
Our  parts,  in*  rank  fo  diftant  now,  . 

As  level  as  our  bones  j 
Hear  you  that  found  ?  Alarming  found  t 

Prepare'  to  meet  your  fate  t 
One,  who  writes  Finis  to  our  works, 

Is  knocking  at  the  gate  j 
Far  other  works  will  foon  be  weigh'd  j 

Far  other  judges  fit ; 
Far  other  crowns  be  loft  or  won, 

Than  fire  ambitious  wit : 

Their 
*  Letter  to  Lord  Lyttdton. 
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Their  wit  far  brighteft  will  be  preVd, 

Who  funk  it  ia  good  fenfej 
And  veneration  moft  profound 

Of  dread  Omnipotence. 
'Tis  that  alone  unlocks  the  gate 

Of  bleft  Eternity ; 
O  !  may'ft  thou  never,  never  lofe 

That  more  than  *  golden  key  ! 
Whatever  may  feem  too  rough  excufc> 

Your  good  1  hare  at  heart : 
Since  from  my  foul  I  with  you*  welfj 

As  yet  we  muft  not  part : 
Shall  you,  and  I>  in  lore  with  life,. 

Life's  future  fchemes  contrive, 
The  world  in  wonder  not  unjuft, 

That  we  are  ftili  alive  ? 

What  have  we  left  ?  How  mean  in  man 

A  fhadow's  (hade  to  crave ! 
Wrhen  life,  fo  vain  \  is  vainer  (till, 

Tis  time  to  take  your  leave  : 
Happier,  than  happieft  life,  is  death, 

Who  falling  in  the  field 
Of  conflict  with  his  rebel  will, 

Writes  Vici  on  his  fhieid ; 
So  falling  man,  immortal  heir 

Of  an  eternal  prize  5 
Undaunted  at  the  gloomy  grave, 

Defcends  into  the  (kies. 

*  Alluding  to  Pruffia* 
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0 1  how  diforder'd  our  machine, 

When  contradictions  mix ! 
When  nature  ftrikes  no  kfs  than  twelve. 

And  folly  points  at  fix  ! 

To  mend  the  moments  of  your  heart, 

How  great  is  my  delight 
Gently  to  wind  your  morals  up, 

And  fet  your  hand  aright ! 

That  hand,  which  fpread  your  wifdom  wide 

To  poifon  diftant  lands  : 
Repent,  recant  ;  the  tainted  age 

Your  antidote  demands ; 

To  Satan  dreadfully  refign'd, 

Whole  herds  rufh  down  the  fteep 
Of  folly,  by  lewd  wits  poflefsM, 

And  periih  in  the  deep. 

Men's  praiie  your  vanity  purfues; 

*Tis  well,  purfue  it  (till ; 
But  let  it  be  of  men  deceased, 

And  you  Ml  refign  the  will ; 

And  how  fuperior  they  to  thofe 

At  whofe  applaufe  you  aim ; 
How  very  far  fuperior  they 

In  number,  and  in  name ! 
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THUS  Have  I  written,  when  to  write 

No  mortal  lhould  prefume  ; 
Or  only  write,  what  none  can  blame, 

Hk  jticet — for  hb  tomb  i 
The  public  frowns*  and  cen Cures  loud 

My  puerile  employ  j 
Though  juft  the  cenfure,  if  you  fraile. 

The  fraud  al  I  enjoy  $ 
But  fing  no  mors — no  more  I  fing. 

Or  re  a  flume  the  lyre, 
Unlef*  vouchfaf\l  an  humble  part 

Where  Raphael  leads  the  choir : 

What  myriads  fwell  the  concert  loud  [ 

Their  golden  harps  refound 
High ,  a$  the  footftool  of  the  throne, 

And  deep j  as  hell  profound  ; 
Hell  (horrid  contract!)  chord  and  Cong 

Of  raptufd  angels  drown* 
In  felf-wuTs  peal  of  blafphtmies, 

And  hideous  buril  of  groans  ; 

But  drowns  them  not  to  me  5  I  hear 

Harmonious  thunders  roll 
(In  language  low  of  men  to  fpeak) 

From  echoing  pole  to  pole  I 


whim 
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Whilft  this  grand  chorus  (hakes  the  ikies— 

u  Above,  beneath  the  fun, 
"  Through  boundlefs  age,  by  men,' by  gods, 

u  Jehovah's  will  be  done." 

'Tis  done  in  .heaven  5  whence  headlong  hurl'd 

Self-will  with  Satan  fell  5 
And  mud  from  earth  be  baniftVd  too, 

Or  earth's  another  hell  ; 

Madam  !  ffelf-will  inflicts  your  pains : 

Self-will  's  the  deadly  foe 
Which  deepens  all  the  difmal  (hadot, 

And  points  the  (hafts  of  woe  : 

Your  debt  to  nature  fullyjwud, 

Now  virtue  claims  her  due : 
.  But  virtue's  caufe  I  need  not  plead, 

'Tis  fafe  5  I  write  to  You : 
You  know,  that  virtue's  bads  lies 

In  ever  judging  right ; 
And  wiping  errorVclouds  away, 

Which,  dim  the  mental  fight : 
.  Why  mourn  the  dead  ?  you  wrong  the  grave, 

From  ftorm  that  fafe  refort  $ 
We  are  dill  toiling  out  at  fea, 

Our  admiral  in  port. 

Was  death  deny'd,  this  world,  a  fcene 

How  difmal  and  forlorn  I 
To  death  we  owe,  that  'tis  to  man 

A  blefling  to  be  bom  § 

Whea 
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Whan  every  other  blefimg  fails, 

Or  fapp'tl  by  flow  dec  ay t 
Ort  ftoroVd  by  fudden  blafts  of  fate, 

1$  fwiftly  whirr d  away  ; 

How  happy  1  that  no  ftorm,  or  lime, 

Of  death  can  rob  the  juft  I 
.None  pi  tack  from  their  un  aching  heads 

Soft  pillows  in  theduft  I 

Well-pJeas'd  to  bear  heaven'*  darkeft  frown, 

Your  utmoft  power  employ  j 
"Ti»  noble  chcmifhy  to  turn 

Neceflity  to  joyT 

Myfatcfliall^toycliolct:      v     *^ 

To  praife  and  to  *ejoice  \ 

What  ample  caufe !  triumphant  hope! 

O  rich  eternity! 
I  ftart  not  at  a  world  in  flames, 

Charm'd  with  one  gliropfe  of  thee : 

And  thoul  its  great  inhabitant  1 

Hqw  glorious  doft  thou  flime  ! 
And  dart  -through  forrow,  danger,  death, 

A  beam  of  joy  divine  1 

*rhe  void  of  joy  {with  fome  concern 

The  truth  fevere  I  teH) 
Is  an  impenitent  in  guilt, 

A  fool  or  infidel  j 
3  Weigk 
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Weigh  this,  ye  pupils  of  Voltaire  ! 

From  joylefs  murmur  free  j 
Or,  let  us  know,  which  character 

Shall  crown  you  of  the  three. 
Refign,  refign :  this  leflbn  none 

Too  deeply  can  inftill ; 
A  crown  has  been  refign'd  by  more, 

Than  have  refign'd  the  will  5 

Though  will  reiignM  the  meaneft  make! 

Superior  in  renown, 
And  richer  in  celeftial  eyes, 

Than  he  who  wears  a  crown  j 
Hence,  in  the  bofom  cold  of  age, 

It  kindled  a  ftrange  aim 
To  mine  in  fong  j  and  bid  me  boaft 

The  *  grandeur  of  my  theme } 
But  oh  !  how  far  prefumption  falls 

Its  lofty  theme  below ! 
Our  thoughts  in  life's  December  freeze, 

And  numbers  ceafe  to  flow. 

Firft  1  greateft  I  belt  !  grant  what  I  wrote 

For  others,  ne'er  may  rife  / 

To  brand  the  writer  j  thou  alone 

Canft  make  our  wifdom  wife  j 
And  how  unwife  !  how  deep  in  guilt ! 

How  infamous  the  fault  I 
"  A  teacher  thron'd  in  pomp  of  words, 

"  Indeed,  beneath  the  taught !" 
Vol.  III.  L  M<t*a% 
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Me  atifi  moft  in  fallible  to  make 

The  world  an  infidel ; 
And,  with  inftruftions  moft  divine, 

To  pave  a  path  to  hell ; 

O  1  for  a  clean  and  ardent  lit  art, 

O !   for  a  iouT  on  fire, 
Thy  praue,  begun  on  earth,  to  found 

WTiere  angels  ftri ng  the  lyre  j 

How  cold  is  man  ?.  to  him  how  hard 
(Hard,  what  moft  caiy  fcems) 

"  To  fet  a  juil  eftcem  on  that, 
"  Which  yet  he— molt  efteerus." 

What  rtiall  we  fay,  when  bound lefs  blif$ 

Is  offer1  d  to  mankind, 
And,  to  that  offer  when  a  race 

Of  nationals  is  blind  ? 

Of  human  nature  ne'er  too  higli 

Are  our  ideas  wrought  5 
Of  human  merit  ne'er  too  low 

Deprefs'd  the  daring  thought*  , 
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ON  THE  LATE  QUEEN'S  DEATH, 

AND 

HIS  MAJESTY'S   ACCESSION  TO   THE   THRONE, 

SI R,  I  have  long,  and  with  impatience,  fought, 
To  eafe  the  fullnefs  of  my  grateful  thought, 
My  fame  at  once,  and  duty  to  purfue, 
And  pleafe  the  public,  by  refpe&  to  you. 

Though  you,  long  fince  beyond  Britannia  known, 
Have  fpread  your  country's  glory  with  your  own  5 
To  me  you  never  did  more  lovely  mine, 
Than  when  fo  late  the  kindled  wrath  divine 
Quench'd  our  ambition,  in  great  Anna's  fate, 
And  darken'd  all  the  pomp  of  human  ftate. 
Though  you  are  rich  in  fame,  and  fame  decay, 
Though  rais'd  in  life,  and  greainefs  fade  away, 
Your  luftre  brightens  :  virtue  cuts  the  gloom 
With  purer  rays,  and  fparkles  near  a  tomb* 

Know,  fir,  the  great  efteera  and  honour  due, 
I  chofe  that  moment  to  profefs  to  you, 
When  fadnefs  reign'd,  when  fortune,  fo  fevere, 
Had  warnTd  our  bofoms  to  be  moft  iincere. 
And  when  no  motives  could  have  force  to  raifc 
A  fcrious  value,  and  provoke  my  praife, 
But  fuch  as  rife  above,  and  far  tranfcend 
Whatever  glories  with  this  world  mail  end, 

JL  3  Tkep 
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.Then  mining  forth,  when  deepeft  (hades  (hall  blot 
^The  Jim's  bright  orb,  and  Cater  be  forgot.  .  w 

rlfittg    but  ah  t  my  theme  I  need  not  tell,  '  "' 

See  every  eye  with  confeious  fonrow  fwell  s 
-Who  now  to  verfe  would  raifehis  huntble  voaco, 
Can  only  fhew  hit  duty,  not  his  choice* 
'  How  great  the  weight  of  grief  our  hearts  fuftaiiU 
We  bngwJh,  and.  to  fpeak  is  to  complain.  .  :      •  i  *j 

Let  us  look  back,  (for  who  too  oft  can  nev    ' 
That  moft  illuftrious  fcene,  for  ever  New !) 
See  all  the  feafimt  mine  on  Anna's  throne, 
.And  pay  a  conftant  tribute,  not  their  own. 
Her  fuininer's  heats  nor  fruits  alone  beftow, 
They  reap  the  harveft,  and  fubdue  the  foe?  •■■ 
And  when  black  florins  confefs  the  diftantfha, 
Her  winters  -wear  the  wreaths,  her  fummers  won. 
Revolving  pleafures  m  their  turns  appear, 
And  triumphs  are  the  product  of  the  year. 
To  crown  the  whole,  great  joys  in  greater  ceafij, 
And  glorious  victory  is  loft  in  peace. 

Whence  this  profufion  on  our  favour'd  ifle  ? 
Did  partial  fortune  on  our  virtue  fmile  ? 
Or  did  the  fceptre,  in  great  Anna's  hand, 
Stretch  forth  this  rich  indulgence  o'er  our  land  ? 
Ungrateful  Britain  !  quit  thy  groundless  claim, 
Thy  queen  and  thy  good  fortune  are  the  fame. 
Hear,  with  alarms  our  trumpets  -fill  the  flcy  j 
'Tis  Anna  reigns  1  the  GalHc  fquadrons  fly. 
We  fpread  our  canvafs*  to  the  fouthern  more  \ 
VTis  Anna  reigns  t  the  fouth  refigns  her  ftore. 

Hei 
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Her  virtue  fmooths  the  tumult  of  the  main, 
And  fwells  the  field  with  mountains  of  the  flain. 
Argyll  and  Churchill  but  the  glory  fliare, 
While  millions  lie  fubdued  by  Anna's  prayer. 

How  great  her  zeal !  how  fervent  her  defire  ! 
How  did  her  foul  in  holy  warmth  expire  ! 
Con  ft  ant  devotion  did  her  time  divide, 
Not  fet  returns  of  pleafure  or  of  pride. 
Not  want  of  reft,  or  the  fun's  parting  ray, 
But  finiftTd  duty,  limited  the  day. 
How  fweet  fucceeding  fleep  !  what  lovely  themes 
Smil'd  in  her  thoughts,  and  foften'd  all  her  dreams  1 
Her  royal  couch  defcending  angels  fpread, 
And  join'd  their  wings  a  fhelter  o'er  her  head. 

Though  Europe's  wealth  and  glory  claim'd  a  part, 
Religion's  caufe  reign'd  miftrefs  of  her  heart: 
She  faw,  and  griev'd  to  fee,  the  mean  eftate 
Of  thofe  who  round  the  hallow'd  altar  wait  $ 
She  ftied  her  bounty,  pioufly  profufe, 
And  thought  it  more  her  own  in  facred  ufe. 

Thus  on  his  furrow  fee  the  tiller  ftand, 
And  fill  with  genial  feed  his  lavifti  hand ; 
He  trufts  the  kindnefs  of  the  fruitful  plain, 
And  providently  fcatters  all  his  grain. 

What  ftrikes  my  fight  ?  does  proud  Augufta  rife 
New  to  behold,  and  awfully  furprize  ! 
Her  lofty  brow  more  numerous  turrets  crown, 
And  facred  domes  on  palaces  look  down « 
A  noble  pride  of  piety  is  fhown, 
And  urn  pics  caft  a  luftrc  on  the  throne. 
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,      I' 
"  How  would  this  work  another's  glory  raife  ! 

But  Anna's  greatnefs  rob*  her  of  the  praife.      H    *   > 

Drown  *d  in  a  brighter  blaze  it  difappears* 

Who  dry'd  the  widow*!,  and  the  orphan's  tears  ||  .  "."  _ 

Who  ftoop'd  from  high  to  fuccour  the  diftreft,        ""."    ;". 

.  And  reconcile  the  wounded  heart  to  reft  ?  I         ,  . 

.,  Great  in  her  goodnefs,  well  emijd  we  perceive,      .,  r  #f 
Whoever  fought,  it  was  a  queen  that  gave. 

.'  Misfortune  loft  her  name,  her  gutltlefs  frown 

•  But  made  another  debtor  to  the  crown  ; 
And  each  unfriendly  ftroke,  from  fate  we  bore, 

,  Became  our  title  to  the  regal  ftore. 

Thus  injured  trees  adopt  a  foreign  fhoot, 

.  And  their  wounds  bloftbm  with  a  fairer  fruit, 
.  l^e  quqben»  rwbo  on  your  misfortunes  dp-qr?^ 
When  firA  die  dreadful  Waft  of  fame  arrivM,  * 
Say  what  a  (hock,  what  agonies  you  felt, 
How  did  your  fouls  with  tender  anguifti  melt  t 
That  grief  which  living  Anna's. love  fuppreft, 
Shook  like  a  temped  every  grateful  bread. 
A  fecond  fate  our  finking  fortunes  try'd ! 
A  fecond  time  our  tender  parents,  dy'd! 

Heroes  returning  from  the  field  we  crown, 
And  deify  the  haughty  victor's  frown. 
His  fplendid  wealth  too  raihjy  we  admire, 
Catch  the  difeafe,  and  burn  with  equal  fire  s 
Wifely  to  fpend,  is  the  great  art  of  gain  ; 
And  one  relieved  tranfeeuds  a  million  jlain. 
When  time  (hall  afk,  where  once  Ramillia  lay, 
Or  Danube  flow'd  that  fwept  whole  troops  away, 

*  One 
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One  drop  of  water,  that  refreuYd  the  dry, 
Shall  rife  a  fountain  of  eternal  joy. 

But  ah  1  to  that  unknown  and  diftant  date, 
Is  virtue's  great  reward  pufiYd  off  by  fate  j 
Here  random  (hafts  in  every  breaft  are  found, 
Virtue  and  merit  but  provoke  the  wound. 
Auguft  in  native  worth  and  regal  ftate, 
Anna  fate  arbitrefs  of  Europe's  fate  ; 
To  diftant  realms  did  every  accent  fly, 
And  nations  watch'd  each  motion  of  her  eye. 
Silent,  nor  longer  awful  to  be  feen, 
How  fraali  a  fpot  contains  the  mighty  queen ! 
No  throng  of  fuppliant  princes  mark  the  place. 
Where  Britain's  greatnefs  is  composed  in  peace  1 
The  broken  earth  is  fcarce  difcern'd  to  rife, 
And  a  fto.ie  tells  us  where  the  monarch  lies* 

Thus  end  matured  honours  of  a  crown  1 
This  is  the  lad  conclufion  of  renown  1 

So  when  with  idle  (kill  the  wanton  boy 
Breathes  through  his  tube  ;  he  fees,  with  eager  joy> 
The  trembling  bubble,  in  its  rifing  fmall ; 
And  by  degrees  expands  the  glittering  ball* 
But  when,  to  full  perfection  blown,  it  flics 
High  in  the  air,  and  mines  in  various  dyes, 
The  little  monarch,  with  a  falling  tear, 
Sees  his  world  burft  at  once,  and  difappear. 
*Tis  not  in  forrow  to  reverfe  our  doom, 
No  groans  unlock  th*  inexorable  tomb  ! 
Why  then  this  fond  indulgence  of  our  woe  1 
What  fruit  can  rife,  or  what  advantage  flow! 
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Yet,  thit  advantage  5  from  oar  deep  diftrcfc    " 
"We  learn  how  much  in  George  the  God t  can  bids* 
Had  a  left  glorious  princefa  left  the  throne. 
But  half  the  hero  had  at  firft  been  lhowj*j 
An  Anna^fdUng"  all  the  king  employs. 

To  vindicate  from  guilt  our  rifing  joy*  * 

Our  joys  arifc,  and  innocently  mine,  . 
-Aufpicious  monarch  I  what  apraift  il  tlpneT 
Welcome,  great  ftranger,  to  BrrtanniaS  Throne ! 

Nor  let  thy -country  think  t!bet  all  her  own. 
"Of  thy  delay  how  oft  did- we"  complain  1 
^Our  hopes  reach'd  out,  and  met  thee  on  the  main. 

With  prayer  we  fmootfa  the  billows  for  thy  fleet  » 

With  ardent  whites  fill  thy  fwdling  meet  ; 

>And  when  thy  foot  took  place  on  Albion's  mbre,' 

We  bending  blefs'd  the'Gods,  and  afk'd  no  more. 

What  hand  but  thine  mould  conquer  and  compofe, 

Join  thofe  whom  intereft  joins,  and  chace  our  foes  ? 

Repel  the  daring  youth's  prefumptuous  aim, 

And  -by  his  rival's  greatnefs  give  him  fame  ? 

Now  in  fome  foreign  court  he  may  fit  down, 

And  quit  without  a  blufli  the  Britifh  crown. 

Secure  his  honour,  though  he  lofe  hit  (lore, 

And  take  a  lucky  moment  to  be  poor. 

Nor  think,  great  fir,  now  fir  ft,  at  this  late  hour, 

In  Britain's  favour,  you  exert  your  power  $ 

To  us,  far  back  in  time,  I  joy  to  trace 

The  numerous  tokens  of  your  princely  grace. 

Whether  you  chofe  to  thunder  on  the  Rhine, 

Infpire  grave  councils,  or  in  courts  to  fhine  5 

*  In 
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Tn  the  more  fcenes  your  genius  was  difplay'd, 
The  greater  debt  was  on  Britannia  laid  : 
They  all  confpir'd  this  mighty  man  to  raife, 
And  your  new  fubje&s  proudly  (hare  the  praife. 

All  (hare  ;  but  may  not  we  have  leave  to  boaft 
That  we  contemplate,  and  enjoy  it  moft  ? 
This  ancient  nurfe  of  arts,  indulg'd  by  fate 
-  On  gentle  InV  bank,  a  calm  retreat, 
For  many  rolling  ages  juftly  fanTd, 
Has  through  the  world  her  loyalty  proclaim'd; 
And  often  pour'd  (too  well  the  truth  is  known  I) 
Her  blood  and  treafure  to  fupport  the  throne ! 
For  England's  church  her  lateft  accents  ftnuVd, 
And  freedom  with  her  dying  hand  retained  j 
No  wonder  then  her  various  ranks  agree 
.In  all  the  fervencies  of  zeal,  for  thee. 

What  though  thy  birth  a  diftant  kingdom  boaft. 
And  feas  divide  thee  from  the  Britifh  coaft  ? 
The  crown  *s  impatient  to  inclofe  thy  head  5 
Why  (lay  thy  feet  ?  the  cloth  of  gold  is  fpread. 
Our  drift  obedience  through  the  world  (hall  tell 
That  king  's  a  Briton,  who  can  govern  well  i 
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WITH  invocations  fome  their  breads  inflame; 
I  need  no  Mufe,  a  Walpole  is  my  theme. 

Ye  mighty  dead,  ye  garter'd  fons  of  praife  ! 
Our  morning  ftars  I  our  boaft  in  former  days  ! 
Which  hovering  o'er,  your  purple  wings  difplay, 
Lur'd  by  the  pomp  of  this  diftinguiftYd  day, 
Stoop,  and  attend  :  by  one,  the  knee  be  bound  ; 
One,  ihrow  the  mantle's  crimfon  folds  around  5 
By  that,  the  fword  on  his  proud  thigh  be  plac'd  j 
This,  clafp  the  diamond-girdle  round  his  waift  $ 
His  breaft,  with  rays,  let  juft  Godolphin  fpread; 
Wife  Burleigh  plant  the  plumage  on  his  head  *. 
And  fc  dward  own,  fince  firft  he  fixt  the  race, 
None  preft  fair  glory  with  a  fwifter  pace. 

When  fate  would  call  fome  mighty  genius  forth 
To  wake  a  drooping  age  to  godlike  worth, 
Or  aid  fome  favourite  king's  illuftrious  toil, 
It  bids  his  blood  with  generous  ardour  boil  j 
His  blood,  from  virtue's  celebrated  fource, 
Pour'd  down  the  fteep  of  time,  a  lengthen'd  courfe } 
That  men  prepared  may  juft  attention  pay, 
Warn'd  by  the  dawn  to  mark  the  glorious  day, 
When  all  the  fcatter'd  merits  of  his  line 
Collected  to  a  point,  intenfely  mine. 

See,  Britain,  fee  thy  Walpole  fliine  from  far, 
His  azure  ribbon,  and  hit  radiant  ftar  j 
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at,  with  auTpkious  beam*,  fh&ll  guide 
life,  through  fortune"^  rougheft  tide, 
i  ftill  fmiles,  by  this*  fhall  commerce  fleer 
ourfe,  in  triumph  round  the  tphtre; 
ring  tribute  from  each  diftant  more, 
■am  a  lap  the  world  s  abundance  pour. 
* '    oi  daiti'd,  this  [for  (hull  dart  its  beams 
at  black  cloud,  which  rifmgfrom  the  Thame 
i  ■  infwick's  wrath,  is  (en 

To  claim  the  leas,  and  *«*  die  continent, 
This  foall  direct  it,  where  the  bolt  to  throw, 
A  ftar  for  us,  a  comet  to  the  foe. 

At  this  the  Mufe  (hall  kindle,  and  afpire? 
My  breaft,  O  Walpole,  glows  with  grateful  fire, 
The  itrcinis  of  royal  bounty,  turn'd  by  thee, 
Refrefh  the  dry  domains  of  poefy. 
My  fortune  tfiews,  when  arts  are  Walpole's  care, 
What  (lender  worth  forbids  us  to  defpair  : 
Be  this  thy  partial  fmile  from  cenfure  free  j 
*T  was  meant  for  merit,  though  it  fell  on  me. 

Since  Brunfwick's  fmile  has  authorized  my  Mufe, 
Chafte  be  her  conduct,  and  fublime  her  views. 
Falfe  praifes  are  the  whoredoms  of  the  pep, 
Which  proftitute  fair  fame  to  worthlefs  meni 
This  prophanatioti  of  celeftial  fire 
Makes  fools  defpife,  what  wife  men  mould  admire* 
Let  thofe  I  praife  to  diftant  times  be  known, 
Not  by  their  author's  merit,  but  their  own. 
If  others  think  the  talk  is  hard,  to  weed 
From  verle  rank  flattery's  vivacious  feed, 
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And  rooted  deep ;  one  means  muft  fet-them  free  j 
Patron !  and  patriot !  let  them  fing  of  thee. 

While  vulgar  trees  ignobler  honours  wear, 
Nor  thofe  retain,  when  winter  chills  the  year  j 
The  generous  Orange,  favourite  of  the  fun, 
With  vigorous  charms  can  through  the  feaions  run  j 
Defies  the  itonn  with  her  tenacious  green  j 
And  flowers  and  fruits  in  rival  pomp  are  feen  : 
Where  blcflbms  fall,  ftill  fairer  bloflbms  fpring ; 
And  midrt  their  fweets  the  feathered  poets  fing. 

On  Walpole,  thus,  may  pleased  Britannia  view 
At  once  her  ornament  and  profit  too  $ 
The  fruit  of  fervice,  and  the  bloom  of  fame, 
Matur'd,  and  gilded  by  the  royal  beam. 

He,  when  tlie  nipping  biafts  of  envy  rife, 

Its  guilt  can  pity,  and  its  rage  defpife ;   , 

Lets  fall  no  honours,  but  fecurely  great 

Unfaded  holds  the  colour  of  his  fate : 

No  winter  knows,  though  milling  fictions  prefs  5 

By  wifdom  dt-cply  rooted  in  fuccefs  ; 

One  glory  ihed,  a  brighter  is  difplay'd  *  $ 

And  the  charm'd  Mules  fhelter  in  his  fhade. 
O  how  I  long,  enkindled  by  the  theme, 

In  deep  eternity  to  launch  t>.y  name  ! 

Thy  name  in  view,  no  rights  of  verfe  I  plead, 

But  what  chaile  truth  indites,,  old  time  (hall  read. 
"  Behoid !  a  man  of  ancient  faith  and  blood, 

44  Which,  i'oon,  beat  high  for  arts,  and  public-good; 
Vol.  III.  M  "  Whoft 

f  Kni;;ht  of  the  Bath,  and  then  of  the  Garter. 
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«V  Wfcoifr  glory  grat^.  but  nal^ 

•«  The  genuine  growth  of  feTTicet  and  ytaTft  j  '■ '" L^* 

.  «  No  fndden  exhalation  drawn  on  nigh, '    .  '*  *'•  ■*' 
«  Ana  fondly  gilt  by  partial  mije%  i  '        ;'»f' i  '*>"* 
««  One  bearing  gMt^tt«»  wtthgrwttfttt^e,    '  Jf 
«  6ne  born  to  fern  us,  tod  yet  bom  tfrpleifei J  :v**'  , 
««  Whom,  wfcile-ewr  rights  in  equaj  fcalea  be  nop*," '^ 
*  The  prifcce  may  traft,  and  yet  the  people  'iPWIi,'* 
««  Hit  genius  ardent,  yet  bit  jtidgi^t  dear",*  !-  *  i'//k# 
«  Hif  .tongue  is  flowing,  and  hit  heart  fmcerev1'  J "  7k 

-  ««  tt»  council  guides,  bit  temper  cheart  osf  Hfc,'1' ' 
««  And,  fmiling*  grot-three  kingdoms  catrJfe tii &S& 
Joy  thtn  to  Britain?  bleft  witb  fuch  *  ibrj,  'Sil  '<*:* 

.  To  Walpole  joy,  by-whom,the  prize  it  won  y  "i;  v  "'* 

.  Who.  nobly-confciout  meets  the  imikt  of  fiaW^  • ><ff 

,  True  greatnefs  lies  in  daring  to  be  gseat.  '    "*"' jf  *— 
Let  daftard  fouls,  or  affeftation,  run 

.  To  (hades,  nor  wear  bright  honours  fairly  won  5    ' 
Such  men  prefer,  milled  by  falfe  applaufe, 
The  pride  of  modcfty  to  virtue's  caufe. 
Honours,  which,  make  the  face  of  virtue  fajr, 
'Tis  great  to  merit,  and  'tis  wife  to  wear  j 
'Tis  holding  up  the  prize  to  public  view, 
Confirms  grown  virtue,  and  inflames*  the  new  | 
heightens  the  luftre  of  our  age  and  clime, 
And  ftieds  rich  feeds  o£  worth  for  future  time. 

Proud  chiefs  alone,  in  fields  of  daughter  fanfrf,  » 
Of  old,  this  azure  bloom  of  glory  ckum'd, 
As  when  ftern  Ajax  pomM  a  purple  flood, 

,  The  violet  rofe,  fair  daughter, of  his  blood. 

Now 
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Now  rival  wifdom  dares  the  wreath  divide,  , 

And  both  Minervas  rife  in  equal  pride ; 
Proclaiming  loud,  a  monarch  fills  the  throne. 
Who  fhtnes  illuftrious  not  in  wars'alone. 

Let  fame  look  lovely  in  Britannia's  eyes ; 
They  coldly  court  defert,  who  fame  defpife. 
For  what 's  ambition,  but  fair  virtue's  fail  ? 
And  what  applaufe,  but  her  propitious  gale  ? 
When  fwell'd  with  that,  Ihe  fleets  before  the  wind 
To  glorious  aims,  as  to  the  port  defign'd  } 
When  chaan'd,  without  it,  to  the  labouring  oar, 
She  toils  !  lhe  pants !  nor  gains  the  flying  fhore, 
From  her  fublime  purfuits,  or  turn'd  afide 
By  blafts  of  envy,  or  by  fortune's  tide : 
For  one*  that  has  fucceeded  ten  are  loft, 
Of  equal  talents,  ere  they  make  the  coaft. 

Then  let  renown  to  worth  divine  incite, 
With  all  her  beams,  but  throw  thofe  beams  arightu 
Then  merit  droops,  and  genius  downward  tends, 
When  godlike  glory,  like  our  land,  defcends. 
Cuftom  the  garter  long  connVd  to  few, 
And  gave  to  birth,  exalted  virtue's  due  : 
Walpole  has  thrown  the  proud  enclofure  down ; 
And  high  defert  embraces  fair  renown. 
Though  rival'd,  let  the  peerage  fmiling  fee 
(Smiling,  in  juftice  to  their  own  degree,) 
This  proud  reward  by  majefty  beftow'd 
On  worth  like  that  whence  firft  the  peerage  flow'd. 
From  frowns  of  fate  Britannia's  blifs  to  guard, 
Let  fubje&s  merit,  and  let  kings  reward. 

M  i  Gods 


Godt  tit  mot  Gods  by  giving  to  fcKcfe), 

And  kingi  mod  like  them,  by  rewarding  wtll. 

Though  ftrohg  the  twanging  nerve,  and  drawn.  Unfit, 
Short  it  the  winged  arrow's  ujiward  flight  |      * 
Bat  if  an  eagle  it  transfix  on  high, 
Lodg*d  in  the  wound,  it  foars  into  the  fcjr. 

Thus  while  I  fing  thee  with  unequal  lays,  ' 
And  wound  perhaps  that  wofbVl  mean  to  prate1} 
Yet  t  tranfeend  myfelf,  I  rile  in  fame, 
Not  lifted  by  my  genius,  but  my  theme. 

No  mores  for  in  this  dread  fufpenfe  o£  rate, 
Now  kingdoms  fluctuate,  and  in  dark  debate 
Weigh  peace  and  war,  now  Europe's  eyes  ateiferit 
On  mighty  Brunfwick,  for  the' great  event, 
BrunfWick  of  kings  the  terror  or  defence!-       * 
Who  dares  detain  thee  at  a  world's  e*pence> 
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AN       EPISTLE 

T  O     » 

L   O  TL   D   v    L   A  N   S  D   O  W   N  E. 

WHEN  Rome,  my  Lord*,  in  her  full  glory  flione, 
And  great  Auguftus  rul'd  the  globe  alone, 
While  fuppliant  Kings  in  all  their  pomp  and  rtate, 
SwarnVd  in  his  courts,  and  throng' d  his  palace  gatej 
Horace  did  oft*  the  mighty  man  detain, 
And  fboth'd  his  breaft  with  no  ignoble  drain  j 
Now  fdarM  aloft,  now  ftruck  an  humbler  firing  $ 
And  taught  the  Roman  genius  how  to  fmg. 

Pardon,  if  f  his  freedom  dare  purfue, 
Who  know  no  want  of  Caefar,  finding  you  5 
The  Mufe's  friend  is  pleased  the  Mufe  mould  prefs 
Through  circling  crouds,  and  labour  for  accefs, 
That  partial  to  his  darling  he  may  prove, 
And  mining  throngs  for  her  approach  remove, 
To  all  the  world  induftrious  to  proclaim 
His  love  of  Arts,  and  boaft  the  glorious  flame. 

Long  has  the  weftern  world  reclinM  her  head, 
Pour'd  forth  her  forrow,  and  bewailM  her  dead  5 
Fell  difcord  through  her  borders  fiercely  ranged, 
And  fhook  her  nations,  and  her  monarchs  changM  j 
By  land  and  fea  its  utmoft  rage  employ'd  ; 
Nor  heaven  repair'd  fo  faft  as  men  deftroy'd. 
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In  vain  kind  fummErs  plenteous  fields  beftow*d»_ 
In  vain  the  vintage  liberally  f*awM  j 
A  J  arms  from  loaden  boards  all  pleafure  chae'd, 
And  robb  d  the  rich  Eurguiadian  giape  of  tafte  | 
The  fhules  of  Nature  could  no  bluffing  bring. 
The  fruitful  autumn,  or  the  flowery  fpring  ; 
Time  was  diftinguiuYd  by  the  fword  and  fpsar* 
Not  by  the  various  afpecls  of  the  year ; 
The  trumpet's  found  proclaim  d  a  milder  Iky, 
And  bjoodihsd  told  us  when  the  Am  was  nigh. 

But  now  (fo  Jbon  is  Britain's  hldling  feen, 
"When  fuch  as  you  are  near  her  glorious  Queen  1} 
Nuw  peace,  though  long  repulsed,  arrives  at  laft, 
And  bi'dl  us  fmile  on  nil  our  labours  pa  ft  * 
Bids  every  nation  ccale  her  wonted  moan, 
And  every  Monarch  call  his  crown  his  own  i 
To  valour  gentler  virtues  now  fucceed  5 
No  longer  is  the  great  man  born  to  bleed; 
Renowifd  in  councils,  brave  Argyll  fhall  tell, 
Wifdom  and  prowefs  in  one  breaft  may  dwell : 
Through  milder  tracks  he  foar»  to  deathlefs  faraey. 
And  without  trembling  we  refound  his  name. 

Np  more  the  rifing  harveft  whet*,  the  fword,, 
Ho  longer  waves  uncertain-  of  its  lord  5 
Who  caft  the  feed,  the  golden  flieaf  (hall  claim, 
Nor  chance  of  battle  change  the  matter's  name. 
Each  dream  unftain'd  with-  blood  more  fmoothly  flW*f  ^ 
The  brighter  fun  a  fuller  day  beftows  j 
AH  Nature  feefns  to  wear  a  chearful  face, 
And  thank  great  Anna  for 'returning  peace. 

Tift 
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The  patient  thus,  when  on  his  bed  of  pain, 
No  longer  he  invokts  the  gods  in  vain, 
But  rifes  to  new  life  ;  in  every  field 
He  finds  Elyfium,  rivers  ne&ar  yield ; 
Nothing  fo  cheap  and  vulgar  but  can  pieafe, 
And  borrow  beauties  from  his  late  difeafe. 

Nor  is  it  peace  alone,  but  fuch  a  peace, 
As  more  than  bid*  the  rage  of  battle  ceafe. 
Death  may  determine  war,  and  reft  fucceed, 
'Caufe  nought  furvives  on  which  our  rage  may  feedj. 
In  faithful  friends  we  lofe  our  glorious  foes, 
And  ftrifes  of  love  exalt  our  fweet  repoie. 
See  graceful  Bolingbroke  your  friend  advance, 
Nor  mils  his  Lanfdowne  in  the  court  of  France  j 
So  well  recervM,  fo  welcome,  fa  at  home, 
(BlciVd  change  of  fate)  in  Bourbon's  ftately  dome  \  r 
The  monarch  pleased,  defcending  from  his  throne. 
Will  not  that  Anna  call  him  all  her  own  ; 
He  claims  a  part,  and  looking  round  to  find 
Something  might  fpeak  the  fulnefs  of  his  mind, 
A  diamond  mines,  which  oft  had  touchM  him  near* 
Renew'd  his  grief,  and  robb'd  him  of  a  tear  5 
Now  firft  with  joy  beheld,  well  plac'd  on  one, 
Who  makes  him  lefs  regret  his  darling  fon  j 
So  dear  is  Anna's  miniftcr,  fo  great 
Your  glorious  friend  in  his  own  private  ftate. 
To  make  our  nations  longer  two,  in  vain 
Does  nature  interpofe  the  raging  main  : 
The  Gallic  fliore  to  diftant  Britain  grow*, 
Fcr  Lewis  Thames,  the  Seine  for  Anna  flowt » 

From 
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From  conflicts  pafs'd  each  other's  worth  we  find, 
•    And  thence  in  ftricler  friendship  now  are  join1  d  ; 
Each  wound  received,  now  pleads  the  caufe  of  love, 
And  former  injuries  endearments  prove. 
What  Briton  but  muft  prize  th1  illullrious  iword, 
That  caute  of  fear  to  Churchill  could  afford  ? 
Who  fwom  to  Bourbon's  fceprre,  but  muft  frame 
Vaft  thoughts  of  him,  that  could  bra  re  Taliard  taaaei 
Thus  generous  hatred  in  affecliou  ends, 
And  war,  which  raU'd  the  foes,  compkats  the  friend 
A  thou  fan  d  happy  confequences  flow 
(The  dazzling  profpeft  makes  my  bofom  glow)  5 
Commerce  mall  lift  her  fwelling  fails,  and  roll 
Her  wealthy  fleets  fecurc  from  pole  to  pole ; 
The  Britifh  merchant,  who  with  care  and  pain 
For  many  moons  fees  only  fkies  and  main  j 
When  now  in  view  of  his  lov'd  native  (here, 
The  perils  of  the  dreadful  ocean  o'er, 
Caufe  to  regret  his  wealth  no  more  (hall  find, 
Nor  curfe  the  mercy  of  the  fea  and  wind ; 
By  hardeft  fate  condemned  to  ferve  a  foe, 
And  give  him  ftrength  to  ftrike  a  deeper  blow. 
Sweet  Philomela  providently  flies 
To  diftant  woods  and  ftreams,  for  fuch  fuppliet, 
To  feed  her  young,  and  make  them  try  the  wing, 
And  with  their  tender  notes  attempt  to  fing  j 
Mean  while,  the  fowler  fpreads  his  fecret  fnare, 
And  renders  vain  the  tuneful  mother's  care. 
Britannia's  bold  adventurer  of  late, 
The  foaming  ocean  plow'd  with  equal  fate,  * 

Goodnefs 
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Goodnefs  is  greatfiefs  in  its  utmoft  height, 
And  power  a  curfe,  if  not  a  friend  to  right  i 
To  conquer  is  to  make  diffention  ceafe, 
That  man  may  ferve.the  King  of  kings  in  peace. 
Religion  now  (hall  all  her  rays  difpenfe, 
And  fhine  abroad  in  perfect  excellence  i 
Elfe  we  may  dread  fome  greater  c\irfe  at  hand, 
To  fcourge  a  thoughtlefs  and  ungrateful  land  2 
Now  war  is  weary,  and  retired  to  reft ; 
The  meagre  famine,  and  the  fpotted  peft, 
Deputed  in  her  ftead,  may  blaft  the  day. 
And  fweep  the  relicks  of  the  fword  away. 

When  peaceful  Numa  fill'd  the  Roman  throne, 
Jove  in  the  fulnefs  of  his  glory  (hone  5 
Wife  Solomon,  a  ftranger  to  the  fword, 
Was  born  to  raife  a  temple  to  the  Lord* 
Anne  too  (hall  build,  and  every  facred  pile 
Speak  peace  eternal  to  Britannia's  ifle. 
Thofe  mighty  fouls,  whom  military  care 
Diverted  from  their  only  great  affair, 
Shall  bend  their  full  united  force,  to  blefs 
.  Th*  almighty  Author  of  their  late  fuccefs. 
And  what  is  all  the  world  fubdued  to  this  ? 
The  grave  fcts  bounds  to  fublunary  blifs  $ 
But  there  are  conquefts  to  great  Anna  known, 
Above  the  fplendour  of  an  earthly  throne  $ 
Conquefts  !  whofe  triumph  is  too  great,  within 
The  fcanty  bounds  of  matter  to  begin  j 
Too  glorious  to  (hine  forth,  till  it  has  run 
Beyond  this  darknefs  of  the  ftars  and  fun, 
And  (hall  whole  ages  paft  be  ftill,  ftill  but  begun. 

Heroic, 
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Heroic  madet !  whom  war  has  fwept  away, 
Look  clown,  and  fmile  on  this  aufpiciouR  day  : 
Now  boaft  your  deaths  j  to  thofc  your  glory  tell> 
Who  or  at  Agincourt  or  Crefly  ft\l  $ 
Then  deep  into  eternity  retire, 
Of  greater  thing*  than  peatfe  or  war  enquire  | 
Fully  content,  and  unconcern' df  to  know 
What  farther  pafles  in  the  world  below. 

The  bra v eft  of  mankind  flull  now  have  leave 
To  die  but  once,  nor  piece*meaJ  fcek  the  grave  ; 
On  gahi  or  pteafure  bent,  we  mall  not  meet 
Sad  melancholy  numbers  in  each  fireet 
(Owners  of- bones  difpers'd  on  Ftan^ria^a  plain, 
Or  wafting  in  the  bottom  of  the  main)  ; 
To  turn  us  back  from  joy,  in  tender  fear, 
jUeti:  it  an  intuit  xn  their  woes  appear, 
And  make  us  grudge  ourfelves  that  wealth,  their  bleed. 
Perhaps  preferv'd,  who  ftarve,  or  beg  for  food. 
Devotion  mail  run  pure,  and  difengage 
From  that  ftrange  fate  of  mixing  peace  with  rage* 
On  heaven  without  a  fin  we  now  may  call, 
And  guiltleis  to  our  Maker  proftrate  fall ; 
Be  Chriftians  while  we  pray,  nor  in  en*  breath 
Afk  Mercy  for  ourfelves,  for  others  'Death. 

But  Q!  1  view  wkh  tranfport  arts  reftor'd, 
Which  double  ufe  to  Britain  mail  afford  j 
Secure  her  glory  purchased  in  the  held, 
And  yet  for  future  peaee  fweet  motives  yield  ± 
While  we  contemplate  on  the  painted  wall, 
The  prefling.  Briton,  and  the  0ying<6*«l, 
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In  fuch  bright  images,  fuch  living  grace. 
As  leave  great  Raphael  but  the  fecond  place  $ 
Our  cheeks  (hall  glow,  our  heaving  bofoms  rife, 
And  martial  ardors  fparkle  in  our  eyes  5 
Much  we  (hall  triumph  in  our  battles  pair, 
And  yet  con&nt  thofe  battles  prove  our  laft  5 
Left,  while  in  arms  for  brighter  fame  we  ftrive, 
We  lofe  the  means  to  keep  that  fame  alive. 

In  fdent  groves  the  birds  delight  to  fing, 
Or  near  the  m?rgin  of  a  fecret  fpring  : 
Now  all  is  calm,  fweet  mufic  /hall  improve, 
Nor  kindle  rage,  but  be  the  nurfe  of  love. 

But  what 's  the  warbling  voice,  the  trembling  ftring, 
Or  breathing  canvafs,  when  the  ^lufes  fing  ? 
The  Mufe,  my  Lord,  ycur  care  above  the  reft, 
With  riling  joy  dilates  my  partial  breaft  5 
The  thunder  of  the  bittle  ceas'd  to  roar, 
Ere  Greece  her  godlike  Poets  taught  to  foar; 
Rome's  dreadful  foe,  great  Hannibal,  was  dead, 
And  all  her  warlike  neighbours  round  her  bled ; 
For  Janus  (hut,  her  IS  P*ans  rung, 
Before  an  Ovid  or  a  Virgil  fung* 

A  thoufand  various  forms  the  Mufe  may  wear 
(A  thoufand  various  forms  become  the  fair)  5 
But  mines  in  none  with  more  majeftic  mien, 
Than  when  in  ftatc  me  draws  the  purple  fcene ; 
Calls  forth  her  monarchs,  bids  her  heroes  rage, 
And  mourning  beauty  melt  the  crouded  ftage  \ 
Charms  back  paft  ages,  gives  to  Britain's  ufc 
The  nobleft  virtues  time  did  e'er  product  5 

Leaves 
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They  keep  the  i«d  alone,  a»4  that  Vc^^ 
See^out  with  pin*,  and  but  by  prcqy  J^ie#k*  t  ?%■;>< 
The  hero's  preface  dbep  imprefiion  makes  §  .  ,,  V»\ 
The  (bene*  hit  foul  and  body  reunfe,t  ..*...  <«.*  ..:rM-. 
Ftarntth  a  voice,  produce  him  to  the  figfof  ,  _.&.. 

^frfcf  pur  conteinporary  hint  that  flopd .  -.'.  \         —  ->'  \ 
High  in  renown, perhapt  before  the  lood  |.  i  „,..\  0yy 
Make  Neftor  to  this  age  advice  aftrd. 
And  HeSor  for  our  Iervice  draw  hfcfvwoV  . '„  .^  & 

More  glory  to  an  Author,  what  can  brjnjr,  ,.  t7.  vt 
Whence  nobler  iervice  to  hit  country  Jping^.  .*  %  vt 
Tban  from  tboft  labour*,  whjcb,  in  niinV  riafijjjla^  v 
Po&efa  him  with  a  paffion  for  the  right  ?  ,  ^'t/  ^\ . 
With  honeft  magic  make  the  knave  incIitfcV  wki  i»  y 
To  pay  devotion  to  the  virtuous  mind  $ 
Through  all  her  toils  and  dangers  bid  him  rove,. 
And  with  her  wants  and  anguifli  fall  in  love  ? 

Who  hears  the  godlike  Montezuma  groan. 
And  does  not  with  the  glorious  pain  his  own  r 
Lend  but  your  understanding,  and  their  (kill 
Can  domineer  at  pleasure  o'er  your  will : 
Nor  is  the  (hort-liv'd  conqueft  quickly  paft  j 
Shame,  if  not  choice,  will  hold  the  convert  fad. 

How  often  have  I  feen  the  generous  bowl 
With  pleating  force  unlock  a  fecret  foul, 
And  Ileal  a  truth,  which  every  fober  hour 
{The  profe  of  life)  had  kept  within  her  power  ? 
The  grape  victorious  often  has  prevailed, 
When  gold  and  beauty,  racks  and  tortures,  faiTd  : 

i  Yet 
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Yet  when  the  fpirit*s  tumult  was  allay M, 
She  mourn'd,  perhaps  *  the  fentiment  betray'dj 
But  mourn'd  too  late,  nor  longer  could  deny, 
And  on  her  own  confeflion  charge  the  lye. 

Thus  they,  whom  neither  the  prevailing  love 
Of  goodnefs  here,  or  mercy  from  above, 
Or  fear  of  future  pains,  or  human  laws 
Could  render  advocates  in  virtue's  cauie, 
Caught  by  the  fcene  have  unawares  refign'd 
Their  wonted  difpoGtion  of  the  mind  : 
By  flow  degrees  prevails  the  pleafing  tale, 
As  circling  glaffes  on  our  fenfes  fteal  j 
Till  throughly  by  the  Mufes*  banquet  warm'd, 
The  paflions  tolling,  all  the  foul  alarm'd, 
They  turn  mere  zealots  fiufh'd  with  glorious  rage, 
Rife  in  their  feats,  and  fcarce  forbear  the  ftagc, 
Afliftance  to  wrong'd  innocence  to  bring, 
Or  turn  the  poignard  on  fome  tyrant  king. 
How  can  they  cool  to  villains  ?  how  fubfide 
To  dregs  of  vice,  from  fuch  a  godlike  pride  ? 
To  fpbiling  orphans  how  to-day  return, 
Who  wept  I  aft  night  to  fee  Monimia  mourn  ? 
In  this  gay  fchool  of  virtue,  whom  fo  fit 
To  govern,  and  control  the  world  of  wit, 
As  Talbot,  Lanfdowne's  friend,  has  Britain  known  ? 
Him  polifiYd  Italy  has  call'd  her  own } 
He  in  the  lap  of  elegance  was  bred, 
And  trae'd  the  Mufes  to  their  fountain  head  3 
But  much  we  hope,  he  will  enjoy  at  home 
What  s  nearer  ancient  than  the  modern  Rome. 

Nor 
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Nor  fear  I  mention  »f  the  court  of  France, 
When  I  the  B ritifh  genius  would  advance  : 
There  too  has  Shrewsbury  improved  hU  taftej 
Yet  ftill  we  dare  invite  him  to  our  feaft  % 
For  Corneilk^s  tike  I  (hall  my  thoughts  luppreft 
Of  Oroonoko,  and  prefume  him  lefs  : 
What  though  we  wrong  him  ?  Ifabella's  woe 
Waters  thole  bays  that  mall  for  ever  grow- 
On  r  foes  confcfs,  nor  we  the  praife  refti&j 
The  Drama  glories  in  the  Britiih  Mufe. 
The  French  are  delicate*  and  nicely  lead 
Of  clofe  intrigue  the  ktbjrmtbian.  thread  i 
Our  genius  more  affeEb  the  grand,  than  fine. 
Our  ftrength  can  make  the  great  plain  a£tbn  &jne  s 
They  raift  a  great  curioiity  indeed, 
From  his  dark  maze  to  fee  the  hero  freed; 


We  rouze  th'  affections,  and  that  hero  fhow 

Gafping  beneath  fome  formidable  blow: 

They  figh ;  we  weep :  the  Gallic  doubt  and  care 

We  heighten  into  terror  and  defpair ; 

Strike  home,  the  flxongeft  paflion6  boldly  touch, 

Nor  fear  our  audience  fhould  be  pleas'd  too  much* 

What  "s  great  in  nature  we  can  greasy  <lrawj 

Nor  thank  for' beauties  the  dramatic  law. 

The  fate  of  Caefar  is  a  tale  too  plain 

The  fickle  Gallic  tafte  to  entertain  j 

Their  art  would  have  perplexM,  and  interwove 

The  golden  arras  with  gay  flowers  of  love : 

We  know  Heaven  made  him  a  far  greater  man 

Than  any  Cpe&r,  in  a  human  plan, 

*  And 
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And  fuch  we  draw  him,  ttor  are  too  refin'd, 
To  (land  affe&ed  with  what  Heaven  defign'd. 
To  c)alm  attention,  and  the  heart  invade, 
Shakefpeare  but  wrote  the  play  th'  Almighty  mad** 
Our  neighbour's  ftage-arttoo  *bare-fae\i  betrays, 
"*Tis  great  Corneilk  at  every  fcene  we  praife  j 
On  Nature's  forer  aid  Britanmaxalls, 
None  think  of  Shakefpeare  till  the  curtain  falls  5 
Then  with  a  figh  returns  oar  audience  home, 
From  Venice,  Egypt,  Perfia,  -Grcecey  or  Rome. 

France  yields  not  to  the  glory  of  our  lines, 
But  manly  conduct  of  our  ftrong  defigns  ; 
That  oft  they  think  more  juftly  we  muft  own, 
Not  ancient  Greece  a  truer  fenfe  has  mown : 
Greece  thought  but  juftly,  they  think  juftly  too* 
We  fometimes  err  by  driving  more  to  do. - 
So  well  are  Racine's  meancft  perfons  taught, 
But  change  a  fentiment,  you  make  a  fault  5 
Nor  dare  we  charge  them  with  the  want  of  flame? 
When  we  boaft  more,  we  own  ourfelves  to  blara*. 

And  yet  in  Shakefpeare  Something  (till  I  find, 
That  makes  me  lefs  efteem  all  hu  man-kind  { 
He  made  one  nature,  and  another  found, 
Both  in  his  page  with  raaftcr-ftrokes  abound: 
His  witches,  fairies,  and  inchanted  tile, 
Bid  us  no  longer  at  our  nurfes  fmile ; 
Of  loft  hiftorians  we  alraoft  complain, 
Nor  think  it  the  creation  of  his  brain* 

Vol,  III.  N  m* 
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Who  Uftt9wknliis  Othello 'tin  a  tnuB^er  '     ^ 

With  hit  great  Talbot  *  too,  he  conquer***  tatflctY     '- 
Long  we  may  hope  brave  Talbot^  blood  will  ton ' -"- 
In  great  defendants,  6hakefpeare  hat  be*  oat)     ' 
And  him,  my  lord*  permit  me  not  to  name,     -    :  "J 
But  in  kind  filence  fpare  his  rival's  Jhamei—   . '"    ,r* 
Yet  I  in  vain  that  Author  would  fuppreft,       " 
What  can't  be  greater,  cannot  be  made  left  i-1 " 
Each  reader,  will  defeat  my  fruitkft  aim,     -'    ' 
And  to  bimfelf  great  Agamemnon  name. 

Should  Shaktfpeare  rifeunblefs'd  with  Talbot**  funic, 
Ev'n  Shakcfpearc's  felf  would  curfe  thit  barren  iflc  i  •* 
But  if  that  reigning  ftar  propitious  tJhine, 
And  kindly  mix  hit  gentle  rays  with  thine  j       * 
Ey'n  I,  by  far  me  meaneft  of  your  age, 
Shall  not  repent  my  paffion  for  the  ftage. 

Thus  did  the  Will-almighty  difallow, 
No  human  force  could  pluck  the  golden  bough. 
Which  left  the  tree  with  eafe  at  Jove's  command, 
And  fpar'd  the  labour  of  the  weakeft  hand. 

Aufpicious  fate  !  that  gives  me  leave  to  write 
To  you,  the  Mufes  glory  and  delight  5 
Who  know  to  read,  nor  falfe  encomiums  raife, 
And  mortify  an  Author  with  your  praife : 
Praife  wounds  a  noble  mind,  when  'tis  not  due, 
But  cenfure's  felf  will  pleafe,  my  lord,  from  you  § 
Faults  are  our  pride  and  gain,  when  you  defcend 
To  point  them  out,  and  teach  us  how  to  mend. 

What 
*  An  anceftor  of  the  duke  of  Shrewiburyi  who  con- 
quered France,  drawn  by  Shakefpeare.  Young. 
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What  though  the  great  man  fet  his  coffers  wide. 

That  cannot  gratify  the  Poet's  pride ; 

Whofe  infpiration,  if  'tis  truly  good, 

Is  bed  rewarded,  when  belt  understood. 

The  Mufes  write  for  glory,  not  for  gold, 

'Tis  far  beneath  their  nature  to  be  fold  : 

The  greateft  gain  is  fcorn'd,  but  as  it  ferves 

To  fpeak  a  fenfe  of  what  the  Mufe  deferves  ; 

The  Mufe,  which  from  herLanfdowne  fears  no  wrong', 

Bed  judge,  as  well  as  fubjeft,  of  her  fong. 

Should  this  great  theme  allure  me  farther  ftill, 

And  I  prefume  to  uie  your  patience  ill, 

The  world  would  plead  my  caufe,  and  none  but  you 

Will  take  difguft  at  what  I  now  purfue : 

Since  what  is  mean  my  Mufe  can't  raife,  I  Ml  chufe 

A  theme  that 's  able  to  exalt  my  Mufe. 

For  who,  not  void  of  thought,  can  Granville  na£e. 
Without  a  fpark  of  his  immortal  name  ? 
Whether  we  feek  the  patriot,  or  the  friend, 
Let  Bolingbroke,  let  Anna  recommend  $ 
Whether  we  chufe  to  love  or  to  admire, 
You  melt  the  tender,  and  th*  ambitious  fire. 

Such  native  graces  without  thought  abound, 
And  fuch  familiar  glories  fpread  around, 
As  more  incline  the  ftander-by  to  raife 
His  value  for  himfelf,  than  you  to  praife. 
Thus  you  befriend  the  moft  heroic  way, 
Blcl's  all,  on  none  an  obligation  lay  $ 
So  turn'd  by  Nature's  hand  for  all  that 's  well, 
*Tis  icarce  a  virtue  when  you  moft  excel. 

N  %  Though 
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Though  facet  your  prefcnce,  graceful  is  your  mien, 
You  to  be  hippy  want  not   to  be  feen  j 
Though  prist 'd  in  public*  you  can  (mile  alone. 
Nor  court  an  approbation  but  your  own  i 
In  throngs,  not  conscious  of  tbofe  eyes  that  gaie 
In  wonder  nVd,  though  relblute  to  ple&ie  ; 
You,  were  ail  blind,  would  flixll  deferve  applaufe  ; 
The  world  's  your  glory*  s  witnds,  not  its  caufe  i 
That  lies  beyond  the  limits  of  the  day, 
Angels  behold  it,  and  their  God  obey. 

You  take  deiight  in  otEicrs  excellence; 
Afgift,  which  Nature  rarely  does  difpenfc: 
Of  ail  that  breathe  ^tis  you,  perhaps,  alone 
Would^  be  well  pleased  to  fee  yoiulelf  outdone* 
You  wirtv  not  thofe,  who  ih&v  your  name  refpet>, 
So  little  worth,  as  might  ciccufe  neg]e£l  j 
Nor  are  in. pain  left  merit  you  mould  know; 
Nor  Am  the- well-deferver  as  a  foe  5 
A  troublefome  acquaintance,  that  will-  claim 
To  be  well  us*d,  or  dye  your  cheek  with  mame. 

You  wifh  your  country's  good  5  that  told,  fo  well 
Your  powers  are  known,  th'  event  I  need  not  tell. 
When  .Neftor  fpoke,  none  aik'dif  he  prevailed } 
That  god  of  fv«reet  perfuaiion  never  fail'd  : 
And  fuch  great  fame-  had  Hector's  valour  wrought* 
Who  meant  he  conquer'd,  only  faid  he  fought. 
When  you,  my  lord,  to  fylvan  fcenes  retreat, 
No  crouds  around  for  pleafure,  or  for  ftatie, 
You  are  not  caft  upon  a  ftranger  land, 
,  And  wander  penfive  o'er  the  barren  ibrand  $ 
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Nor  are  you  by  received  example  taught, 
In  toys  to  flvun  the  difcipline.of  thought  j 
But,  unconfin'd  by  bounds  of  time  and  place,.  • 
You  chufe  companions  from  all  human  race  j. 
Converfe  with  thofe  the  deluge  fwept  away, 
Or  thofe  whofe  midnight. is  Britannia's  day. 

Books  not  fo  much  inform,  as  give  confent 
To  thofe  ideas  your  own  thoughts  prefent; 
Your  only  gain  from  turning  volumes  o'er,. 
Is  finding  caufe  to  like  yourfclf  the  more : 
In  Grecian  fages  you  are  only  taught 
With  more  refpeft  to  value  your  own  thought  r 
Great  Tully  grew  immortal,  while  he  drew 
Thofe  precepts  we  behold  alive  in  you  v 
Your  life  is  to  adjufted  to  their  fchools, 
It  makes  that  hiftory  they  meant  for  rules. 
What  joy,  what  pleafing  tranfport,  muft  arife 
Within  your  breaft,  and  lift  you  to  the  flues, 
When  in  each  learned  page  that  you  unfold r 
You  find  fome  part  of  your  own  conduct  told  f 

So  pleas'd,  and  fo  furpriz'd,  ./Eneas  flood, 
And  fuch  triumphant  raptures  firM  his  blood. 
When  far  from  Trojan  /hores  the  hero  fpy'd 
His  itory  mining  forth  in  all  its  pride  \. 
Admired  himfelf,  and  faw  his  actions  (land 
The  praife  and  wonder  of  a  foreign  land. 

He  knows  not  half  his  being,  who  *s  confinM 
In  converfe,  and  reflection  on  mankind  : 
Your  foul,  which  undenlands  her. charter  well, 
lh:i:;l;is  iinpiifon*d  by  thofe  ikies  to  dwell  \ 

N  %  Range* 
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Ranges  Eternity  without  the  leave 

Of  death,  nor  watts  the  pa  Cage  of  the  grave. 

When  pains  eternal,  and  eternal  biffs, 

hen  thefc  high  cares  your  weary  thoughts  di  fount, 
In  heavenly  numbers  you  your  foul  unbend, 

nd  for  your  eaft  to  deathlefs  fame  defcend. 

e  Kings !   would  ye  true  greatnefs  understand, 
Mead  Seneca  grown  rich  in  Granville's  hand  *, 

Behold  the  glories  of  your  lif  i  eompleat ! 
Still  at  a  flow,  and  permanently  great  j 
New  moments  flied  new  pleasures  as  they  fly, 
And  yet  your  greateft  is,  that  you  muft  die. 

Thus  Anna  faw,  and  rais'd  you  to  the  feat 
Of  honour,  and  confciVd  her  fcrvant  great  \ 
Confefs'd,  not  made  him  ftich  ;  for  faithful  Fame 
Her  trumpet  five]  I'd  long:  fitice  with  Granville*s  name. 
Though  you  in  modefty  the  title  wear, 
Your  name  (hall  be  the  title  of  your  heir ; 
Farther  than  ermin  make  his  glory  known. 
And  caft  in  (hades  the  favour  of  a  throne. 
From  thrones  the  beam  of  high  di(Hn£tion  fprings  j 
The  fouPs  endowments  from  the  King  of  kings. 
Lo !  one  great  day  calls  forth  ten  mighty  peers  ! 
Produce  ten  Granvilles  in  five  thoufand  years  j 
Anna,  be  thou  content  to  fix  the  fate 
Of  various  kingdoms,  and  control  the  great ; 
But  O !  to  bid  thy  Granville  brighter  Ihine  ! 
To  him  that  great  prerogative  refign, 

Who 

*  See  his  Lordihip's  Tragedy  intitled  "  Heroic  Love." 

Young. 
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Who  the  fun's  height  can  raife  at  pleafure  higher, 
His  lamp  illumine,  fet  his  flames  on  Are. 

Yet  ftill  one  blifs,  one  glory,  I  forbear, 
A  darling  friend  whom  near  your  heart  you  wear  5 
That  lovely  youth,  my  lord,  whom  yon  mull  blame, 
That  I  grow  thus  familiar  with  your  name. 

He  's  friendly,  open,  in  his  conduit  nice, 
Nor  ferve  thefe  virtues  to  atone  for  vice : 
Vice  he  has  none,  or  fuch  as  none  with  lefs, 
But  friends  indeed,  good-nature  in  excefs. 
You  cannot  boaft  the  merit  of  a  choice, 
In  making  him  your  own,  'twas  nature's  voice, 
Which  call'd  too  loud  by  man  to  be  withftood, 
Pleading  a  tye  far  nearer  than  of  blood  $ 
Similitude  of  manners,  fuch  a  mind, 
As  makes  you  lefs  the  wonder  of  mankind. 
Such  eafe  his  common  converfe  recommends, 
As  he  ne'er  felt  a  paffion,  but  his  friend's  $ 
Yet  fix'd  his  principles,  beyond  the  force 
Of  all  beneath  the  fun,  to  bend  his  courfe  #. 

Thus  the  tall  cedar,  beautiful  and  fair, 
Flatters  the  motions  of  the  wanton  air; 
Salutes  each  pafling  breeze  with  head  reclin'd; 
The  pliant  branches  dance  in  every  wind : 
But  fix'd  the  ftem  her  upright  ftate  maintains, 
And  all  the  fury  of  the  North  difdains. 

How  are  you  blefs'd  in  fuch  a  matchlefs  friend  \ 
Alas  !  with  me  the  joys  of  friendfhip  end  j 

N  4  O  Harrifoa  \ 

•  His  Lordfhip's  Nephew,  who  took  Orders. 

Young. 
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0  Harriibn  i  I  muft,  I  will  complain  ; 

Tear*  footh  the  foul's  diftrefs,  though  fhed  in  vain  ^ 
Did  ft  thou  retum,  and  blefs  thy  native  Ifoore 
With  welcome  peaes,  and  is  my  friend  no  more?— ^ 
Thy  talk  was  early  done*  and  I  muft  own 
Death  kind  to  thee*  but  ah  !  to  thee  alone. 
But  "lis  in  me  a  vajiity  to  may  in, 
The  farrows  of  the  gj*at  thy  tomb  adorn  i 
Strafford  and  Bolingbroke  the  lofs  perceive, 
They  grieve,  and  make  thee  eitvy'd  in  thy  grave,. 
With  aking  heartj  and  a  foreboding  mind* 

1  night  to  day  in  painful  journey  join'd^ 
When  fir  ft  informed  of  hit  approaching  fate  j. 
But  reached  tbe  partner  of  my  foul  too  J  ate  : 
Twa*  paft,  his  cheek  was  cold,  that  tuneful  tongue,. 
Which  Ifis  charm'd  with  its  melodious  fong-, 

Now  languUhM,,  wanted  ftrength  to  fpeak  hH  fam& 
Scarce  rais'd  a  feeble  groan,  and  funk  agaifci 
Each  art  of  life*  in  which  he  bore  a  part^ 
Shot  like  an  arrow  through  my  bleeding)  hfeartu 
To  what  ferv'd  all  his  pfoimYd  wealth-  and  powers 
But  more  to, load  that  moft  unhappy  hour? 

Yet  ftillipreraird  thi  greatnefs  of  his  mind; 
That,  not  in  health*  or  life  itfel£cbnfin-oV- 
Felt  through  his  mortal  pangs  Britannia's  peactw 
Mounted  to  joy,  andfrnil'd  in  deatk^emfcfetoei 

His  fpirit  now  juft.  ready  to  refign, 
No  longer  now  his  owny  no  longer  mine; 
He  grafps  my  hand,  his  fwimming  eye-balls  roll,. 
My  hand,  he  grafgs*  and  enters,  in  my  foul  t 

Them 


EPISTLE  TO  LORD  LANSDOWNE.    iS$ 

Then  with  a  groan — fupport  me,  O  !  beware 
0f  holding  worth,  however  great,,  too  dear  I  * 

Pardon,  my  lord,  the  privilege  of  grief, 
That  in  untimely  freedom  feeks  relief) 
To  better  fate  your  love  I  recommend, 
O  !  may  you  never  lofe  fo  dear  a  friend  ! 
May  nothing  interrupt  your  happy  hours  ; 
Enjoy  the  bleflings  peace  on  Europe  mowers  t 
Nor  yet  difdain  thofe  bleflings  to  adorn  ; 
To  make  the  Mufe  immortal,  you  was  born. 
Sing ;  and  in  lateft  time,  when  ftory  's-  dark, 
This  period  your  furviving  fame  mall  mark  f 
Save  from  the  gulph  of  years  this  glorious  age, 
And  thus  illuftrate  their  hiitorian's  page. 

The  crown  of  Spain  in  doubtful  balance  hung,. 
And  Anna  Britain  fway'd,  when  Granville  fung  1. 
That  noted  year  Europa  flieath?d  ber  fword, 
When  this  great  man  was  firft  faluted  lord. 

*  The  Author  here  bewails  that  moft  ingenious* 
gentleman,  Mr.  William  Harrifon,  Fellow  of*  New*- 
College,  Oxon.  Young;*—- [See  a  more  particular  ac- 
count of  him  in  the  "  Supplement  to  Swift."  J 
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WHILST  you  at  Twickenham  plaji  the  future 
wood, 
Or  turn  the  volumes  of  the  wife  and  good, 
Our  fenate  meets  5  at  parties,  parties  bawl, 
And  pamphlets  ftun  the  ftreets,  and  load  the  ftall ; 
So  rufhing  tides  bring  things  obfeene  to  light, 
Foul  wrecks  emerge,  and  dead  dogs  fwim  in  fight* 
The  civil  torrent  foams,  the  tumult  reigns, 
And  Codrus*  profe  works  up,  and  Lico's  drains* 
Lo  !  what  from  cellars  rife,  what  rvftijrom  high 
Where  fpeculation  roofted  near  the  flcy  5 
Letters,  Efl'ays,  Sock,  Bufkin,  Satire,  Song, 
And  all  the  Garret  thunders  on  the  throng ! 

O  Pope  !  I  burft  ;  nor  can,  nor  will,  refrain  ; 
I  '11  write  j  let  others,  in  their  turn,  complain : 
Truce,  truce,  ye  Vandals  \  my  tormented  ear 
Lefs  dreads  a  pillory  than  a  pamphleteer* 
I  Ve  beard  myfelf  to  death  j  and,  plagu'd  each  how* 
Shan't  I  return  the  vengeance  in  my  power  ? 
For  who  can  write  the  true  abfurd  like  me  ?— 
Thy  pardon,  Codrus  1  who,  I  mean,  but  thee  ? 

Pope  !  if  like  mine,  or  Codrus*,  were  thy  fly  I*, 
The  blood  of  vipers  had  not  ftain'd  thy  file  % 
Merit  lefs  folid,  lefs  defpite  had  bred} 
They  had  not  bit,  and  then  they  had  not  bled. 
Fame  is  a  public  miftrefs,  none  enjoys, 
But,  more  or  lift,  his  rival's  peace  deftroys  1 

With 
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With/Sow,  in juft proportion,  emyj growa; 
The  nan'  thit  makes  a  chara&er,  makes  foes  s 
Slight,  penrifh  inie&s  round  a  genius  rife,  ,  »•* 

As  a  bright  day  awakes  the  world  of  flies;  J  f 

With  hearty  malice,  but  with  feeble  wing, 
(To  (hew  they  live)  they  flatter,  and  they  flingi 
But  as  ljy  depredations  wafpt  proclaim 
The  nireft  fruit,  fb  thefe  the  faireft  fame. 

Shall  we  not  cenfure  all  die  motley  train, 
Whether  with  ale  irriguous,  or  champain? 
Whether  they  tread  the  vale  of  profe,  or  climb. 
And  whet  their  appetites  on  cliffs  of  rhymes  st 

The  college  floren,  or  embroidered  fpark  } 
The  purple  prelate,' or  the  pariih  clerk  j 
The  quiet  Quidnunc,  or  demanding  prig} 
The  plaintiff  Tory,  or  defendant  Whig  j 
Rich,  poor,  male,  female,  young,  old,  gay,  or  fad  $ 
Whether  extremely  witty,  or  quite  mad  j 
Profoundly  dull,  or  fliallowly  polite  j 
Men  that  read  well,  or  men  that  only  write ; 
Whether  peers,  porters,  taylors,  tvne  the  reeds, 
And  measuring  words  to  meafuring  fhapes  fucceeds  ; 
For  bankrupts  write,  when  ruin'd  ftiops  are  (hut, 
As  maggots  crawl  from  out  a  periftfd  nut. 
His  hammer  this,  and  that  his  trowel  quits, 
And,  wanting  fenfe  for  tradefmen,  ferve  for  wits. 
By  thriving  men  fubfifts  each  other  trade  j 
Of  every  broken  craft  a  writer  's  made  : 
Thus  his  material,  Paper,  takes  its  birth 
From  tatter'd  rags  of  all  the  ftuff  on  earth. 

Hail, 
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Hail,  fruitful  ijle  !  to  thee  alone  belong 
Millions  of  wits,  and  brokers  in  old  fong  $ 
Thee  well  a  land  of  liberty  we  name, 
Where  all  are  free  to  fcandal  and  to  fhame ; 
Thy  ions,  by  print,  may  fet  their  hearts  at  cafe, 
And  be  mankind's  contempt,  whene'er  they  pleafej 
Like  trodden  filth,  their  vile  and  abject  fenfe 
Is  unperceiv'd,  but  when  it  gives  offence  1 
This  heavy  profe  our  injur'd  reafon  tires  ; 
Their  verfe  immortal  kindles  loofe  defires  : 
Our  age  they  puzzle,  and  corrupt  our  prime, 
Our  fport  and  pity,  punifhment  and  crime. 

What  glorious  motives  urge  our  Authors  on, 
Thus  to  undo,  and  thus  to  be  undone ! 
One  lofes  his  eftate,  and  down  he  fits, 
To  (hew  (in  vain  !)  he  ftill  retains  his  wits : 
Another  marries,  and  his  dear  proves  keen  5 
He  writes  as  an  Hypnotic  for  the  fpleen  : 
Some  write,  connVd  by  phyfic ;  feme,  by  debt ; 
Some,  for  'tis  Sunday  ;  fome,  becaufe  'tis  wet ; 
Through  private  pique  fome  do  the  public  right. 
And  love  their  king  and  country  out  of  fpight : 
Another  writes  becr.ufc  his  father  writ, 
And  proves  himfelf  a  baftard  by  his  wit. 

Has  Lico  learning,  humour,  thought  profound  ? 
Neither :  why  write  then  ?  He  wants  twenty  pound  x 
His  belly,  not  his  brains,  this  impulfe  give } 
He  '11  grow  immortal ;  for  he  cannot  live : 
He  rubs  his  awful  front,  and  takes  his  ream,        * 
With  no  proviiicn  made,  but  of  hit  theme  ( 

4  Perhaps 
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Perhaps  a  titlt  has  hk  fancy  Fmit, 

Or  a  quaint  motto,  which  he  thinks  ha*  wit ; 

He  writes*  in  infpiration  puts  his  trull, 

T  hough  wronglii  s  thou  g  h  ts ,  theg&iWi  11  make  them  jolt j 

{renins  directly  fr#m  the  gods  defcends, 

And  who  by  labour  would  liiftruft  \\\&Jri£*di  ? 

Thus  having  reaibn'd  wkh  confummate  ujuU, 

In  immortality  he  dips  his  qui]] ; 

And,  fince  blank  paper  is  dtny'd  the  prefs, 

He  mingles  ihe  whole  alphabet  by  guefa  : 

In  various  fets^  which  various  words  compote) 

Of  which,  he  hopes,  mankind  the  meaning  know*. 

So  founds  ipontaneou&  from  the  Sibyl  broke, 
Bark  to  herfelf  The  wonders  which  ihe  ipoke  j 
The  priefts  found  out  tlie  meanings  if  they  could  j 
And  nations  ftar'd  at  what  none  undcrLtuoiI. 

Clodio  drefs'd,  dancM,  drank,  vifited,  (the  wfyok 
And  great' concern  of  an  immortal  foul  I) 
*'Oft  have  I  faid,  "  Awake!  exift!  and  flriye 
~<c  For  birth  !  nor  think  to  loiter  *s  to  liver* 
As  6ft  I  overheard  the  demon  fay, 
Who  claily  met  the  loiterer  in  his  way, 
*<  I  Ul meet  thee,  youth,  at  White's :"  the you&  repltf*, 
v  "  I  *11  meet. thee  there,"  and  falls- hit  facrifioe-s 
'  His  fortune  {quaoder'd,  leaves  his  -virtue  bare 
To  every  bribe,  and  blind  to  every  fnare :  • 
Clodio  for  bread  his  indolence  mufl:  quit, 
Or  turn  a  foldier,  or  commence  a  wit. 
Such  heroes  haye  we  1  all,  but  life,  they  ftake ; 
Jrlow  muft  Spain  tremble.,  and  the  German  fluke ! 

5  Such 
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Such  writers  bare  we !  ail,  but  fenfe,  they  print  j 

Ev'n  George^*  praife  is  dated  from  the  Mint. 

In  anas  contemptible,  in  arts  prophane, 

Such  fwords,  fuch  pens,  difgrace  a  monarch's  reign. 

Reform  your  lives  before  you  thus  afpire, 

And  fteal  (for  you  canfieal)  coeleftial  fire. 

O!  the  juft  contraft !  O !  the  beauteous  ftrife  ! 
'Twixt  their  cool  writings,  and  pindaric  life  : 
They  write  with  phlegm,  but  then  they  live  with  fire  5 
Tbey  cheat  the  lender,  and  their  works  the  buyer. 

I  reverence  misfortune,  not  deride  5 
I  pity  poverty,  but  laugh  at  pride : 
For  who  fo  fad,  but  mud  fome  mirth  confefs 
At  gay  Caftruchio's  mifcellaneous  drefs  ? 
Though  there  's  but  one  of  the  dull  works  he  wrote, 
There  *s  ten  editions  of  his  old  lae'd  coat. 

Thefe,  nature's  commoners,  who  want  a  home, 
Claim  the  wide  world  for  their  majeftic  dome  j 
They  make  a  private  ftudy  of  the  ftreet  j 
And,  looking  full  on  every  man  they  meet, 
Run  lbul'e  again  ft  his  chaps  ;  who  (lands  amaz'd 
To  find  they  did  not  fee,  but  only  gazM. 
How  muft  thefe  bards  be  rapt  into  the  (kies  ? 
You  need  not  ready  you  feel  their  ecftafies. 

Will  they  perfift  ?  'Tis  madnefs  j  Lintot,  run, 
Sec  them  confiVd— "  O,  that 's  already  done.*' 
Mod,  as  by  leafes,  by  the  works  they  print, 
Have  took,  for  life,  poueffion  of  the  Mint. 
If  you  miftake,  and  pity  thefe  poor  men. 
Eft  ulubris,  they  cry,  and  write  again.. 
Vol.  III.  O  Such 
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Such  wits  their  nuifance  manfully  expofe, 
And  then  pronounce  jult  judges  learning's  fo«  j 
O  frail  conclusion  j  the  reverie  is  true  ; 
If  foe*  to  learning,  they  *d  be  friends  to  you  t 
Treat  them,  ye  judges  [  with  an  honeft  ftoro, 
And  weed  the  cockle  from  the  generous  com  t 
There   s  true  good -nam  re  in  your  diiiefpeet  j 
In  j  lift  ice  to  the  good,  the  bad  ncglecl  ; 
For  immortality,  if  hardftiips  plead* 
1 1  is  not  theirs  who  write,  but  ours  who  read* 
Butr  0  I  what  wifdom  can  convince  a  fool, 
But  that  'tis  dulnefs  to  conceive  him  dull  ? 
'  rh  fad  experience  takes  the  cenfor's  part* 
Convicliooj  not  trom  rcalbn,  but  from  fmart* 

A  virgin- author,  recent  from  the  preis, 
The  flietts  yet  wet*  applaud*  his  great  fuccefs  3 
Surveys  them,  reads  them,  takes  their  charms  to  bed, 
Thofe  in  his  hand,  and  glory  in  his  head  j 
'Tis  joy  too  great  5  a  fever  of  delight ! 
His  heart  beats  thick,  nor  clofe  his  eyes  all  night : 
But,  rifing  the  next  morn  to  clafp  his  fame, 
He  finds  that  without  deeping  he  could  dream  : 
So  fparks,  they  fay,  take  goddefles  to  bed, 
And  find  next  day  the  devil  in  their  Head. 

In  vain  advertifements  the  town  o'eripread  5 
They  Ye  epitaphs,  and  fay  the  work  is  dead. 
Who  prefs  for  fame,  but  fmall  recruits  will  raife ; 
'Tis  <uoluntiers  alone  can  give  the  bays. 
A  famous  author  vifits  a  great  man, 
Of  his  immortal  work  difplays  the  plan, 

And 
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And  fays,  "  Sir,  I  *m  your  friend  5  all  fears  difmifs  3 

"  Your  glory,  and  my  own,  fhall  live  by  this ; 

"  Your  power  is  fixt,  your  fame  through  timeconvey'd, 

"  And  Britain  Europe's  Queen— if  I  am  paid." 

A  Statefman  has  his  anfwer  in  a  trice ; 

"  Sir,  fuch  a  genius  is  beyond  all  price  ; 

••  What  man  can  pay  for  this  ?"— Away  he  turns  ; 

His  work  is  folded,  and  his  bofom  burns  : 

His  patron  he  will  patronize  no  more  5 

But  nifties  like  a  tempeft  out  of  door. 

Loft  is  the  patriot,  and  ex  tin  61  his  name ! 

Out  comes  the  piece,  another,  and  the  fame  j 

For  A,  his  magic  pen  evokes  an  O, 

And  turns  the  tide  of  Europe  on  the  foe  : 

He  rams  his  quill  with  fcandal  and  with  feoff; 

But  'tis  fo  very  foul,  it  won't  go  off: 

Dreadful  his  thunders,  while  unprinted,  roar; 

But,  when  once  publimM,  they  are  heard  no  more. 

Thus  diftant  bugbears  fright,  but,  nearer  draw, 
The  block  's  a  block,  and  turns  to  mirth  your  awe. 
Can  thofe  oblige,  whofe  heads  and  hearts  are  fuch  ? 
No ;  every  party  's  tainted  by  their  touch. 
Infecled  perfons  fly  each  public  place  $ 
And  none,  or  enemies  alone,  embrace : 
To  the  foul  fiend  their  every  pafTicn  *s  fold  : 
They  love,  and  hate,  extempore^  for  gold : 
What  image  of  their  fury  can  we  form  ? 
Dulnefs  and  rage,  a  puddle  in  a  ftorm. 
Reft  they  in  peace  ?  If  you  are  plcas'd  to  &uv9 
To  fwcil  your  fails,  like  Lapland  winds,  they  fly  : 

O  a  Write 
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Write  they  with  rage  ?  The  terapeft  quickly  flags  | 
A  State -Ulyiler.  tames  them  with  his  bags  § 
Let  him  be  what  be  will,  Turk,  Pagan,  Jew; 
For  Chriltian  raini iters,  of  itote  art  few. 

Behind  the  curtain  lurk  a  the  fountain  head* 
That  pours  his  pontics  through  pipes  pf  lead  5 
Which  fat  and  near  ejaculate,  and  fpout 
O'er  tea  and  coft'ee,  poifon  to  the  rout : 
But,  when  they  have  befpatter'd  all  they  may, 
The  ftatefman  throws  his  filthy  fquirta  away  L 

With  golden  forceps,  didc,  another  takes, 

The  nfcfrl  ftiteih^wM»»  wM^HMMiM^A  *S 
A  (ernk  fcycqpfrpfc  #  *jfJh^*^rt  *rruu  baA 

NoTcandve^r#itt^p«wcr»«noagh<^iic#>'  :-r"  ■" 

Enough  cbfflifct  fuch  proftitute  applaufe, 

If  well  they  weigh  how  much  it  ftains  their  cauft. 

But  are  our  writers  ever  in  the  wrong  ? 
Does  virtue  ne'er  ieduce  the  venal  tongue  ? 
Yes  5  if  well-brib'd,  for  virtue's  felf  they  fight  $ 
Still  In  the  wrong,  though  champions  for  the  right  * 
Whoever  their  crimes  for  intereft  only  quit, 
Sin  on  in  virtue,  and  good  deeds  commit* 

Nought  but  inconftancy  Britannia  meets,. 
And  broken  faith  in  their  abandoned  meets  j 
From  the  fame  hand  how  various  is  the  page  I 
What  civil  war  their  brother  pamphlets  wage  I 
Trails  battle  trails,,  felf-contradi&jons  glare  j 
Say,  is  this  lunacy  ?— I  wifli  it  were. 

I 
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If  fuch  our  writers,  ftartled  at  the  fight, 
Felons  may  blefs  their  ftars  they  cannot  write  1 

How  juftly  Proteus*  tranfmigrations  fit 
The  monftrous  changes  of  a  modern  wit ! 
Now,  fuch  a  gentle  flream  of  eloquence 
As  feldom  rifes  to  the  verge  of  fenfej 
Now,  by  mad  rage,  transfbrm'd  into  aflame, 
Which  yet  fit  engines,  well  apply'd,  can  tame  j 
Now,  on  immodeft  tra/h,  th&fnvine  obfeene 
Invites  the  town  to  fup  at  Drary-lane  5 
A  dreadful  lion,  now  he  roars  at  power, 
Which  fends  him  to  his  brothers  at  the  Tower; 
He  's  now  *  fir  pent,  and  his  double  tongue 
Salutes,  nay  licks,  the  feet  of  thofe  he  ftung ; 
What  knot  can  bind  him,  his  evafion  fuch  ? 
One  knot  he  well  deferves,  which  might  do  ranch. 

The  flood,  flame,  fwine,  the  lion,  and  the  fnake, 
Thofe  fivefold  monlters,  modern  authors  make : 
The  Snake  reigns  molt  $  Snakes,  Pliny  fays,  are  bred, 
When  the  brain  *s  perifiYd  in  a  human  head. 
Ye  groveling,  trodden,  whipt,  ftript,  turncoat  things, 
Made  up  of  venom,  volumes,  (bins,  and  ftings  ! 
Thrown  from  the  Tree  of  Knowledge,  like  you,  ctrfl 
To  fcribble  in  die  duft,  was  Snake  the  firft. 

What  if  the  figure  mould  mfacl  prove  true  > 
It  did  in  Elkcnah  •,  why  not  in  you  ? 
Poor  Elkcnah,  all  other  changes  pait, 
For  bread  in  SmithiicJd  dragons  hift  at  hfr, 
Spit  dreams  of  lire  to  mitt  the  butchers  gape, 
And  found  his  manners  fuited  to  his  map*  t    .  . 

O  3  Suc*i 

*  Settle,  the  city  po.t. 


And  marks  the  murderers  of  fame  from  n: 
Through  meagre  jaws  they  draw  their  veiu 
As  ghaftly  as  their  brothers  in  Macbeth : 
Their  feet  through  faithlefs  leather  meet  tl 
And  oftener  changM  their  principles  than 
The  tranfieot  veftments  of  thefe  frugal  me 
Haft  ens  to  paper  for  our  mirth  again  : 
Too  foon  (O  merry-melancholy  fate!) 
They  beg  in  rhyme,  and  warble  through  a 
The  man  lampooned  forgets  it  at  the  fight 
The  friend  through  pity  gives,  the  foe  th 
And,  though  full  confeious  of  his  injured 
Lintot  relents,  rior  Curll  can  wifti  them  w< 
So  fare  the  men,  who  writers  dare  commei 
Without  their  patent,  probity  and  fenfe. 

From  thefe,  their  politics  our  Quidnuncs 
And  Saturday  's  the  learning  of  the  week 
Tbefe  labouring  wits,  like  paviore,  mend  < 
With  heavy,  huge,  repeated,  flat  effays  5 
Ram  their  coarfe  nonfenfe  down,  though  n 
And  hem  at  everv  thumn  uoon  vour  fkull  : 
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O  how  I  laugh,  when  I  a  blockhead  fee, 
Thanking  a  villain  for  his  probity  I 
Who  ftretches  out  a  moft  refpe&ful  ear, 
With  firares  for  woodcocks  in  his  holy  leer : 
It  tickles  through  my  foul  to  hear  the  cock's 
Sincere  encomium  on  his  friend  they**, 
Sole  patron  of  his  liberties  and  rights  t 
While  gracelefs  Reynard  liftens— till  he  bites* 

As,  when  the  trumpet  founds,  th'  overloaded  ftate 
Difcharges  ail  her  poor  and  profligate  j 
Crimes  of  all  kinds  difhonourM  weapons  wield, 
And  prifons  pour  their  filth  into  tht  field  ; 
Thus  nature's  refufe,  and  the  dregs  of  men, 
Compofe  the  black  militia  of  the  pen* 
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On  not  a  •JUysJ  J*»sj*wittji  to**"*  «  :  iM^wdblKI: 
To  woo  jtmMofri»JM«Arti«MtoflrMiil  i*.:*»-*«inJ 
Added  ntw  fc^  to  l««*i*«oit«»<fcitt*  »****  taA. 
A»d  giren  ncwtoj>^tD4a<*w^^&«*»<?f  V 
Xet/i^inftrua,  wjtfe- ttsjtif*  ffloiwim  jwjfri  **flMfr 
Awake  the  world,  mad  Scut  our  owl*  owsyu  • 

Metn  while,  O  friend  1  indulge  me,  if  I^ftre  ' 
Some  needful  precepts  how  to  write,  and  Jfv*  5 
Serious  (hould  be  an  author's  final  views; 
Who  write  for  pure  amufement,  ne'er  amufe. 

An  Author  !  'Tis  a  venerable  name ! 
How  few  deferve  it,  and  what  numbers  claim !  .4 

JJnbleft  with  fenfe  above  their  peers  refinM, 
Who  (hall  Hand  up,  <di8ators  to  mankind  r 
Nay,  who  faszfiwe,  if  not  in  virtue's  caufe, 
That  fole  proprietor  of  juft  applauie  ? 

Ye  reftlefs  men,  who  pant  for  lettered  praife, 
With  whom  would  you  confult  to  gain  the  bays  ?— 
With  thofe  great  authors  whofe  fam'd  works  you  read? 
'Tis  well ;  go,  then,  confult  the  laurcl'd  ihade, 

Whit 
•  King  George  !• 
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What  anfwer  will  the  laurel'd  (hade  return  ? 
Hear  it,  and  tremble  I  he  commands  you  burn 
The  noblcft  works  his  envy'd  genius  writ, 
That  boaft  of  nought  more  excellent  than  nu:t. 
If  this  be  true,  as  'tis  a  truth  mod  dread, 
Woe  to  the  page  which  has  not  that  to  plead  ! 
Fontaine  and  Chaucer,  dying,  wiih'd  unwrote 
The  fprightlieft  efforts  of  their  wanton  thought ; 
Sidney  and  Waller,  brighteft  fons  of  fame, 
Condeirn  the  charm  of  ages  to  the  flame : 
And  in  one  point  is  all  true  wifdom  caft, 
To  think  that  early  we  mitft  think  at  laft. 

Immortal  wits,  ev'n  dead,  break  nature's  laws, 
Injurious  ftillf  to  virtue's  facred  caufe  ; 
And  their  guilt  growing,  as  their  bodies  rot, 
(Reversed  anfeition-!)  pant  tb  be  forgot. 

Thus  ends  your  Courted  fame :  does  lucre  then, 
The  facred  thirfi  of  gold,  betray  your  pen  ? 
In  proje  'tis  blameable,  in  verfe  'tis  worfe, 
Provokes  the  Mufe,  extorts  Apollo's  curfe ; 
His  facred  influence  never  mould  be  fold  ; 
*Tis  amnt  Jrmowy  to  fing  for  gold : 
'Tis  immortality  mould  fire  your  mind  5 
Scorn  a  lefs  paymafter  than  all  mankind. 

If  bribes  ye  feek,  know  this,  ye  writing  tribe  I 
Who  writes  for  virtue  has  the  largeft  bribe : 
All  's  on  the  party  of  the  virtuous  man  5 
The  good  will  furely  ferve  him,  if  they  can  j 
The  bad,  when  intereft  or  ambition  guide, 
And  'tit  at  once  their  mtirt/r'znd  tbeir /ri<6f? 

4  But 
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But  fhould  both  fail  to  take  him  to  their  care. 
He  boalls  a  greater  friend,  and  both  may  fpare. 

Letters  to  man  uncommon  light  diipenie  ■ 
And  what  is  virtue,  but  fuperior  ienfe  ? 
In  part*  and  learning  ye  who  place  your  pride, 
Tour  faults  are  crimen,  y&ur  crimes  are  double-dy%L 
What  is  a  i  caudal  of  the  hrft  renown , 
But  lettered  knaves,  and  ittheifis  in  a  gown  ? 

*Ti$  harder  far  to  pleafc  than  give  offence  j 
The  leaft  mifconducl:  damns  the  brighteil  fenie; 
Each  mallow  pate,  that  cannot  read  your  name, 
Can  read  your  lite,  and  will  be  proud  to  blame. 
Flagitious  manners  make  im predion s  deep 
On  thofc  that  o'er  a  page  of  Mijton  fieep  s 
Nor  in  their  dulnefs  think:  to  iave  your  mamct 
True,  thefe  are  fool*  j  but  wife  men  fay  the  fame* 

Wits  arc  a  defpicablc  race  of  men, 
If  they  confine  their, talents  to  the  pen  ; 
When  the  man  ftiocks  us,  while  the  writer  (hineSf 
Our  fcorn  in  life,  our  envy  in  his  lines. 
Yet,  proud  of  parts,  with  prudence  fome  difpenfe,    ^ 
And  play  the  fool,  becaufe,they~re  men  of  fenfe. 
What  inftances  bleed  recent  in  each  thought, 
Of  men  td  ruin  by  their  genius  brought  I .  .  .  { >  > . 

Againft  their  wills  what  numbers  ruin  ihun, 
Purely  through  want  of  wit  to  be  undone  ? 
Nature  has  fhewn,  by  making  it  fo  rare, 
That  <wit  *s  a  jewel  which  we  need  not  wean  _    . 
Of  plain  found  finfe  life's  current  coin  is  made  $ ,  ■     , 
With  that  we  drtee  the  moft /ubftamia}  trade, ,       .  *t  . 
„.r,  Prudence 
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Prudence  protects  and  guides  us ;  wit  betrays  f 
A  fplendid  fource  of  ill  ten  thoufand  ways  5 
A  certain  fnare  to  miferies  immenfe ; 
A  gay  prerogative  from  common  fenfe  j 
Unlefs  ftrong  judgment  that  wild  thing  can  tame, 
And  break  to  paths  of  virtue  and  of  fame. 

But  grant  your  judgment  equal  to  the  beft, 
Senfe  Alls  your  head,  and  genius  fires  your  breaft $ 
Yet  ftill  forbear :  your  wit  (confider  well) 
*Tis  great  to  (hew,  but  greater  to  conceal  $ 
As  it  is  great  to  feize  the  golden  prize 
Of  place  or  power ;  but  greater  to  defpife. 

If  ftill  you  languifli  for  an  author's  name, 
Think  private  merit  lefs  than  public  fame, 
And  fancy  not  to  write  is  not  to  live  $ 
Deferve,  and  take,  the  great  prerogative. 
But  ponder  what  it  is  5  how  dear  *t  will  coft, 
To  write  one  page  which  you  may  juftly  boaft. 

Senfe  may  be  good,  yet  not  deferve  the  prefs  ; 
Who  write,  an  awful  character  profefs 5 
The  world  as  pupil  of  their  wifdom  claim, 
And  for  their  ftipend  an  immortal  fame  2 
Nothing  but  what  is  folid  or  renVd, 
Should  dare  aflc  public  audience  of  mankind. 

Severely  weigh  your  learning  and  your  wit : 
Keep  down  your  pride  by  what  is  nobly  writ  s 
No  writer,  faoTd  in  your  own  way,  pafs  o'er  5 
Much  truft  example,  but  reflexion  more  t 
More  had  the  antients  writ,  they  more  had  taught;' 
Which  fhews  fomt  work  it  left  for  modem  thought. . 

This 


Slow  runs  the  Pegafus  that  wins  the  bays. 
Much  time  for  immortality  to  pay, 
Is  juft  and  wife  5  for  lefs  is  thrown  away. 
*ftme  only  can  mature  the  labouring  brain? 
'Time  is  the  father,  and  the  midwife  pain : 
The  fame  good  fenfe  that  makes  a  man  excel, 

Still  makes  him  doubt  he  ne'er  has  written  weH 
•Downright  impoffibilities  they  feek $ 

What  man  can  be  immortal  in  a  week  ? 

Excufe  no  fault  5  though  beautiful,  't  will  ha 
'One  fault  fhocks  more  than  twenty  beauties  chs 

Our  age  demands  corre&nefs  ;  Addifon 

And  you  this  commendable  hurt  have  done. 

Now  writersrfind,  as  once  Achilles  found, 

The  nvbole  is  mortal,  if  a  part 's  unbound. 
He  ikkztftrikes  out,  and  ftrikes  not  out  the  6q 

Pours  luftre  in,  and  dignifies  the  reft ; 

Give  e'er,  fe  little,  if  what 's  right  be  there, 


tilt*  Mm:r.  r~ 
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A  few  good  works  gain  fame 5  more  fink  their  price* 
Mankind  are  fickle,  and  hate  paying  twice ; 
They  granted  you*  writ  well,  whatcan  they  more,. 
Unlefs  Jou.  let  them  praife  for  giving  o'er  ? 

Do  boldly  what  you  do  \  and  let  your  page     •• 
Smile,  if  it  finite?,  and  if  it  rages,  rage. 
So  faintly  Lucius  cenfures  and  commends, 
That  Lucius  has  no  foes,  except  his  friends. 

Let  fatire  lefs-  engage  you  than  Mfplaufoi 
It  (hews  a  generous  mind  to  wink  at  flaws  : 
Is  genius  yours  ?  Be  yours  a  glorious  end, 
Be  your  king's*  country's,  truth's,  religion's  friend*.. 
The  public  glory  by  your  own  beget ; 
Run  nations,  run  pofterity,  in  debt. 
And  fince  the  fam'd  alone  make  others  lire, 
Firft  have  that  glory  you  prefume  to  give. 

If  fatire  charms,  ftrike  faults,  but  fpare  the  man  ^ 
'Tis  dull  to  be  as  witty  as  you  can. 
Satire  recoils  whenever  charged  too  high ; 
Round  your  own  fame  the  fatal  fplinters.fly. 

As  the  foft  plume  gives  fwiftnefs  to  the. dart,. 

Good-breeding  fends  the  fatire  to  the  heart.       -• 
Painters  and  furgeons  may  \htftru3ure  fcaaj 

Genius  and  morals  be  with  you  the  man : 

Defaults  in  thofe  alone  mould  give  offence ! 

Who  ftrikes  the  per/on,  pleads  his  innocence.. 
■   My  narrow-minded  fatire  can't  extend. 

To  Codrus'  form  j  I  'm  not  fo  much  hit  friend : 

Himfelf  (hould  publiih  that  (the  world.agree) 

Before  his  works,  or  in  the  pillory. 

Let 
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Let  him  be  black,  fair,  tall,  ihort,  thint  or  fat, 
Ditty  or  clean,  I  find  no  theme  Jn  that. 
Is  that  caird  humour  ?  It  has  this  pretence, 
^Tis  neither  virtue*  breeding,  wit,  or  fenfe. 
UnlcTs  you  boaft  the  genius  of  a  Swift, 
Beware  of  but/war  y  the  dull  rogue's  (aft  Jbtft. 

Can  others  write  like  you  F  Your  talk  give  o'er, 
*Tis  printing  what  was  publiftVd  long;  before* 
If  nought  pccuJiar  through  your  labours  run, 
They  Tre  duplicates,  and  twenty  are  but  one* 
Think  frequently,  think  clofe,  read  nature,  Turn 
Mens  manners  o>r,  and  half  your  volumes  burn  ; 
To  nurfe  with  quick  reflexion  be  your  ftrife, 
Thoughts  bom  from  prefent  objects,  warm  from  life  j 
When  moft  un fought,  fu<:h  infpirations  rift, 
Slighted  by  foots,  and  cheriiVd  by  the  wife ; 
E,xpe£t  peculiar  Fame  from  thefe  alone  j 
Thefe  .make  an  author,  thefe  are  all  your  own. 
Bife,  like  their  bibles,  coolly  men  turn  o'er  5 
Hence  unexperiene'd  children  of  threefcorev 
True,  all  men  think  of  courfe,  as  all  men  dream  $    / 
And  Jf  they  (lightly  think,  'tis  much  the  fame.  ' 

Letters  admit  not  of  a  half- renown  j  . 
They  give  you  nothing,  or  they  give  a  crown.  :% 

No  work  e'er  gain'd  true  fame,  or  ever  can, 
But  what  did  honour  to  the  name  of  man. 
Weighty  thefubje3,  cogent  the  difcourfe, 
Clear  be  the^Af,  the  very  found  of  force  j 
Eafy  the-  conduB,  fimple  the  defign, 
Striking  the  mora/, .  and  the  foul  divine  1 

'    Let 
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Let  nature  art*,  and  judgment  wit,  exceed ; 
O'er  learning  reaion  reign;  o'er  that,  your  Creed: 
Thus  virtue's  feeds,  at  once,  and  laurel's,  grow; 
Do  thus,  and  rife  a  Pope,  or  a  Defpreau : 
And  when  your  genius  exquifitely  ihines, 
Live  up  to  the  full  luftre  of  your  lines  ;  .' 

Parts  but  expofe  thofe  men  who  virtue  quit ; 
A  fallen  angel  is  a  fallen  wit; 
And  they  plead  Lucifer's  defefted  caufe,    . 
Who  for  bare  talents  challenge  our  applauie.  r:  \ 

Would  y*u.  reftore  juft  honours  to  the  pen  i  * 

From  able  writers  rife  to  worthy,  rricn.  • 

"  Who *s  this  with  nonfenfe,  nonfenfe  would  reftrain?. 
"  Who  '$  this  (they  cry)  fo  vainly  fchools  the  vai*?.  -j 
"  Who  damns  our  tram,  with  fo  much  traih  replete  ? 
"  As,  three  ells  round,  huge  Cheyne  rails  at  meat  V 

Shall  I  with  Bavius  then  my  voice  exalt, 
And  challenge  all  mankind  to  find  one  fault  ? 
With  huge  examens  overwhelm  my  page,  4 

And  darken  reafon  with  dogmatic  rage  r 
As  if,  one  tedious  volume  writ  in  rhyme, 
In  profe  a  duller  could  excufe  the  crime  ? 
-  Sure,  next  to  writing,  the  moil  idle  thing 
Is  gravely  to  harangue  on  what  we  fing. 

At  that  tribunal  ftands  the  writing  tribe, 
Which  nothing  can  intimidate  or  bribe, 
Time  is  the  judge  j  Time  has  nor  friend  nor  foe; 
Falfe  fame  muft  wither,  and  the  true  will  grow. 
ArnVd  with  this  truth,  all  critics  I  defy  5 
For  if  I  fall,  by  my  nv/i  pen  I  die  j 

While 
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While  marie  r*  fcrivt  with  proud  but  firuitkfe  pain, 
To  <wwmJ  immortahf  or  tojlay  thefiain+ 

Sort  ptett  with  danger*  atid  in  awful  dread 
Of  twenty  pamphlets  level' d  at  my  head. 
Thus  have  I  forg'd  a  buckler  in  my  brain. 
Of  recent  fonnt  to  ferve  me  this  campaign  j 
And  fafdy  hope  to  quit  the  dreadful  field 
Delugd  with  ink,  and  fleep  behind  my  fhieldj 
Unlefs  dire  Cadrus  routes  to  the  fray 
In  all  his  might,  and  damns  me — for  a  day- 

As  turns  a  flock  ot'  geefe,  and,  on  the  green, 
Poke  out  their  f'ooli/h  neck*  in  auk  ward  fpken, 
(Ridiculous  in  rage !)  to  hifst  not  bite* 
So  war  their  quills,  -when/pa/  of  Juhttfe  write. 
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AN       EPISTLE 

T    O 

THE  RIGHT  HON.  SIR  ROBERT  WALPOLE* 

BY    MR.    DODDINGTON. 

AFTERWARDS   LOUD  MSLCOMBE. 

«*  —Que  cenfet  Amicuhis,  ut  fi 

"  Caccus  iter  monftrare  velit— ■"  Hor« 

THOUGH  ftrtngth  of  genius,  by  experience  taught. 
Gives  thee  to  found  the  depths  of  human  thought, 
To  trace  the  various  workings  of  the  mind, 
And  rule  the  fecret  iprings,  that  rule  mankind ; 
,j(Rare  gift !)  yet,  Walpole,  wilt  thou  condefcend 
To  liften,  if  thy  unexperienced  friend 
Can  aught  of  ufe  impart,  though  void  of  Ikill, 
And  win  attention  by  fincere  good-will ; 
For  friendship,  fometimes,  want  of  parts  fupplies, 
The  heart  may  furni/h  what  the  head  denies. 

As  when  the  rapid  Rhone,  o'er  fwelling  tides, 
To  grace  old  Ocean's  court,  in  triumph  rides, 
Though  rich  his  fource,  he  drains  a  thoufand  fprings, 
.Nor  fcorns  the  tribute  each  (mall  rivulet  brings* 

So  thou  flialt,  hence,  abforb  each  feeble  ray, 
Each  dawn  of  meaning,  in  thy  brighter  day  $ 
Shalt  like,  or,  where  thou  canft  not  like,  excufe, 
Since  no  mean  intereft  fhall  prophane  the  Mufe, 

Vou  III.  P  No 
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No  malice,  wrapt  In  truth's  difguife,  offend, 
Nor  flattery  taint  the  freedom  of  the  friend. 

When  firtr  a  generous  mind  furveys  the  great, 
And  views  the  crowds  that  on  their  fortune  wait  j 
Pleas' d  with  the  fhow  (though  little  underload) 
He  only  frtka  the  power,  to  do  the  goodj 
Thinks j  till  tit  tries,  'tis  godlike  to  difpofe, 
And  gratitude  ftLll  fprings,  where  bounty  fowa  * 
That  every  grant  fin  cere  affection  wins, 
And  where  our  wants  have  end,  our  love  begins  s 
But  thofe  who  long  the  paths  of  ftate  have  trod, 
Learn  from  the  clamours  of  the  murmuring  crowd t 
Which  cramm'dj  yet  craving  mil,  their  gates  befiege, 
Tib  eafier  far  to  give,  than  to  oblige. 

This  of  thy  conduct  feems  the  mceft  part, 
The  chief  perfection  of  the  fiatefman's  art, 
To  give  to  fair  aflent  a  fairer  face, 
Or  foften  a  refufal  into  grace  : 
But  few  there  are  that  can  be  truly  kind, 
Or  know  to  fix  their  favours  on  the  mind  j 
Hence,  fome,  whene'er  they  would  oblige,  offend, 
And  while  they  make  the  fortune,  lofe  the  friend  $ 
Still  give,  unthankM  j  ftill  fquander,  not  beftow j 
For  great  men  want  not,  what  to  give,  but  how* 

The  race  of  men  that  follow  courts,  'tis  true, 
Think  all  they  get,  andJmore  than  all,  their  due* 
Still  aflc,  but  ne'er  confult  their  own  deferts, 
And  meafure  by  their  intereft,  not  their  parts : 
From  this'  mrftake  fo  many  men  we  fee, 
But  ill  become  the  thing  they  wifhM  to  be$ 

Hence 
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Hence  difcontent,  and  frefh  demands  arife, 

More  power,  more  favour  in  the  great  man's  eyes  j 

All  feel  a  want,  though  none  the  caufe  fufpe&s, 

But  hate  their  patron,  for  their  own  defects  5 

Such  none  can  pleafe,  but  who  reforms  their  hearts, 

And,  when  he  gives  them  places,  gives  them  parts. 

As  thefe  overprize  their  worth,  fo  Aire  the  great 
May  fell  their  favour  at  too  dear  a  rate  ; 
When  merit  pines,  while  clamour  is  preferred, 
And  long  attachment  waits  among  the  herd  5 
When  no  diftin&ion,  where  diftin&ion  's  due, 
Marks  from  the  many  the  fuperior  few  ; 
When  ftrong  cabal  conftrains  them  to  be  juft, 
And  makes  them  give  at  lafb— becaufe  they  mud  ; 
What  hopes  that  men  of  real  worth  mould  prize, 
What  neither  friend  (hip  gives,  nor  merit  buys  ? 

The  man  who  juftly  o'er  the  whole  prefides, 
His  well-weigh'd  choice  with  wife  affection  guides  j 
Knows  when  to  flop  with  grace,  and  when  advance, 
Nor  gives  through  importunity  or  chance  ; 
But  thinks  how  little  gratitude  is  ow'd, 
When  favours  are  extorted,  not  beftow'd. 

When,  fafe  on  more  ourfelves,  we  fee  the  crowd 
Surround  the  great,  importunate,  and  loud  j 
Through  fuch  a  tumult,  'tis  no  eafy  talk 
To  drive  the  man  of  real  worth  to  aflc : 
Surrounded  thus,  and  giddy  with  the  (how, 
'Tis  hard  for  great  men,  rightly  to  beftow ; 
From  hence  fo  few  are  fkill'd,  in  either  cafe; 
To  aik  with  dignity,  or  give  with  grace. 

P  2  Sometimes 
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the  great,  feducM  by  We  of  parts, 
yenius,  and  negle£t  our  hearts  ; 
the  flittering  Jparks  that  genius  fling*, 
*  "s,  towering  on  their  eagle's  wings, 
he  flights  by  which  them  (elves  begun, 
—ir  dazzled  eyes  to  bear  the  fun  ; 
rt  the  hand  that  made  us  great, 
envy,  not  to  emulate  t 
j  l  gciici  ous  warmth  implies, 

1  o  reacn  tne  virtues,  that  make  great  men  rife; 
But  envy  wears  a  mean  malignant  face, 
And  aims  not  at  their  virtues— but  their  place. 

Such  to  olshge,  how  vain  h  the  pretence  I 
When  every  favour  is  a  frefh  offence, 
By  which  fuperior  power  is  ftiU  imply sd, 
And,  while  it  helps  their  fortune,  hurts  their  pride > 
Slight  is  the  hate,  neglect  or  hardfhips  breed  5 
But  thofe  who  hate  from  envy,  hate  indeed. 

"  Since  fo  perplex'd  die  choice,  whom  mall  we  truft?" 
Methinks  I  hear  thee  cry  — The  brave  and  juft  j 
The  man  by  no  mean  fears  or  hopes  control'd, 
Who  ferves  thee  from  affection,  not  for  gold. 
We  love  the  honeft,  andefteem  the  brave, 
Defpife  the  coxcomb,  but  deteft  the  knave  5 
No  mew  of  parts  the  truly  wife  feduce, 
.  To  think  that  knaves  can  be  of  real  ufe. 
The  man,  who  -contradicts  the  public  voice, 
And  ftrives  to  dignify  a  worthlefs  choice, 
Attempts  a  talk  that  on  that  choice  reflects, 
And  lends  us  light  to  point  out  new  defe&s. 

One 
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One  worthlcfs  man,  that  gains  what  he  pretends, 
Difgufts  a  thoufand  unpretending  friends.: 
And  fince  no  art  can  make  a  counterpafs,. 
Or  add  the  weight  of  gold  to  mimic  brafs, 
When  princes  to  bad  ore  their  imagcjoin, 
They  more  debafe  the  (lamp,  than  raife  the  coin- 

Be  thine  the  care,  true  merit  to  reward, 
And  gain  the  good— nor  will  that  talk  be  hard ; 
Souls  form'd  alike  fo  quick  by  nature  blend, 
An  honeft  man  is  more  than  half  thy  friend. 

Him,  no  mean  views,  or  hafte  to  rife,  fhall  fway* 
Thy  choice  to  fully,  or  thy  truft  betray  : 
Ambition,  here,  mall  at  due  diftance  ftand  j 
Nor  is  wit  dangerous  in  an  honeft  hand  : 
Beiides,  if  failings  at  the  bottom  lie, 
We  view  thofe  failings  with  a  lover's  eye ; 
Though  fmall  his  genius,  let  him  do  his  beft,. 
Our  wiihes  and  belief  fupply  the  reft. 

Let  others  barter  fervile  faith  for  gold, 
His  friendmip  is  not  to  be  bought  or  fold  : 
Fierce  oppofition  he,  unmovM,  (hall  face, 
Modeft  in  favour,  daring  in  difgrace, 
To  mare  thy  adverfe  fate  alone,  pretend; 
In  power,  a  fervant  ;  out  of  power,  a  friend.. 
Here  pour  thy  favours  in  an  ample  flood, 
Indulge  thy  boundlefs  third  of  doing  good ; 
Nor  think  that  good  to  him  alone  connVd  j. 
Such  to  oblige,  is  to  oblige  mankind. 

If  thus  thy  mighty  matter's  fteps  thou  trace, 
The  brave  to  cheriih,  and  the  good  to  grace  j 

P  3  Long 


•/   —  to — 


With  friendship  guarded,  and  with  virtue  grac1 

In  aweful  ruin,  like  Rome's  fenate,  fall, 

The  prey  and  worfhip  of  the  wondering  Gaul 

No  doubt,  to  genius  fome  reward  is  due, 
(Excluding  that,  were  fat iri zing  you  ;) 
But  yet,  believe  thy  undefigning  friend, 
When  truth  and  genius  for  thy  choice  contenc 
Though  both  have  weight  when  in  the  balance 
Let  probity  be  firft,  and  parts  the  laft. 

On  thefe  foundations  if  thou  dar'ft  be  great, 
And  check  the  growth  of  folly  and  deceit  5 
When  party  rage  mail  droop  through  length  of 
And  calumny  be  ripen'd  into  praife, 
Then  future  times  mall  to  thy  worth  allow 
That  fame,  which  envy  would  call  flattery  now 

Thus  far  my  zeal,  though  for  the  talk  unfit, 
Has  pointed  out  the  rocks  where  others  fplit  $ 
By  that  infpir'd,  though  ftranger  to  the  Nine, 
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VERSES 

\ 
OCCASIONED  BY   THE   FOREGOING  EPISTLE. 


«  —  Sopitos  fufcitat  ignes."  Virg  . 

I. 

FROM  man's  too  curious  and  impatient  fight, 
The  future,  heaven  involves  in  thickeft  night. 
Credit  grey  hairs  :  though  freedom  much  we  boaft, 
Some  leall  perform,  what  they  determine  moft. 
What  fudden  changes  our  refolves  betray  ? 
To-morrow  is  a  fatire  on  to-day, 
And  fhews  its  weaknefs.     Whom  (hall  men  believe, 
When  conftantly  themfelves,  themfelves  deceive  ? 

II. 

Long  had  I  bid  my  oncc-lovM  Mufe  adieu ; 
You  warm  old  age  5  my  paflion  burns  anew. 
How  fweet  your  verfe  !  how  great  your  force  of  mind ! 
What  power  of  words  !  what  /kill  in  dark  mankind  I 
Polite  the  conduct ;  generous  the  defign ; 
And  beauty  files,  and  ftrength  fuftains,  each  line. 
Thus  Mars  and  Venus  are,  once  more,  befet  5 
Your  wit  has  caught  them  in  its  golden  net. 

P  4  III.  But 


*Tis  like  the  limpid  dreams  of  Tagus  roll'd 
O'er  boundlefs  wealth,  o'er  mining  beds  of  gc 

IV. 

But  whence  fo  finifiVd,  fo  refin'd  a  piece  ? 
The  tongue  denies  it  to  old  Rome  and  Greece 
The  Genius  bids  the  moderns  doubt  their  clai 
And  flowly  take  poffeflion  of  the  fame. 
But  I  nor  know,  nor  care  by  whom  'twas  writ 
Enough  for  me  that  'tis  from  human  wit, 
That  booths  my  pride  :  all  glory  in  the  pen 
Which  has  done  honour  to  the  race  of  men- 

V. 

But  this  have  others  done  ;  a  like  applaufe 
An  ancient  and  a  *  modern  Horace  draws.  • 
But  they  to  glory  by  degrees  arofe, 
Meridian  luftre  you,  at  once,  difclofe. 
'Tis  continence  of  mind,  unknown  before,. 


THE    OLD    MAN'S    RELAPSE.    217 

VI. 

Next  to  the  godlike  praife  of  writing  weH, 
Is  on  that  praife  with  juft  delight  to  dwell. 
©,  for  fome  God  my  drooping  foul  to  raife  t 
That  I  might  imitate,  as  well  as  praife; 
For  all*  commend  :  ev'n  foes  your  fame  confefs  j 
Nor  would  Auguftus'  age  have  priz'd  it  lefs  ; 
An  age,  which  had  not  held  its  pride  fo  long, 
But  for  the  want  of  fo  compleat  a  fong* 

VII. 

A  golden  period  mail  from  you  commence  1 
Peace  (hall  be  fign'd  'twixt  wit  and  manly  fenfe  j. 
Whether  your  genius  or  your  rank,  they  view, 
The  Mufes  find  their  Halifax  in  you. 
Like  him  fucceed !  nor  think  my  zeal  is  fhewn 
For  you  ;  'tis  Britain's  intereft,  not  your  own  : 
For  lofty  ftations  are  but  golden  (hares, 
Which  tempt  the  great  to  fall  in  love  with  cares. 

VHI. 

I  would  proceed,  but  age  has  chiiTd  my  vein, 
"Twas  a  fliort  fever,  and  I'm  cool  again. 
Though  life  I  hate,  methinks  I  could  renew 
Its  taftelefs,  painful  courfe,  to  fing  of  you* 
When  fuch  the  fubjeft,  who  (hall  curb  his  flight  ? 
When  fuch  your  genius,  who  (hall  dare  to  write  ? 
In  pure  refpecl,  I  give  my  rhyming  o'er, 
And,  to  commend  you  mod,  commend  no  more. 

IX.  Adieu, 


^JJ 
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IX. 


ei  thou  art  t  on  deaths  pale  coail 
talk  thee  o'er  with  Drydeif  s  ghoft  $ 
*      1L  fin ile.     A  tall,  a  long  Fart-well  1 
iorth  .!  hide  me  in  my  duflty  celij 
wait  the  friendly  ftroke  that  lifts  me  Free, 
f  immortality  and  tb.ee  ■ — 
re  numbered  by  the  tuneful  Nine  3 
n  pw.  thanks,  and  all  prefent  tlic- 


VERSES 


[       2I9       3 

/ERSES   SENT  BY  LORD  MELCOMBE 
TO    DOCTOR    YOUNG, 

NOT   LONG    BEFORE    HIS  LORDSHIP'S    DEATH  #. 

KIND  companion  of  my  youth, 
LovM  for  genius,  worth,  and  truth ! 
Take  what  friendfhip  can  impart, 
Tribute  of  a  feeling  heart  5 
Take  the  Mufe's  lateft  fpark, 
Ere  we  drop  into  the  dark. 
He,  who  parts  and  virtue  gave, 
Bad  Thee  look  beyond  the  grave : 
Genius  foars,  and  Virtue  guides  ; 
*  Above,  the  love  of  God  prefides. 
There  's  a  gulph  *twixt  us  and  God  j 
Let  the  gloomy  path  be  trod  : 
Why  ftand  (hive ring  on  the  fhore  ? 
Why  not  boldly  venture  o'er  ? 
Where  unerring  Virtue  guides, 
Let  us  have  the  winds  and  tides : 
Safe,  through  feas  of  doubts  and  fears, 
Rides  the  bark  which  Virtue  (leers. 

•  "  A  Poetical  Epiftle  from  the  late  Lord  Mel- 
«  combe  to  the  Earl  of  Bute,  with  corrections  by  the 
<  Author  of  the  Night  Thoughts,"  was  publifhed  in 
(.to.  1776. 
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SEA-PIECE: 

CONTAINING 

I.  THE  BRITISH  SAILOR'S  EXULTATION, 

II.  HIS  PRAYER  BEFORE  ENGAGEMENT. 


' 


THE     DEDICATION. 

T    O 
MR.     VOLTAIRE, 


MY  Mufe,  a  bird  of  paflage,  flies 
From  frozen  climes  to  milder  fkies ; 
From  chilling  blafts  me  feeks  thy  chearing  beam, 
A  beam  of  favour,  here  deny'd  5 
Confcious  of  faults,  her  blufliing  pride 
Hopes  an  afylum  in  fo  great  a  name. 

II. 

*  To  dive  full  deep  in  antient  days, 

The  'warrior's  ardent  deeds  to  raife, 
And  monarch s  aggrandize ; — the  glory,  Thine  j 

Thine  is  the  drama,  how  renowifd ! 

Thine,  Epic%s  loftier  trump  to  found  5— 
But  let  Arion's  fea-ftrung  harp  be  Mine  ; 

III. 

But  where 's  his  dolphin  ?  Know'ft  thou,  where  ?— 
May  that  be  found  in  Thee,  Voltaire  I 

Save  thou  from  harm  my  plunge  into  the  wave  :  ' 
How  will  thy  name  illuftrious  raife 
My  (inking  fong  1  Mere  mortal  lays, 

So  patronized,  are  refcued  from  the  grave. 

IV.  «  Tell 

#  Annals  of  the  Emperor  Charles  XII.  Lewis  XIV. 
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IV. 

**  Tell  me,  fuy'it  thou*  who  courts  my  faiile  ? 

*f  What  ftranger  ftray'd  from  yonder  ifle  r-~ 
Mo  fti  anger,  Sir  1  though  born  in  foreign  climes  j 

On  Dorfet  downs,  when  Milton's  page* 

With  Six  and  Deatbj  prorok'd  thy  rage, 
Thy  rage  provok'd,  at/ta  footh'd  with  gentle  rhymes  ? 
V. 

Who  kindly  couclf  d  thy  cenfure's  eye, 

And  gave  thee  clearly  to  defrry 
Sound  judgment  giving  law  to  fancy  ftmng? 

Who  half  inclined  thee  to  tonfefs, 

Nor  could  thy  modefty  do  lefs, 
That  Milton's  blindnefe  Jay  not  in  his  fong? 

VI. 

But  iuch  debates  long  lince  are  flown  \ 

For  ever  fet  the  funs  that  fhone 
•On  airy  paftimes,  ere  our  brows  were  grey  : 

How  fhortly  ihall  we  Both  forget, 

To  thee  my  patron  I  my  debt, 
And  thou  to  thine  for  PruffrVs  golden  key. 

VII. 

The  prefent,  in  oblivion  call, 
Fullfoon  mail  fleep,  as  fle^ps  the  pad  j 

Full  foon  the  wide  diftin&ion  die  between 
The  frowns  and  favours  of  the  great  j 
High-fluftiM  fuccefs,  and  pale  defeat  j 

The  Gallic  gaiety,  and  Britifh  ipleen. 

$  VIH.  Ye 
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VIII. 

Ye  wing'd,  ye  rapid  moments  !  ftay :— . 

Oh  friend  !  as  deaf  as  rapid,  they ; 
life's  little  drama  done,  the  curtain  falls  !— 

Doft  thou  not  hear  it  ?  I  can  hear, 

Though  nothing  (hikes  the  liftening  ear  j 
Time  groans  his  laft !  Eternal  loudly  calls  1 

IX. 

Nor  calls  in  vain  $  the  call  infpires 

Far  other  counfele  and  defires, 
Than  once  prevaird ;  we  ftand  on  higher  ground  $ 

What  fcenes  we  fee  1— Exalted  aim ! 

With  ardours  newt  our  fpirits  flame ; 
^Ambition  bleft !  withjnoxe  than  laurels  cwwaf  d. 


"Vol.  III.  CL  A  SEA- 
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E. 

ODE     THE     FIRST, 

THE  BRITISH   SAILOR'S  EXULTATION. 

I- 

TN  lofty  founds  let  thofe  delight 

JL  Who  brave  the  foe,  bat  fear  the  fight ; 

Andj  hold  in  word,  of  arms  decline  the  ftrokc  ; 

- 

'Tis  mean  to  boaft  :  but  great  to  lend 

To  foes  the  coimfel  of  a  friend, 
And  warn  them  of  the  vengieance  they  provoke* 

TL 

From  whence  arife  thefe  loud  alarms  ? 

Why  gleams  the  foutb  with  brandifiVd  arms  ? 
War,  bath'd  in  blood,  .from  curft  ambition  fprings  ; 

Ambition!  mean,  ignoble  pride ! 

Perhaps  their  ardours  may  fubfide, 
When  weighed  the  wonders  Britain's  failor  fings. 

III. 

Hear,  and  revere.— At  Britain's  nod, 
From  each  enchanted  grove  and  wood 

Haftes  the  huge  oak,  or  ihadelefs  foreft  leaves  j 
The  mountain  fines  affume  new  forms, 
Spread  canvas -wings,  and  fly  through  ftorms, 

And  ride  o'er  rocks,  and  dance  on  foaming  waves. 

S*  IV.  She 
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IV. 

She  nods  again :  the  labouring  earth 

Difclofcs  a  tremendous  birth  j 
In  fmoaking  rivers  runs  her  molten  ore  $ 

Thence  monfters  of  enormous  fize, 

And  hideous  afpeft,  threatening  rife,    . 
Flame  fromjthe  deck,  from  trembling  baftions  roar. 
V. 

Thefe  minifters  of  fate  fulfil, 

On  empires  wide,  an  ifland^s  will, 
When  thrones unjuft  wake  vengeance :  know,  ye  powers!  - 

In  fudden  night,  and  ponderous  balls, 

And  floods  of  flame,  the  tempeft  falls, 
When  brav'd  Britannia's  awful  fenate  lowers. 
VI. 

In  her  *  grand  council  (he  furveys, 

In  patriot  picture,  what  may  raife, 
Of  infolent  attempts,  a  warm  difdain  j 

From  hope's  triumphant  fummit  thrown, 

Like  darted  lightning,  fwiftly  down 
The  wealth  of  Ind,  and  confidence  of  Spain. 
VII. 

Britannia  (heaths  her  courage  keen, 

And  fpares  her  nitrous  magazine ; 
Her  cannon  (lumber,  till  the  proud  afpire, 

And  leave  all  law  below  them ;  then  they  blaze ! 

They  thunder  from  refounding  fcas, 
TouchM  by  their  injur'd  matter's  foul  of  fire. 

Qji  VIII.  The* 

r  Houfe  of  Lords.       .: 
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Then  furies  rife  1  the  battle  raves  1 

And  rends  the  fldes  I  and  warms  the  waves  I 
And  culls  a  tempeft  from  the  peaceful  deep, 

In  fpite  of  nature,  fpite  of  Jove, 

While  all-ferene,  and  hufh  d  above, 
TumtiltDDus  winds  in  azure  chambers  Jleep. 

IX. 

A  thoufand  deaths  the  bmftmg  bomb 
Hurls  from  her  difembowel'd  womb  j 

Chained,  glowing  globes,  in  dread  alliance  ]oinTd, 
Red-wingM  by  ftrong-,  fulphureous  blafls, 
Sweep,  in  blade  whirlwinds,  men  and  malls  ; 

And  leave  fing'd,  naked,  blood  -drown  Td>  decks  behind- 

Dwarf  laurels  rife  in  tented  fields ; 

The  wreath  immortal  ocean  yields  ; 
There  war's  whole  fting  is  mot,  whole  fire  is  fpent, 

Whole  glory  blooms  :  how  pale,  how  tame, 

How  lambent  is  Bellona's  flame  ; 
Row  her  ftorms  languifh  on  the  continent ! 

XI. 

IJrom  the  dread  front  of  antient  war 

Lefs  terror  frown' d  \  her  fcythed  car, 
Her  caftled  elephant,  and  battering  beam, 

Stoop  to  thofe  engines  which  deny 

Superior  terrors  to  the  iky, 
And  boaft  their  clouds,  their  thunder,  and  their  flame. 
5  XII.  The 
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xir. 

The  flame,  the  thunder,  and  the  cloud, 

The  night  by  day,  the  fea  of  blood, 
Hofts  whirled  in  air,  the  yell  of  finking  throngs, 

The  gravelefs  dead,  an  ocean  warm'd, 

A  firmament  by  mortals  ftorm'd, 
To  patient  Britain's  angry  brow  belongs. 
XIII. 

Or  do  I  dream  ?  Or  do  I  rave  ? 

Or  fee  I  Vulcan's  footy  cave, 
Where  Jove's  red  bolts  the  giant  brothers  frame  ? 

Thofe  fwarthy  gods  of  toil  and  beat,    . 

Loud  peals  on  mountain  anvils  beat, 
And  panting  tempefts  rouze  the  roaring  flame. 
XIV. 

Ye  fons  of  ^Etna  !  hear  my  call  j 

UnfinifiYd  let  thofe  baubles  fall, 
Yon  fhield  of  Mars,  Minerva's  helmet  blue : 

Your  ftrokes  fufpend,  ye  brawny  throag  ! 

Charni'd  by  the  magic  of  my  fong, 
Drop  die  feign'd  thunder,  and  attempt  the  true, 
XV. 

Begin  :  *  and  firft  take  rapid  flight, 

Fierce  flame,  and  clouds  of  thickeft  nighty 
And  ghaftly  terror,  paler  than  the  dead  j 

Then  borrow  from  the  north  his  roar, 

Mix  groans,  and  deaths  j  one  phial  pour 
Of  wrong'd  Britannia's  wrath ;  and  it  is  made ; 
Gaul  ftarts  and  trembles — at  your  dreadful  trade. 

0^3  O  D  F 

#  Alluding  to  Virgil's  Defection  of  Thundei 
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ODE    THE    SECOND: 

IN    WHICH     [  S 

THE  SAILORS  PRAYER  BEFORE  ENGAGEMENT. 


I. 

QO  formed  the  bolt,  ordain' d  to  break 

^  Gaul's  haughty  plan,  and  Bourbon  fhake  i 
If  Britain's  crimes  fupport  not  Bri tarn's  foe*, 

And  edge  their  fwords  ;  O  power  divine  ! 

If  bleft  by  Thee  the  bold  defign, 
Embattled  hofts  a  fingle  arm  oVrtbrows- 

lh 

Yc  warlike  dead,  who  fell  of  old 
In  Britain's  caufe,  by  fame  enrol  I'd 

In  deathlefs  annal !  deathlefs  deeds  infpire  ; 
From  oozy  beds,  for  Britain's  fake, 
Awake,  illuftrious  chiefs  !  awake  j 

And  kindle  in  your  fons  paternal  fire. 

III. 

The  day  commiflion'd  from  above, 

Our  worth  to  weigh,  our  hearts  to  prove, 

If  war's  full  (hock  too  feeble  to  fuftainj 
Or  firm  to  ftand  its  final  blow, 
When  vital  ftreams  of  blood  (hall  flow, 

And  turn  to  crimfon  the  difcolour'd  main ; 

IV;  That 


A  S  E  A-P  IECE.  2.sx 

IV. 
That  day  's  arriv'd,  that  fatal  hour  I— 
"  Hear  us,  O  hear,  Almighty  Power  I 
"  Our  guide  in  counfel,  and  our  ftrength  in  fight ! 
"  Now  war's  important  die  is  thrown,   . 
"  If  left  the  day  to  man  alone, 
"  How  blind  is  wifdom,  and  how  weak  is  might  I 

V. 

"  Let  proftrate  hearts,  and  awful  fear, 
"  And  deep  remorfe,  and  fighs  fmcere 

u  For  Britain's  guilt,  the  wrath  divine  appeafe  j 
"  A  wrath,  more  formidable  far 
"  Than  angry  nature's  wafteful  war, 

"  The  whirl  of  tempefts,  and  the  roar  of  feas* 

VI. 

"  From  out  the  deep,  to  Thee  we  cry, 

"  To  Thee,  at  nature's  helm  on  high ! 
*c  Steer  thou  our  conduit,  dread  Omnipotence ! 

"  To  Thee  for  fuccour  we  refort  j 

"  Thy  favour  is  our  only  port  j 
«  Our  only  rock,  of  fafety,  thy  defence. 

VII. 

"  O  Thou,  to  whom  the  lions  roar, 

"  And,  not  unheard,  thy  boon  implore ! 
"  Thy  throne  our  burfts  of  cannon  loud  invoke : 

"  Thou  canft  arreft  the  flying  ball  j 

"  Or  fend  it  back  and  bid  it  fall 
"  On  thofe,  from  whofe  proud  deck  the  thunder  broke. 

Q^4  VIII.  "  Britain, 
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VIII. 
"Britain  m  vain  extent!?  her  care 
"  To  cliims  *  remote,  far  aids  in  war , 

'  Strll  farther  mull  it  ftretch  to  truth  the  fbej 
*  There  "s  one  alliance,  one  alone, 
"  Can  crown  her  arras,  or  fix  her  throne  * 

:*  And  that  alliance  is  not  found  below, 

IX. 

**  Ally  Supreme*   we  turn  to  Thee ; 
*;  We  karn  obedience  from  the  feaj 

*'  With  fcas,  and  winds,  henceforth,  thy  laws  fulfil  ; 
**  'Tis  Thine  our  blood  to  freeze,  or  warm  j 
"  To  rouzc,  or  huJh,  the  martial  ftorm  , 

"  And  turn  the  tide  of  comjueft,  at  thy  will, 
X. 
"  'Tis  Thine  to  beam  fublime  renown, 
"  Or  quench  the  glories  of  a  crown  ; 

«  'Tis  Thine  to  doom,  'tis  Thine  from  death  to  free  $; 
"  To  turn  afide  his  leveTd  dart, 
"  Or  pluck  it  from  the  bleeding  heart:— 

"  There  we  caft  anchor,  we  confide  in  Thee.  * 

XI. 
"  Thou,  who  haft  taught  the  north  to  roar* 
"  And  ftreaming  \  lights  nocturnal  pour 

»'  Of  frightful  afpect!  when  proud  foes  invade,  •' 

"  Their  blafted  pride  with  dread  to  feize, 
"  Bid  Britain's  flags,  as  meteors,  blaze  5 

«•  And  George  depute  to  thunder  in  thy  ftead. 

XII.  «  The 
Rufita.  f  Aurora  Borealis. 


L. 


A    &EA-PIECE.  S3* 

XII. 
**  The  right  alone  is  bold  and  ftrong; 
"  Black,  hovering  clouds  appall  the  wrong 

u  With  dread  of  vengeance :  nature's  awful  fire  I 

"  Lefs  than  one  moment  fhouldft  Thou  frown, 
"  Where  is  puifl'ance  and  renown  ? 

<c  Thrones  tremble,  empires  fink,  or  worlds  expire. 
XIII. 
"  Let  George  the  juft  chaftife  the  vain : 
"  Thou,  who  durft  curb  the  rebel  main, 

•*  To  mount  the  more  when  boiling  billows  rave! 
"  Bid  George  repel  a  bolder  tide, 
"  The  boundlefs  fwell  of  Gallic  pride  j 

**  And  check  ambition's  overwhelming  wave. 
XIV. 
"  And  when  (all  milder  means  withftoodj 
**  Ambition,  tam'd  by  lofs  of  blood, 

*<  Regains  her  reafon  j  then,  on  angels  wings, 
"  Let  peace  defcend,  and  fhouting  greet> 
"  With  peals  of  joy,  Britannia's  fleet, 

•*  How  richly  freighted  !  It,  triumphant,  brings 

«  The  poife  of  kingdoms,  and  the  fate  of  kings."" 
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IMPERIUM  PELAGI. 

A 

NAVAL    LYRIC  K: 

WRITTEN   IN   IMITATION   OF 

PINDAR'S      SPIRIT. 

Occasioned   by  His  Majestt's  return,   Sept.  17*5* 
and  the  fucceeding  Peace. 

*'  Monte  decurrens  velut  amnis,  imbres 

"  Quern  fuper  notas  aluere  ripas, 

"  Fervet,  immenfufque  ruit  profundo. 

Pind. 
*  Concines  laetofque  dies,  &  urbis 
"  Publicum  ludum,  fuper  impetrato 
u  Fortis  Augusti  reditu."  Hor« 
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PREFACE. 

A  Pindaric  carries  a  formidable  found ;  but  there  is 
nothing  formidable  in  the  true  nature  of  it  j  of 
which  (with  utmoft  iubmiflion)  I  conceive  the  critic* 
have  hitherto  entertained  a  falfe  idea.  Pindar  is  as  na- 
tural as  Anacreon,  though  not  fo  familiar.  As  a  fixt 
far  is  as  much  in  the  bounds  of  nature,  as  a  flower  of 
the  field,  though  lefs  obvious,  and  of  greater  dignity. 
This  is  not  the  received  notion  of  Pindar  $  I  ihall  there- 
fore foan  fupport  at  large  that  hint  which  is  now  given. 

Trad*  is  a  very  noble  fubjeft  in  itfelf  j  more  proper 
than  any  for  an  Englimman  j  zndptrticululyfeaJbnabJt 
at  this  juncture. 

We  have  more  fpccimens  of  good  writing  in  every 
province,  than  in  the  fublime-,  our  two  famous  Epic 
Poems  excepted.  I  was  willing  to  make  an  attempt 
where  J  had  feweft  rivals. 

If,  on  reading  this  Ode,  any  man  has  a  fuller  idea 
of  the  real  intereft,  or  pojjible.  glory  of  his  country,  than 
before  \  or  a  ftrongtr  imprejjion  from  it,,  or  a  warmer 
concern  for  it,  I  give  up  to  the  critic  any  farther  repu- 
tation. 

We  have  many  copies  and  tranjlations  that  pafs  for 
irigbtals.  This  Ode  I  humbly  conceive  is  an  original, 
though  it  profefles  imitation.  No  man  can  be  like  Pin- 
dar, by  imitating  any  of  his  particular  works;  any 
.more  than  like   Raphael,  by  ^copying  the  cartoons. 

The 
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The  genitis  and  fpirit  of  fuch  great  men  muft  be  toi- 
leted tfrotn  the  tuboU ;  and  when  thus  we  are  poirefied 
of  it,  we  muft  exert  its  energy  in  fuhje&s  an  J  drjtgtts 
of  out  own*  Nothing  is  fo  unpindarkai  as  following 
Pindar  on  the  foot.  Pindar  is  an  original ,  and  he  mull 
bcyfc  too,  who  would  be  like  Pmdar  in  tlai  which  is  his 
greateft  praife*  Nothing  fo  unlike  as  a  d&fc  £Qpyr  and 
a  vchle  original* 

As  for  le/fgtbt  Pindar  has  an  unbroken  Ode  of  fix 
hundred  lines.  Nothing  is  long  or  ftiort  in  writing) 
but  rihttiwiij  to  the  demand  of  the  fubjeft,  and  the 
in  dinner  of  treating  it.  A  diftkh  may  be  Iangt  and  a 
folio  /tort*  However,  I  have  broken  this  Ode  into  i 
Strains,  each  of  which  may  be  considered  as  a  feparate 
Ode  if  you  pleafe.  And  if  the  variety  and  fullnefs  of 
matter  be  considered,  I  am  rather  apprehenjive  of  dan- 
ger from  brevity  in  this  Ode,  than  from  length.  But 
iank  writing  i a  what  I  think  ought  moll  to  be  declined  > 
if  for  nothing  elfe,  for  our  plenty  of  it, 

The  Ode  is  the  moft  fpirited  kind  of  poetry,  and  the 
Pindaric  is  the  moft  fpirited  kind  of  Ode;  this  I  fpeak 
at  my  own  verv  great  peril :  but  truth  ha*  an  eternal 
tide  to  our  confeffion,  though  we  are  fare  to  fuffer  bj 
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THE     MERCHANT. 
ODE    THE    FIRST. 

ON  THE    BRITISH    TRADE   AND   NAVIGATION, 

T  o 

HIS  GRACE  THE  DUKE  OF  CHANDOS. 

a iv  trrl  wgoiroSct 
varov  SuxXia  rav- 
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THEPRELUDE. 

The  Proportion.  An  Addrefs  to  the  veflel  that 
brought  over  the  King.  Who  mould  fing  on  this 
occahon.    A  Pindaric  boafL 

I. 

FA  ST  by  the  /urge  my  limbs  are  fpread  5 
The  naval  oak  nods  o'er  my  head  $ 
The  winds  are  loud  j  the  waves  tumultuous  roll : 
Ye  winds  !  indulge  your  rage  no  more  5 
Ye  founding  billows  !  ceafe  to  roar } 
The  God  defcends $  and  tranfports  warm  my  foul, 

II. 

The  waves  are  huftYd  5  the  winds  are  fpent  !— 
This  kingdom,  from  the  kingdoms  rent, 
I  celebrate  in  fong— - FanVd  Ifle  !  no  lefs, 
By  Nature' $  favour,  from  mankind, 
Than  by  the  foaming y>#,  disjoined  ; 

Alone  in  blifs !  in  iJU,  in  happinefs  ! 

4  III.  Though 


1)0 

III 

Though  Fate  and  Time  hare  dampM  my  flrain 

Though  youth  no  longer  fires  my  veins. 
Though  flow  their  A  reams  in  this  cold  climate  run  j 

The  royal  eye  difpels  my  cares, 

Recak  the  warmth  of  blooming  years* 
Returning  George  fupplies  the  diftaiu  fuiu 
IV. 

Away,  my  foul !  falute  the  *  Pine, 

That  glads  the  heart  of  Carol be, 
+  Jti  grand  depolit  faithful  to  reftore  ; 

Salute  the  bark,  that  ne'er  mall  hold 

So  rich  a  freight  iu  gems  or  gold, 
.And  loaded  from  both  Indies  would  be  poor, 

V. 

My  foul !  to  thee,  fie  fpreads  her  foils , 

Their  bofoms  fill  with  facred  gales ; 
With  infpkation  from  the  godhead  warm  $ 

Now  bound  for  an  eternal  clime, 

Q  fend  her  down  the  tide  of  Time, 
?SnatchM  from  oblivion,  and  fecure  from  Jlorm+ 

VI. 
Or  teaeh  this  flag,  like  that  to  foar, 
Which  Gods  of  old  and  Heroes  bore ; 
Ridker  a  Britifh  conftellation  rife— 

The  fea  (he  fcorns ;  and,  now,  mall  bound 
On  lofty  billows  of  fweet  found, 
I  am  her  pilot,  and*  her  port  thefiiesj 

VII.  Daw 

*  The  veffel  ttat  bwugiit  wref  the  King. 
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VII. 

Darejftjf  to  fing,  ye  tinkling  train? 

Silence,  ye  wretched  I  ye  prophane ! 
"Who  (hackle  profe,  and  boaft  of  abfent  Go&%\ 

Who  murder  thought,  and  numbers  maim* 

Who  write  .Pindarics  cold  and-  lame, 
And  labour  ftiff  Anacreontic  Odes. 

-VIII. 

Ik  l#wftil  Sons  oFtJenius  rife ! 

Of  genuine  title  to  the  flues  $ 
¥c  founts  of  Learning  1  and  ye  mints  of  Fam*l 

You,  who  file  off -the  mortal  part 

Of  glowing  thought,  with  Attick  art, 
And  drink  pure  fong  from  Cam's -or  IfiV  ftream* 

IX. 

I  glow,  I  burn  1  the  numbers  pure, 
High-flavour'd,  delicate,  mature, 
Spontaneous  ftream  from  my  unlaboured  breaft, 
As,  when  full-ripen'd  teems  the  vine, 
The  generous  burfts  of  willing  wine 
:  Diftil  ne&artous  from  the.  grape  unpreft* 
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STRAIN     THE    FIRST* 


THE      ARGUMENT. 

Hmv  the  Kitg  attended.  A  frvfpe3  of  happlnefs. 
Itidujhy*  A  fur  prizing  inftanee  of  it  in  old  Rome, 
The  mifcHcf  of  jfoi b.  What  happinefs  is,  Skthitv 
picatefl:  enemy,  'Trade  natural  to  Britain.  Trade 
invoked,  Defcribed*  What  the  greateft  human  ex- 
cellence. The  prmft  of  wealth.  Its  ufit  abufiM 
end.  The  variety  of  nature.  The  final  moral 
can  1c  of  it.  The  ben e  fi  f  of  man"1  s  necejjiues* 
Britain's  naval  ftores.  She  make*  *?//  Nature 
ferviceabJe  to  her  ends.  Of  reajfai.  Its  excellence, 
Jfo-w  we  ihould  form  our  eMmate  of  things, 
Reajfofs  difficult  tifk.  Why  the  firft  glory  hers, 
Her  effc&s  in  did  Britain. 


"  OUR  Monarch  comes  1  nor  conies  alone!" 
What  mining  forms  furround  his  throne, 

C  Sun  !  as  planets  thee  ! — To  mf  loud  (brain 
See  Peace*  by  Wifdom  led,  advance  5 
The  Grace,  the  Mafe,  the  Seaibn,  dance  j 

And  Plenty  fpreads  behind  her  flowing  train ! 

xt  Our  Monarch  comes  !  nor  comes  alone  i*% 
New  glories  kindle  round  his  throne, 

The  vifions  rife  !  I  triumph  as  I  gaze  : 
By  Pindar  led,  I  turn'd  of  late 
The  volume  dark,  the  folds  of  Fate  5 

<ind,  now,  am  prefent  to  the  future  blaze, 

*H.By 
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III. 

By  George  and  Jove  it  is  decreed, 

The  mighty  months  in  pomp  proceed. 
Fair  daughters  of  the  fun  !— O  thou  divine, 

Bleft  Induftry  !  a  fmiling  earth 

From  thee  alone  derives  its  birth  : 
By  thee  the  ploughshare  and  its  mailer  (hine. 

IV. 

From  thee,  mafl,  cable,  anchor,  oar, 

From  thee  the  cannon  and  his  roar ; 
On  oaks  nurft,  rear'd  by  thee,  wealth,   empire  grows  1 

O  golden  Fruit !  oak  well  might  prove 

The  facred  tree,  the  tree  of  Jove  5 
All  Jove  can  give,  the  naval  oak  beftows* 

V. 

What  cannot  Induftry  compleat  ? 

When  Punick  war  firft  flam'd,  the  great, 
Bold,  active,  ardent,  Roman  fathers  meet : 

"  Fell  all  your  groves/'  a  Flamen  cries  5 

As  foon  they  fall  \  as  foon  they  rife  5 
One  moon,  ^Jbrefi,  and  the  next,  *  fleet. 

VI. 

Isflotb  indulgence?  'Tis  a  toil  5 

Enervates  man,  and  damns  the  foilj 
Defeats  creation,  plunges  in  diftrefs, 

Cankers  our  being,  all  devours  } 

A  full  exertion  of  our  powers  I 
ntJue,  and  theocc  only,  glows  our  happinefs. 

R  1  VII.  The 
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VHT 

The  it  ream  may  ftagnatc,  yet  be  clear, 

The  fun  iufpend  his  fwift  career, 
Yet  healthy  Nature  feel  her  wonted  force  j 

Ere  man,  his  active  -fpnngs  refign*d, 

Can  mft  in  body  and  inmind. 
Yet  tafte  of  btifs,  of  which  he  choaks  the  fours c, 

VIIL 

"Where,  Induftry  \  thy  daughter  fair? 

Recal  her  to  her  native  air  $ 
Jfrr#,rvras  Trade  bom,  here  bred,  here  ftourim'd  long \ 

And  ever  fhall  ihe  flourish  here  : 

What  though  me  languish +d  ?  'twas  but  fear. 
She  ^s  found  of  heart  j  her  conftitutioa  ftrong. 

Wake,  fting  heivup.    Trade !  lean  no  more 

On  thy  fiatt  anchor,  puih  from  ihore, 
Earth  lies  beforcAhee,  every  climate  court. 

And,  fee,  ihe  *s  rous'd,  abfolv'd  from  fears, 

Her  brow,  in  xkmdUfs- azure,  rears, 
Spreads  all  her  .fail,  •and'  opens  every  p«rt. 

X. 

See*  cherimM  by  her  fifter,  Peace, 
.  She  levies  gain  on  every  place, 
Religion,  habit,  cuftom,  tongue,  and  name! 
Again,  ihe  trayels  with  the  fun, 
Again,  ihe  draws  a  golden  zone 
"Hound  earth  and  main }  -bright  zone  of  wealth  and  feme  t 

-XL -Tea 
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XI. 
Ten  throfand  a&ive  hands,  that  htftfg ' 
In  fhameful  (loth  with  nerves  unftrungy 
The  nations  languid  load,  defy  the  ftorms, 
The  meets  unfurl,  and  anchors  weigh,  ~ 
The  long-moor'd  veflel  wing  to  fea, 
Worlds,  worlds  falute,  and  peopled  ocean  fwarms. 

XII. 

His  ions,  Po,  Ganges,  Danube,  Nile, 

Their  fedgy  foreheads  lift,  and  fmilej 
Their  urns  inverted  prodigally  pour-  — 

Streams,  charged  with  wealth,  and  vow  to  buy 

Britannia  for  their  great  ally, 
With  climes  paid  down  $  what  can  the  gods  do  more  ? 

XIII. 

Cold  Ruflia  coftly  furs  from  far, 

Hot  China  fends  her  painted  jar, 
France  generous  -wines  to  crown  it,  Arab  fweet 

With  gales  of  incenfe  fwells  our  fails,. 

Nor  diftant  Ind  our  merchant  fails,  • 
Her  richeft  ore  the  ballafi  of  our  fleet. 

XIV. 

Luxuriant  ifle!  What  tide  that  flowsr  ' 

Or  ftream  that  glides,  or  wind  that  blows, 
Or  genial  fun  that  mines,  or  mower  that  pours, 

But  flows,  glides,  breathes,  fhines,  pours  for  thee  x 

How  every  heart  dilates  to  fee 
Each  land's  each  lcafon  blending  on  thy  fliores  I 

R  3  XV.  All 
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AIL  thefe  one  British  harveA  make  I 

The  fervant  Ocean  for  thy  &kc 
Both  fink*  and  fwdU;  his  vnm  thy  bofom  m 

A  ad  fondly  gtvet  in  boundkis  flower, 

To  roi^hty  George^  growing  power, 
The  wafted  world  into  thy  loaded  hip. 

XVI. 

Commerce  brings  riches,  rkhra  ciown 

Fair  Virtue  with  the  fiift  renown  * 
A  large  rpvewtty  and  a  large  cxpctt£ft 

When  hearts  for  others  wrlfore  glow* 

Avdjprnjzs  free  as  go  da  beftow, 
Gives  the  fail  bloom  to  mortal  excellence, 

XVII. 

G/oxy  then  my  breaft  !  abound  my  ftore  1     ' 

This,  and  this  boldly,  I  implore, 
Their  *uoant  and  apathy  let  Stoicks  boaft  :  -  - 

PaJJians  and- riches,  good  or  ill, 

As  us'd  by  man,  demand  our  (kill ; 
All  bleflings  wound  us,  when  difcretion  's  loft. 

XVIII. 

Wealthy  in  the  virtuous  and  the  <wife9 

'Tis  vice  and  folly  to  defpife : 
Let  thofe  in  praife  of  poverty  refine, 

Whofe  heads  or  hearts  pervert  its  ufe, 

The  narrow-foul 'd,  or  the  profu/e, 
The  truly-great  find  jnorals  in  the  mine ; 

XIX.  Happy 
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XIX, 

Happy  the  man ! .  vtho,  'large,  of  .heart,*   r    ' 

Has  learnt  the  rare,  illuftrious  ait    •     !      ■*» 
Of  biaog rich  :  ftoics  ftarwe  us,  or  they  cloy  5  '  * 

From  gold,  if  more  than  cbemic  (kill,    ' 

Extract  not  wbarit  brighter  ftill : 
Tis  hard  to  gain,  anuch  harder  to  enjoy. 

XX. 

i7«r/y  's  a  means,  -and  joy  her  mm/  t 

Exalted  minds  their  joys  extend: 
A  Chandos  mines,  when  others',  joys  are  done : 

As  lofty  turrets,  -by  their  height, 

When  humbler  fcenes  refign  their  light, 
Retain  the  rays  of  the  declining  run. 

XXL 

Pregnant  with  bleffings,  Britain  !  (wear 

No  fordid  fon  of  thine  mail  dare 
Offend  the  donor  of  thy  wealth  and  peace  5 

Who  now  his  whole  creation  drains 

To  pour  into  thy  tumid  veins 
That  blood  of  nations  !  commerce  and  increafe. 

XXII. 

How  various  Nature !  turgid  grain 
Here  nodding  floats  the  golden  plain  ; 

There,  'worms  weave  filken  webs ;  here,  glowing  vines- 
Lay  forth  their  purple  to  the  fun, 
Beneath  the  foil,  there  harvefts  run, 

And.  kings'  revenues  ripen  in  the  mines. 

R  4  XXIIL  What 
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XXII  r 
WhaO  various  Nature  ?  Art  divine 
Man's  £mi  to  ibiten  and  refine; 
Heaven  digital  growths  to  different  lands  im parti r 
That  all  may  ftand  in  need  of  all, 
And  inter  eft  draw,  around  the  ball, 
A  net  to  cuub  -zndjoia  all  human  hearts. 

XXIV. 

Thus  has  the  great  Creator**  pen 

His  Inw/uftrrMtj  to  mortal  men, 
In  their  netejfitks  diftin&ly  writi 

£v'n  appitite  fupplies  die  place 

Of  abfent  virtue,  abfent  grace, 
And  human  want  performs  for  human  wit; 

xxv. 

Vaft  naval  enfigns  ftrow'd  around- 

The  wondering»/0rag»*r  confound ! 
How  ftandsr  the  deep-awM  continent  aghaft, , 

As  her  proud  fcepteSd  fons  furvey, 

At  every  port,  on  every  quay, 
Huge  mountains  rife,  of  cable,  anchor,  mafti 

XXVI. 

Thv  unwieldy  tun  !  the  ponderous  bale  !«•- 
Each  prince  his  own  clime  fet  to  fale 

Sees  here,  by  fubjecls  of  a  Britim  king : 

How  earth  *s  abridg'd  !  all  nations  range- 
A  narrow  fpot,  our  throng' d  Exchange ! 

And  fend  the  ftrearns  of  plenty  from  their  fpring. . 

.   XXVII.  Nor 
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XXVII. 

Nor  ear tlr  alone,  all  Nature,  beads . 

Ih  aid  to  Britain's >glorious.  ends : . 
Toils  fhe,  ki  trade  f  or  bleeds  in  honcft  nvars? 

Her  keel  each  yielding  Jea  enthrals* 

Each  willing  wind  her  canvas  calls*, 
Her  pilot  iato  ferviee  Ms  the  ftars* 

XXVIII. 

In  fize  confined,  and  humbly  made,- 
What  though,  we  creep  beneath  the  made*. 

And  feem  as  emmets  on  this  point,, the  ball r- 
Heaven  lighted-up  the  human,  foul, 
Heaven  bid  .its  rays  tranfpierce  the  whale** 

And,  giving  godlike  Reafon,  gave  us  ML    • 

XXIX. 
Thoirgolden  chain  'twixt  God  and  men-, 
Bleft  Reafon  !  guide  my  life  and  pens 

All  ills,  like  ghofts,  fly  trembling  at  thy  light  :- 
Who  thee  obeys,  reigns  over  all  $ 
Smiles,  though-  the  ftars  around  him  fall  ^ 

A  God  is  nought  but  Reafon  Infinite. 

XXX. 

The  man  of  Reafon  is  a  God* 

Who  foorns'to  ftoop  to  Fortune's  nod> 

Sole  Agent  he  beneath  the -mining  fphere, 
Others  are  paffinje,  are  impelled, 
Are  r>ightenM,  flatter'd,  funk,  or  fweii'd,. 

As  accident  is  picas -d  to  dmintts. 

XXXI.  Ou* 
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XXXI. 

Our  hppeswti  fears  are  much  to  blainej 

Shall  monarch**  a<we  ?  or  crown  a  inflame  t 
From  graft  raiftake  our  idle  tumult  ffmngaf 

Tbtfe  men  the  filly  world  diiarm. 

Elude  the  dartt  ditto!  vc  the  charm% 
Who  know  \\\zjUud<r  worth  of  men  and  thingt,, 

xxxu. 

The  frefent  object,  frcfint  day, 

Are  idle  phantom*  ,  and  away , 
What  *s  te//tfjr  only  does  wr/)?.     Know  tf&/r, 

Lift,  fame,  friends,  freedom,  empire,  &1U 

Peace,  Commerce,  Freedom,  nobly  fall 
To  launch  us  on  the  flood  of  tndfcfi  bilk. 

XXXIII. 

Hoy*  foreign  thefe,  though  ntqft  in  view ! 

Go,  look  your  whole  exiftence  through  j 
Thence,  form  your  rule  5  thence  fix  your  eftjmate, 

For  fo  the  gods  :  but  as  the  gains, 

How  great  the  toil  I  'Twill  coft  more  pains, 
To  vanquifli  Folly,  than  reduce  a, State. 

•  XXXIV. 
Hence,  Reafon !  ihzfirfi  palm  is  thine, 
Old  Britain  learnt  from  thee  to  (nine. 
By  thee,  Trades  fwarming  throng,  gay  Freedom's  (mile,. 
Armies,  in  war  of  fatal  frown, 
Of  peace  the  pride,  Arts  flowing  down, 
Enrich,  exalt,  defend,  inflrutf  our  ifle. 

STRAIN 
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Arts  from  Commence,  Why  Britons  ihoold  purfue  it. 
WJiat  wealth  includes.  An  Hiftorical  digreflion 
which  kind  is  moft  freauent  in  Pindar.  The  wealth 
and  wonderful  glory  or  Tyre.  The  approach  of  her 
ruin.  The  caufe  of  it.  Her  crimes  through  all 
ranks  and  orders.  Her  miferable  fall.  The  neigh- 
bouring kings  juft  refleSion  on  it.  An  awful  image 
of  the  Divine  Power  and  Vengeance.  From.  what 
Tyre  fell,  and  how  deep  her  calamity. 

COMMERCE  gives  arts,  as  well  as  gainj 

By  Commerce  wafted  o'er  the  main, 
They  barbarous  climes  enlighten  as  they  run  j 

Arts,  the  rich  traffick  of  the  foul  I 

May  travel,  thus,  from  pole  to  pole, 
And  gild  the  world  with  Learning's  brighter  fun. 

II. 

Commerce  gives  learning,  virtue,  gold! 

Ply  Commerce,  then,  ye  Britons  bold, 
Inur'd  to  winds  and  feas  !  left  Gods  repent: 

The  Gods  that  thronM  you  in  the  wave, 

And,  as  the  tridenfs  emblem,  gave 
A  triple  realm,  that  awes  the  continent : 

III.  And 
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III. 
And  awes  with  wealth ;  for  wealth  is  power  i 
When  Jove  defrends  a  golden  fhower, 
*Tis  navies,  armies,  empire,  all,  in  one.— 
View j  emulate,  outfliine  old  Tyre  j 
In  fcarlet  rob'd,  with  gems  on  fire, 
Her  merchants^  princes  I  every  deck,  a  thrum  t 

IV. 

She  fate  an  empreis-1  aw'd  the  flood ! 

Her  jlabk  column  Ocean  trod  j 
She  eaird  the  n&tivnty  and  ihe  caird  the  fins* 

By  Both  obey'd  :  the  Syrian  fings  ; 

The  Cyprian's  art  her  viol  firings ; 
Togarmagh's  fteed  along  her  valley  neigh** 

V. 

The  fir  of  Senir  makes  her  floor,  - 

And  Bafhan's  oak,  transform'd,  her  oar$  - 
High  Lebanon  her  raaft  j  far  Dedan  warms 

Her  mantled  hoft;  Arabia  feeds*; 

Her  fail  of  purple  EgyptfpreadS  j 
Arvad  fends  mariners  j  the  Perfian,  arms. 

VI. 

The  worlds  laft  limit  bounds  her  fame  \ 
The  golden  city  was  her  name  1  . 

Thofe  ftars  on.  earth,  the  topaz,  onyx,  blaze 
Beneath  her  foot :  extent  of  coaft, 
And  rich  as  Nile's,. let  others  boaft  j 

Hers  the  far  nobler  harvejl  of  the  feas*. 

VII.  Omer 
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VII. 

O  merchant  land !  -as  Eden  fair ! 

Antunttfi Empire*  !  -Nature's  care  ! 
The  ftrength  of  Ocean!  <boad tof  Plenty's  Springs! 

The  pride  of  Ifles !  -in  wart  reverVl ! 

Mother  of  trafts  f  lov'd !  courted !  ftfar'd ! 
Pilot  of  kingdoms  I  and  fupport  of  kings ! 

VIII. 

Great  mart  of  nations !— But  me  fell: 
Her  pampered  Tons  revolf !  rebel ! 
.'  Againft  his  favourite  ifle  loud  roars  the  main  ! 
The  temped  howls !  her  fculptur'd  dome 
Soon,  the  wolf**  refuge ;  dragon's  home  ! 
The  land;  one  akar!  a  whole  people?  fain! 

rx. 

The  deftin'd  day  puts- on  her  frown  ; 

The  fable  hour  is  coming-down  : 
••  She  *s  on*  her  march  from  yon  Almighty  throne : 

The  "fword  znAftorm  are  in  *her  hand  5 

She  trumpets  fhriH  her  dread'tommand : 
J  Dtfr^'be-the  light  of  earth  !  the  boafr,  Unknown! 

X. 
For,  oh  !  her  fins  as  red  as  bloc/d, 
As  crimfon  deep,  outcry  the  flood; 
'  The  Queen'of  Trade  is  bought!  once  wife  and  juft, 
Now,  rrenal  is  her  council's  tongue : 
How  riot,  -violence,  and  wrong, 
Turn  gpld'to  ire//,  her bioffom  into  dujf! 

5  ^XI.To 
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To  th trigs  inglorious,  far  l*en<J»ih 

Thofe  high-born  fouJs  they  jn-uu*]ly  tuffttfa 
Htr  fordid  #*&/<?  fink*  1  her  mighty,  bow  I 

la  it  for  tbist  the  groves  around 

Return  the  tnbrrfs  fjiriglitlr  ibimd  f 
Is  it  for  tl'tif  her  great-one *  to:~s  the  bivw  f 

XIL 

What  burning  feud*  'twixt  hrothm  reign  I 

To  ttuptuiif  cold ,  how  glows  the  v«in, 
Con  f aunding  kindred,  and  mi  fading  right  ? 

The  f pur  km  lord  ir  o'er  the  land  I 

Bold  Ulai'phemy  dares  make  a  ftand, 
Allan  It  the  Jkyj  and  brandiih  «9£  her  might : 
XIII, 

Tyre's  arlixan,  fweet  orator* 

Her  merchant  rfage%  big  jko/z  o/*  war, ;  < 

Her  judge,  her  prophet l,  nay  her  £04/7  A#afrf 

Whofe  brows  with  ivifdom  fljouli  be  crown'd, 

Her  very  /ri$#f  in  guilt  abound :    . 
Heme*,  the  world's  rofor  all  her  honours  Jbeds*      » 

XIV. 
What  death  of  /r»/£  /  what  thiril  of  #a#  / 
Chiefs  warm  in  peace ,  in  W/&.  cold  1   , 
Whatjrc«/j&  unlettered  !  bafe  ones  lifted  nigh! 
What  public  boafts  !  what  private  views  I 
What  d^r/  temples !  crowded,  #ews  I 
What  <iw«or  /wpra&*  jd  but  to  *owl  an  eye  I 
c,  4  XV.  O! 
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XV, 

O  !  foul  of  heart,  her  faireft  dames 

Decline  the  fun's  intruding,  beams, 
To  mad  the  midnight  in  their  gloomy  haunts-i 

Alas  !  there  is,  who  fees  them  there ; 

There  is,  who  flatters  not  the  fair, 
When  cymbals  tinkle,  and  the  virgin  channtsv 

XVI. 

He  fees,  and* thunders !—  Now,  in  vain ! 

The  courfer  paws,  and  foams  the  rein ; 
And  chariots  ftream  along  the  printed  foil  t 

In  vain  !  Her  high,  prefumptuous  air 

In  gorgeous  veftments  rich  and  rare, 
O'er  her  proud  (boulder  throws  die  poor  man's  toil* 

XVII. 

In  robes  or  gems,  her  coMyflam, 

Green,  fcarlet,  azure,  fhine,  in  vain ! 
In  vain !  their  golden  heads  her  turrets  rear ; 

In  vain  I  high-flavour'd  foreign  fruits, 

Sydonian  oils,  and  Lydian  lutes, 
Glide  o'er  her  tongue,  and  melt  upon  her  ear* 
XVIII. 

.In  vain !  wines  flow  in  various  ftream*, 

With  helm  and  fpear  each  pillar  gleams^ 
Damafcut,  vain  1  unfolds  the  glofly  ftorej 

The  golden  wedge  from  Ophir's  coafts, 

From  Arab  incenfe  vain,  Jhe  boafts, 
Vain  arc  her  gods,  and  vainly  mm  adore*. 

XIX.  Bell 


if 
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XIX. 

Bell  Falls  !  the  mighty  Nebo  bends  ! 

The  nations  liifs  !  her  glory  ends  ! 
Co  /hip* ,'hzr  confidence  !  the  flies  from  foe&; 

Foes  meet  her  there :  the  wind,  the  ware, 

That  once  aid,  ftrongth,  and  grandeur  gave, 
Plunge  her  in  feas,  from  which  her  glory  rofe* 
XX. 

Her  iwty  dock*  embroider'd  fail, 

And  maft* of  cedar  nought  avail, 
Or  pilot  ItMrtfdl  She  finks,  nor  fink*  uhntj 

Her  Gods  fink  with  her  \  to  the  Iky, 

Which  never  more  ihall  meet  her  eye, 
She  fends  her  foul  out  in  one  dreadful  groan, 

XXI* 

What  though  fo  vaft  her  naval  might, 

In  her  firft  dawned  the  Britifh  right  ? 
—AW  flags  abased  her  fea-dominion  greet ; 

What  though  flie  longer  warr'd  than  Troy  ? 

At  length  her  foes  that  Me  deftroy 
r'Whofe  conoueft  fatl'd,  as' far  as  faiTd  her  fleet. 

XXII. 

The  kings  ./fccloath'd  in  purple  make 
Their  aweful  brows  :  "  O  foul  miftake! 
*  ««  O  fatal  pride !  (they  ay)  tins,  this  is  (he, 
"  Who  faid— with  my  own  art  and  arm, 
"  In  the  world's  wealth  I  wrap  me  warm"— 
And  fwelj'd  at  heart,  vaia  Xmprefs  of  the  Sea ! 

XXIII.  "TCi 
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XXIII. 

"  This,  This  is  ftie,  who  meanly  foar'd ; 
"  Alas !  how  tout,  to  be  mdor'd, 

«  And  ftilc  feerfelf  a  God  t— Thrmagh  ftormy  wart 
.««  This  Eagle-Ifle  her  thunder  bore, 
"  High-fed  her  young  with  human  gore  5 

*«  And  would  have  built  her  ne&  among  the  fat*. 
XXIV. 
"  But  ah,  frail  man  !  how  impotent 
~"  To  ftand  Heaven's  vengeance,  or  prevent ! 

ct  To  turn  afide  the  great  Creator's  aim ! 
"  Shall  Ifland-kings  with  Him  contend, 
"  Who  makes  the  Poles  beneath  him  bend  ? 

"  And  ihall  drink  up  the  fea  herfelf  with  flame  ? 

XXV. 

u  Earth,  /Ether ',  Empyreum  bow, 

"  When  from  the  brazen  Mountain's  brow 

<€  The  God  of  Battles  takes  his  mighty  bow  : 
"  Of  wrath  prepares  to  pour  the  flood, 
"  Puts  on  his  vefture  dipt  in  blood, 

<f  And  marches  out  to  fcourge  the  world  below. 
XXVI. 
u  Ah  !  wretched  Ifle,  once  calPd  the  great  f 
"  Ah  !  wretched  Ifle,  and  wife  too  late  ! 

**'  The  vengeance  of  Jehovah  is  gone  out : 
"  Thy  luxury,  corruption,  pride, 
u  And  freedom  loft,  the  realms  deride, 

"  Ador'd  theejfanding,  o'er  thy  rums  fliout : 

Vol.  III.  S  XXVIL "  T# 
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THE      ARGUMENT. 

An  inference  from  this  Hiftory.  Advice  to  Britain. 
More  proper  to  her  than  other  Nations.  How  far 
the  ftroke  of  tyranny  reaches.  What  fupports  our 
endeavours.  The  unconfider'd  benefits  or  liberty. 
Britain's  obligation  to  purfue  trade.  Why  above 
half  the  globe  is  fea.  Britain's  grandeur  from  her 
fituation.  The  winds,  the  feas9  the  conftellations, 
defcribed.  Sir  Ifaae  Newton's  praife.  Britain  com- 
pared with  other  States.  The  Leviathan  defcribed. 
Britain's  fite,  and  ancient  title  to  the  feas.  Who 
rivals  her.  Of  Venice.  Holland.  Some  defpife 
Trade  as  mean.  Cenfured  for  it.  Traders  glory. 
The  late  Czar.  Solomon.  A  furprizing  inftance 
of  magnificence.  The  merchant's  dignity*  Com- 
pared with  men  of  letters, 

I. 

HENCE  learn,  as  hearts  are  foul  or  pure, 

Our  fortunes  wither  or  endure  : 
Nations  may  thrive,  or  perijb  by  the  wave. 

What  ftorms  from  Jove's  unwilling  frown, 

A  people's  crimes  folicit  down  ! 
Ocean  's  the  womb  of  riches,  and  the  grave. 
II. 

This  Truth,  O  Britain !  ponder  well ; 

Virtues  mould  rife,  as  Fortunes  fwell  : 
What  is  large  property  ?— The  Jign  of  good, 

Of  worth  fuperior :  if  'tis  le/s, 

Another's  treafure  we  poflefs, 
And  charge  the  Gods  with  favours  mijbejlowd. 

S  x  III.  Thru 
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III. 
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This  council  fit  Its  Eritanni: 

Hlgh-tiuAi'd  with  wealth,  and  Freedom**  finite  : 
To  v  aft  lis  prifon'd  in  the  Continent, 

Woo  ftarvt,  *tf  ^owif,  on  meager  toll* 

And  fuck  to  death  their  mother  foil, 
*Twcre  uickfc  caution*  and  a  truth  mif-Jpent, 

IV, 
Fell  Tyrants  ftrike  beyond  the  bone, 
And  wound  the  foul  -t  bow  Gen  his  down, 

Lay  Virtue  wafte  I  for  worth  or  arts,  who  ftraint 
To  throw  them  at  a  mwrfttr**  foot  ? 
"Tia  property  fuoports  parjkit : 

Freedom  gives  eloquence  $  and  Freedom,  gain. 

V, 

She  pours  the  thought,  and  forms  the  ftyle# 

She  makes  the  blood  and  fpirits  boil  j 
I  feel  her  now !  and  roufe,  and  rife,  and  rave 

In  Theban  fong :  O  Mufe  !  not  thine, 

Verfe  is  gay  Freedom's  gift  divine : 
The  man  that  can  think  greatly,  is  no  (lave* 

VI. 

Others  may  traffick  if  they  pkafe  j 

Britain,  fair  daughter  of  the  feas, 
Is  born  for  trade ;  to  plough  her  field,  the  wavti$' 

And  reap  the  growth  of  every  coaft : 

A  fpeck  of  land !  but  let  her  boafr, 
Gods  gave  the  w/i,  when  .they  the  waters  gave. 

VII,  Britain  1 
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VII. 
Britain  !  behold  the  world's  wide  face ; 
Nor  cover'd  half  with  folid  fpace, 
Three  parts  zxtfiuid\  empire  of  the  fea  ! 

And  why  ?  for  Commerce.     Ocean  ftreams 
For  that,  through  all  his  various  nanus  % 
And,  if  for  Commerce,  Ocean  flows  for  Thee, 

VIII. 

Britain,  like  fome  great  potentate 

Of  pattern  clime,  retires  in  ftate, 
Shuts  out  the  nations  !  Would  a  Prince  draw  nigh  ? 

He  partes  her  ftrong  guards,  the  waves, 

Of  fervant  winds  admiilion  craves, 
Her  empire  has  no  neighbour  but  the  fky. 

IX. 

there  are  h-n- friends  j  foft  Zephyr  there, 

Keen  Eurus,  Notus  never  fair, 
Rough  Boreas  burfting  from  the  pole  :  all  urge,- 

And  urge  for  her,  their  various  toil ; 

The  Cafpian,  the  broad  Baltick.  boil, 
And  into  life  the  dead  Paciikk  fcourge. 

X. 
tbere  are  her  friends,  a  marthal'd  train  : 
A  golden  hoft !  and  azure  plain  ! 
By  turns  do  duty,  and  by  turns  retreat : 
They  may  retreat,  but  not  from  her  5 
The  (tar  that  quits  this  hemisphere 
Mull  quit  the  Ikies,  to  want  a  British  fleet. 

S  3  XI.  Hyad, 
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Hyad,  for  her,  leans  if  er  her  urn ; 
For  her,  Orion's  glories  burn, 
The  Pleiads  gleam*    For  Britons  fct  and  rift 
The  fkir-facM  fons  of  Mazaroth, 
Near  the  deep  chambers  of  the  South, 
The  raging  Deg  that  fires  the  midnight  ikies. 

XII. 

Thefe  nations  Newton  made  his  own] 

A]l  intimate  with  him  alone. 
His  mighty  foul  did,  like  $  giant,  run 

To  the  vaft  volume's  chfing  itar  j 

Decypher'd  every  chara£ttr : 
Hit  reafon  pour'd  new  light  upon  the  fun. 

xih. 

Let  the  proud  brothers  of  the  land 

Smile  at  our  rock  and  barren  ftrand, 
Not  fuch  the  fea  :  let  Fohe's  ancient  line 

Vaft  traSls  and  ample  beings  vaunt  j 

The  camel  /civ,  fmall  elephant— 
O  Britain  !  the  Leviathan  is  thine. 

XIV.  * 

Leviathan  !  whom  Nature's  ftrife 
Brought  forth,  her  largeft  piece  of  life ; 
Hejleeps  an  ifle  !  his  fports  the  billows  warm  ! 
Dreadful  Leviathan  !  thy  fpout 
Invades  the  Ikies  j  the  ftars  are  out : 
He  drinks  a  river,  and  ejects  a  form. 

XV.  Th* 
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XV. 

Th'  Atlantic  furge  around  our  fliore 

German  and  Caledonian  roar  5 
Their  mighty  Genii  hold  us  in  their  lap.— 

Hear  Egbert,  Edgar,  Ethelredj 

"  The  feas  are  ours."— The  monarch  faid— 
The  floods  their  hands,  their  hands  the  nations,  clap. 

XVI. 

Whence  is  a  rival,  then,  to  rife  ? 

Can  he  be  found  beneath  the  ikies  ? 
No,  there,  they  dwell,  that  can  give  Britain  fear ; 

The  powers  of  earth,  by  rival  aim 

Her  grandeur  but  the  more  proclaim  5 
And  prove  their  diftance  raoft,  as  they  draw  near. 

XVII. 

Proud  Venice  fits  amid  the  waves  j 

Her  foot  ambitious  Ocean  laves  : 
Art's  nqbleft  boaft  1  but  O  what  wondrous  odds 

'Twixt  Venice  and  Britannia's  ifle  ! 

'Twixt  mortal  and  immortal  toil ! 
Britannia  is  a  Venice  built  by  Gods. 

*  XVIII. 

Let  Holland  triumph  o'er  her  foes, 
But  not  o'er  friends  by  whom  (he  rofe  ; 

The  child  of  Britain  !  And  (hall  (he  contend  ? 
It  were  no  lefs  than  parricide  :— 
What  wonders  rile  from  out  the  tide  I 

Her  High  and  Mighty  to  the  rudder  bend. 

S  4  XIX.  And 
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And  sue  there,  then*  of  lofty  brow, 
Who  think  trade  mean,  and  icorti  to  bow. 

So  far  beneath  the  ftate  of  noble  birth  ? 
Alas !  thefe  chief*  but  little  know 
Com  mere*?  bow  high,  themftlruct  how  low  j 

The  Tons  of  Nobles  ars  the  fans  of  earth* 

And  what  hive  earth's  mean  fons  to  do, 
But  reap  her  fruits*  ;md  warm  purfue 

The  world's  chief  good,  not  glut  on  others*  toil  f 
High  Commerce  from  the  Gods  came  down, 
With  tomp4ifs$  chart,  u\&ftarry  trvwnt 

Their  delegate,  to  make  the  nations  /mile* 

XXL 

Blu(h,  and  behold  the  Ruffian  bow* 
From  forty  crowns,  his  mighty  brow 

To  trade. —-To  toil.ht  turns  his  glork>us  band* 
That  arm,  which  fwept  the  bloody  field, 
See  !  the  huge,  a**,  or  hammer,  wield  $ 

While  fcepters  wait,  and  thrones  impatient  ftandV 

XXII.  * 

O  fhame  to fubjecls !  firft  renown,. 

Matchlefs  example  to  the  crown  ! 
Old  Time  is  poor  :.  what  age  boafts  fuch  a  fightr* 

Ye  drones  !  adore  the  man  divine—  ,    % 

No ;  Virtue  ftill  as  mean  decline,    . 
Call  Ruffians  barbarous,  and  yourfelves  polite* 

XXIIL.He 
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XXIH. 

He  too  of  Judah,  great,  as  wife, 

With  Hiram  ftrove  in  merchandize ; 
Monarchs  with  monarchs  ftruggle  for  an  oar?* 

That  Merchant  *  finking  to  his  grave, 

A  flood  of  treafure  fwells  the  cave; 
The  king  left  much,  the  merchant  burfd  more. 
XXIV. 

Is  Merchant  an  inglorious  name  ? 

No j  fit  for  Pindar  fuch  a  theme,. 
Too  great  fox  me  \  I  pant  beneath  the  weight  t 

If  loud  as  Ocean's  were;  my  voice, 

If  words  and  thoughts  to  court  my  choice 
Gut-number'd</2zm&,  I  could  not  reach  its  heighti 
XXV. 

Merchants  o'er  proudeft  heroes  reign j 

Thofe  trade  in  bUffing,  thefe  in  pain, 
At  daughter  fwell,  and  (hour,  while  nations  groan  t 

With  purple  Monarchs,  Merchants  vie  5, 

If  great  to  Jpend,  what,  to/uppfy  f 
Priefts  pray  for  bleflings  ;  Merchants  pour  them  down* 
XXVI. 

Icings  Merchants  are  in  league  and  love  j 

Earth's  odours  pay  foft  airs  above, 
That  o'er  the  teeming  field  prolific  range ; 

Planets  are  Merchants  $  take,  return, 

Luftre  and  heat  j  by  traffick  burn  j. 

The  whole  Creation  is  one  vaft  Exchange. 

XXVII.  If 

#  Vaft  treafure  taken  from  Solomon's  tomb  1 30a 
years  after  hit,' death.  You  n  g  ♦ 


XXVIII, 

Trade,  Art's  mechanick,  Nature's  ftores 
Well-weighs  5  to  fiarry  Science  foars  » 

Reads  warm  in  life  (dead-colour'd  by  the  pen. 
The  fcites,  tongues,  interefts,  of  the  ba] 
Who  ftudies  Trade,  he  ftudies  all  5 

Accomplifh'd  Merchants  are  accomplifti'd  Me 
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STRAIN    THE    FOURTH. 

THE    ARGUMENT. 

Pindar  invoked.  His  praife.  Britain  fliould  decline 
*war\  but  boldly  aflert  her  trade.  Encouraged 
from  the  throne :  Britain's  condition  without  trade. 
Trade's  char  after,  and  furprizing  deeds,  Carthage.  - 
Solomon's  temple.  St.  Paul's  church.  The  mifer's 
character.  The  wonderful  effects  of  trade.  Why 
religion  recommended  to  the  merchant.  What, 
falje  joy.  What,  true.  What  religion  is  to  the 
merchant.  Why  trade  more  glorious  in  Britons 
than  others.  How  warmly,  and  how  long,  to  be 
purfued  by  us.  The  Briton's  legacy.  Columbus. 
His  praife.  America  defcribed.  Worlds  ftill  ««- 
known.  Queen  Elizabeth.  King  George  the  Second. 
His  glory  navally  reprefented.  / 

I. 

HOW  /hall  I  farther  roufe  the  foul  ? 

How  Sloth's  lafcivious  reign  control 
By  verie,  with  unextinguifli'd  ardour  wrought  ? 

How  every  breaft  inflame  with  mine  ? 

How  bid  my  theme  ftill  brighter  (hine, 
With  wealth  of  words,  and  unexhaufted  thought  ? 

II. 
O  thou  Dircaean  fwan,  on  high, 
Round  whom  familiar  thunders  fly ! 
While  Jove  attends  a  language  like  his  o<wn  s 
Thy  Jf>ir it  pour,  like  vernal  mowers, 
My  verfe  mall  burft  out  with  the  flowers, 
While  Britain's  trade  advances  with  her  fun. 

III.  Though 


" 
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III. 

Though  Britain  was  not  born  to  fear, 
Grafp  not  at  bloody  fame  from  war ; 

Nor  W3r  decline,  if  throne*  your  right  invade  : 

Jove  gathers  tempdt  black  as  night  j 

Jove  pours  the  golden  flood  of  light  % 

L*t  Britain  thunder,  or  let  Britain  trade. 

IV, 

Britain  a  eomtU  or  ■  flart 

In  commerce  this,  or  that  in  <w*r3 
Let  Briton*  fliout !  earth,  fcas,  and  Jkies  re-found  ! 

Commerce  to  kindle,  raifc,  preferve, 

And  fpirit  dart  through  evety  nerve, 
Hear  from  the  tlrt&e*  a  voite  through  time  renown1*^ 

V. 

So  fall  from  heaven  the  vernal  mowers, 

To  chear  the  glebe,  and  wake  the  flowers  ; 
The  bloom  call'd  forth  fees  azure  fltics  difplay'd  j. 

The  bird  of  voice  is  proud  to  fing, 

Induftrious  bees  ply  every  wing, 
Diftend  their  cells,  and  urge  their  golden  trade* 
VI. 

Trade  once  extinguished,  Britain's  fun 

Is  gone  out  too  ;  his  race  is  run  j 
He  mines  in  vain  !  her  ifle  's  an  ifle  indeed, 

A  /pot  too  fmali  to  be  overcome  j 

Ah,  dreadful  fafety  !  wretched  doom ! ' 
No  foe  will  conquer  what  no  foe  can  feed. 

VII.  Trade 

.    *  The  King's  fgeech. 
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VII. 

Trade  's  the  fource,  finew,  foul  of  all  $ 

Trade  's  all  herfelf ;  hen,  hers,  the  ball; 
Where  raoft^infeen,  the  goddefs  ftill  is  there  5 

Trade  leads  the  dance,  Trade  lights  the  blaze, 

The  courtier's  pomp !  the  ftudent's  eafe  ! 
'Twas  Trade  at  Blenheim  fought,  and  clos'd  the  war. 
VIIL 

What  Rome  and  all  her  gods  defies  ? 

The  Punic  oar.    Behold  it  rife 
And  battle  for  the  world !  Trade  gave  the  call$ 

Rich  cordials  from  his  n&ual  art 

Sent  the  ftrong  fpirits  to  his  heart, 
That  bid  an  Afric  Merchant  graip  the  ball. 

IX. 

Where  is,  on  earth,  Jehovah's  home  ? 

Trade  mark'd  die  foil,  and  built  the  dome, 
In  which  bis  Majefty /ryf  deign'd  to  dwell  j 

The  walls  with^fifcvr  (beets  o'eriaid, 

Rich,  as  the  fun,  through  gold  umjoeigb%d<, 
Sent  the  moon?d  arch,  and  bid  the  column  fweil. 
X. 

Grandeur  unknown  to  Solomon  1 

Methinks  the  labouring  earth  fhould  groan, 
"Beneath  yon  load  *  :  xrtmted  fare,  not  made  I 

Ser*¥*mt  and  riaud  of  the  ikies  i 

Heaven's  arch  alone  can  higher  rife : 
\Vhat  hand  immortal  raisM  thce?*«Hvj»Jfr  Trade. 

XI.  Where 
*  St.  Paul's,  built  by  the  coal-tax.  Young. 


XII. 
As  by  repletion  meiTconfume, 
Abundance  is  the  mifer's  doom; 

Expend  it  nobly ;  he  that  lets  it  ruft, 

Which,  patting  numerous  hands,  woul 
Is  not  a  many  but  living  mine, 

Foe  to  thz  gods,  and  rival  to  the  duft. 
XIII. 
Trade  barbarous  lands  can  polifh  fair 5 
Make  earth  well  worth  the  nvife  man's 

Call  forth  her  forefts,  charm  them  into  fleet) 
Can  make  one  boufe  of  human  race ; 
Can  bid  the  diftant  poles  embrace ; 

Hers,  every  fun;  and  India,  India  meets. 

XIV. 

Trade  Monarchs  crowns,  and  arts  imp 
With  bounty  feeds,  with  laurel  courts 
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XV. 

You  lend  each  other  mutual  aid : 

Why  is  heaven's  fmile,  in  wealth,  convey'd ! 
Not  to  place  vice,  but  virtues  in  our  power  s 

Pleafure  declined,  is  luxury, 

Boundlefs  in  time  and  in  degrees 
Pleafure  enjoy* d,  the  tumult  of  an  hour, 

XVI. 
Falfe  joy 's  a  difcompofing  thing, 
That  jars  on  nature's  trembling  firing, 

Tempefts  the  Joints,  and  untunes  the  frame: 
True  joy,  the  funfliine  of  the  foul, 
A  bright  ferene  that  calms  the  whole; 

Which  they  ne'er  knew,  whom  other  joys  inflame. 

XVII. 

Merchant  1  Religion  is  the  care 

To  grow  as  rich— as  angels  are ; 
To  know  falfe  coin  from  true;  to  fweep  the  main  3 

The  mighty  flake  fecure,  beyond 

The  ftrongeft  tie  of field,  or  fund: 
Commerce  gives  gold,  Religion  makes  it  gain. 

XVIII, 
Join,  then,  Religion  to  thy  ftore, 
Or  India's  mines  will  make  thee  poor* 
Greater  than  Tyre!  O  bear  a  nobler  mind 
Sea-fovereign  ifle  I  proud  war  decline, 
Trade  patronize  1  what  glory  thine, 
Ardent  to  hlefs,  who  Qwld&fubdM*  mankind  1 

XIX.  Rich 
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Rich  commerce  ply  with  warmth  divine 

By  day,  by  night  %  the  fan  are  thine, 
Weal-  out  the  liar*  in  trade  1  eternal  run 

From  age  to  age,  the  noble  glow, 

A  rage  to  gaio,  and  to  &?Jfe<w, 
While  ages  hit !  in  trade  burn  out  the  fun ! 

Trade,  Britain's  all ,  our  fires  fcnE  down 

With  toil,  blood,  treasure,  ages  won  f 
This)  Edgar  great  bequeathed  j  this,  Edward  bold  : 

Let  Forbilhers,  let  Kaleighs  fire  ! 

O  let  C&liimbus*  ihade  infpirel 
Nf-zv  wealds  ductule,  with  Drake  iurround  an  old* 

XXL 

Columbus!  fcarce  inferior  fame 

For  thee  to  find,  than  heaven  to  frame    % 

-That  womb  of  gold  and  gem :  her  wide  domain, 
An  unh>erfe  I  her  rivers,  feus  ( 
Her  fruits,  both  men  and  gods  to  pleafe ! 

Heaven'a  faireft  birth  1  and,  but  for  thee,  i*  <vm#! , 

XXJL 

Worlds JHUtmkKvwH  deep  fiiadows  wrap} 
Call  wonders'  forth  from  nature's  lap  3 
Ne<w  glory  pour  on  her  Eternal  Sire* 
O  noble  feareh !  O  glorious  care  ! 
Are  ye  not  Britons?  why  defpair ? 
Kew  worlds  vntkte  to  fuch  a  godlike  fire. 
.,;'      ,  :*  XXIII.  Swear 
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XXIII. 
Swear  by  the  great  Eliza's  foul, 
yhat  Trade,  as  long  as  waters  roll— 
Ah !  no  j  the  gods  chaftife  ray  rafh  decree  : 
'  3y  great  Eliza  do  not  fwear  j 
For  thee,  O  George !  the  gods  declare, 
And  thou  fbj-  there !  late  time  fltall  fwear  by  thee. 
.  '        XXIV. 

Truth,  bright  as^irr,  with  thee  prevails j 
Full  be^fhyyiwy,  as  fwellingybi/r, 
Content,  as  tides,  thy  mind;  as  mq/fs,  date; 
Tbfjuflice,  an  unerring  helm 
To  fteer  Britannia's  fickle  realm  \ 
Thy  numerous  race,  fure  anchor  of  her  date  I 
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STRAIN  THE  FIFTH, 

THE       AkGUMEflT, 

IFbat  is  the  bound  of  B  rita  in*  a  power.  Ueyond  that 
of  the  nu>lt  famed  in  hiftory.  The  fign  Lyra. 
//  -7.  tii«  confteli&tion*  ate.  Argo,  The  whale. 
The  dolphin^*  Eridsmus.  The  lipn*  Libra. 
Virgo*  Berenice,  The  Britiftt  ladies  cenfured. 
The  moon-  What  the  fea  is,  dpofirapbe  to  the 
Emperor,  The  -Spamfti  armada.  How  Britain 
fliould  fpeak  her rrfen  Intent.  U^hjit  sives  power. 
What  navies  do  in  war+  The  Tartar.  Mog\d, 
Africa.  China,  fFha  matter  of  the  world*  What 
the  hi  dory  of  the  world  is.  The  gentafagy  of  glory. 
Miftakes  abotit  it*  -Peace  the  merchant's  harveft. 
Ships  of  divine  origin.  Mtnhaats  amhafladors; 
The  Briton's  voyage.  Praifc  the  food  of  glory. 
Bri tain's  record, 

I. 

BRITANNIA'S  ftate  what  bounds  coi^tte  ? 

(Of  rifing  thought  O  golden  mine!) 
Mountains*  Alp stjl reams  ^  gulpbs*  uceam r,  Jet  no  bound j 

She  failles  till  flie  ftrilces  the  ft  or  i 

Expanding  wide,  and  launching  far  - 
As  wind  can  flyf  or  rolling  wave  refound. 

II- 

Smali  ifte  !  For  CseFars,  for  the  fon 

Of  Jove,  who  burft  from  Macedon, 
"For  gorgeous,  Eafterns  blading  o'er  mankind  j 

Then,  when  they  call'd  the  world'  their  own, 

Not  equal  fame  from  fable  flione  ; 
They  rofe  to  Gvdsj  in  bid/  thy  fphtre  confined. 

Ill,  Hen, 


0 
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*  III. 

Here,  no  demand  for^fancy's  wing.; 
Plain  truth  Vilkiftrious :  as  I  fing, 

0  hear  yon  fpangled  harp  repeat  my  lay ! 

Yon  ftarry  lyre  has  caught  the  found, 
.    And  fpreads  it  to  the  planets  round, 
Who  bed  can  tell  where  ends  Britannia's  fway. 

IV. 

The  Aries /fair-printed  page!)  unfold  ' 

Tfce  nafoalfcmk  of  he«oes  old  j 
-As  in  a  mirror  mew  tK*  adventurous  throng-j 

The  deeds5  of  Grecian  mariners 

Are  read  Tsy  Gods,  are  writ  \njlars, 
•And  noble  verfe,  that  (hall  endure  as  long. 

V. 

The/J/>i.are  records  of  the  main, 

*  Thence  :Argo  liftens  to  my  (train ; 

1  Chiron,  for  fong  renowT-d,  his  noble  rage 

,  For  naval  fame  and  fong  renews, 

♦  •    As  Bri taints  f  jme'  he  hears,  and  uncus  r\ 
Quron,  (he-  Shovell  of  a  former  age. 

'  •    vr. 

Thl  Whale  (for  late  I  fufog  his  praife) 
Pou^s  grateful  luftre  on  my  lays ; 
How  fmiles  Arion's  friend  *  with  partial  beams  i 
Eridanus  would  flatter  too, 
But  jeaioufies  his  fmile  fubdue  $ 
■lie  fears  a  Britifli  rival  in  the* Thames. 

T  *  VIJ.  Im 

*  The  Dolphin. 


vni. 

Of  Britain's  court,  ye  lejfer  lights ! ' 

How  could  the  wife -man  gaze  wnole  ni| 
On  Richmond's  eye,  on  Berenice's  hair  J 

But,  oh  !  you  pra6Hfe  Jbameful  arts  ; 

Your  own  retain,  feize  others'  hearts, " 
Pirates,  not  merchants,  are  the  Briti/h  Fain 

IX. 
This  truth  I  fwear  by  Cynthia's  beam., 
Pale  Queen !  htfiujVd  at  Britain's  fame 
And,  rolling,  tell  the  nations-*4'  o'e*  the  m 
"  To  Jbare  her  empire  is  thy  pride  " 
He,  mighty  power  1  who  curls  the  tide, 

Uncurbs,  extends,  throws  wide  Britannia's  i 

« 

X. 

What  is  the  main?  Ye  Kings  renonnfe^ 
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Why,  Auftrian  !  wilt  thou  hover  ftill  . 

On  doubtful  wing,  and  want  the  fkill 
To  fee  thy  welfare  in  the  world's  f  Too  late 
'  Another  Churchill  thou  may'ft  find, 

Another  Churchill,  not  fo  kind, 
.  And  other  Blenheims,  big  with  other  fate. 

XII. 

Ill  thou  remember'ft,  ill  doft  own, 
Who  refcued  an  ungrateful  throne ; 
111  thou"  confidef'ft,  that  the  kindzre  brave;     „ 
111  doft  thou*weigh,  that  in  Time's  womb 
A  day  may  deep,  a  day  of  doom, 

*  As  great  to  ruin,  as  was  That  to  fa*ve. 

f  XIII. 

How  would'ft  thou  fmile  to  hear  my  drain, 
^"Whofc  boafted  in/biration*s  vain ! 

*  Yet  what  if  my  prediction  {horrid  prove  true  f 
•        Kndw'ft  thou  ftit  fatal  pair  who  mine 

#  '   O'er  Britain's  trading  empire  ?  Thine 

*  As  orfarejecled,  what,  if  one  fubdue?  , 

XIV. 
Wliat  nerval  fcene  adorns  the  feat 
Of  "awful  Britain's,  high  debate  #, 
Infpires  her  councils,  and  records  her  power? 
The  nations  know,  in  glowing  balls 
On  finking  thrones,  the  tempeft  falls, 
When  her  auguft  alTembied  fenates  lour. 

T  8  XV.  p 

#  The  Spanifli  Armada  in  the  Houfe  of  Lords.. 
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0  language  fit  for  thoughts  fa  batdi 
WouU  Britain  have  her  anger  told  ; 
Ah !  never  let  a  meaner  language  found, 

Than  that  which  proftrates.hu man  fculs> 
Through.  Heaven *s  dark  vault  impetuous  rollk,, 
d  Nature  rocks,  when  angry  Jove  has  frowned. 

XVL 

Not  realms  unbounded^  not  nfoad 

Of  natives*  not  expense  of  blood, 
Or  reach,  of  counfcl  gives  the  world  afford; 

Trade  calls  bim  foith,  and  Jets  him  high, , 

As  mortal  man,  o'er  men  can  iiy  \ 
Trade  leaves  poor  gleanings  to  the  ketnqfif'word* 

XVII. 

Nay,  her  V  the  fword  !  For  fleets  have  wwfes'fr* 
Like*  lightning  fly  to  diflant  kings  j  * 

Like  Gods  defcend  at  once  on  trembling  ftates>:   > 
Is  war  proclaircfd  ?   Our  warfare  nuxTd 
To  fartheit  confines  of  the  world,  ^-. 

Surprize  your  ports,  and  thunder  at  your  gates.*. 

XVIII.  t 

The  king  of  tempefts,  ^3£olus,  „  * 

Sends  forth  hn  pinioned  people y  thus, 
On  rapid  errands  :  as  they  fly,  they  roar. 
And  carry  fable  clouds,  and  yweep 
The  land,-  the  defert,  and  the  deep  ! 
Earth  fliakes !  proud  cities  fall !  and  thrones  adore  * 

XIX.  Tl 
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4   *  XIX.- 

The  Foots  of  Nature  ever  (hike 

On  bare  outJUies  j  and  loath,  or  like, 

As  glitter  bids  ;  in  endlefs  error  vie  j 
;     Admire  the  purple  and  the  crown  : 
Of  human  <wcljare  and  renown, 

Trade  's  the  b\g^hcart\  bright  empire,  but  their  eye, 

«  »  '  xx.     . 

Whence  Tartar  Grand  ?  of  Mogul  Great  ? — 
Trade  gilt  their  titles,  pour'd  their  ftate  ; 
While  Afric's  black,  lafcivious,  flothful  breed, 
%    %  To  clafp  theif  rufo,  fly  from  toil; 
That  meaneft  product  on  their  foil, 
ibtlf  people  fell :  one  half  on  t'other  feed.' 

S  r 

x'      XXI. 
*  •  Of  Nature's  Wealth  from  Commerce  rent, 

Afric  's  a  glaring  Monument : 
Mid  xitron  forefts  and  pomegranate  groves 
*  (Curft  in  a  parardife  !)  fne  pines  ; 
O'er  generout  glebe,  o'er  golden  mines 
'Hcrjteggar'd,  fami/fcd,  tradeltfs  native  roves : 
XXII. 
Not  fo  (nine,  China,  blooming-wide  ! 
Thy  numerous  fleets  might  bridge  the  tide;  ■ 
Thy  producls  would  exhauft  both  India's  mines  : 
Shur1  be  that  gate  of  Trade  !  Or  woe 
To  Britain's !  Europe  'twill  o'erflow. 
Ungrateful fin j  /  Het*  growth  *  infpires  thy  lines. 

X  4  XXIII.  Bri- 

*  Coffee. 
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XXIII. 

Britain  f  To  tbrfet  and  fuch  as  tbefej 

The  ri*vtr  broad,  and  foa  mingle  j 
Which  fc^tr  lands  to  mortals  fr/J  renown*d» 

Devoid  of  naval  (kill  or  might  -y 

Thofe  fever  d  parts  of  earth  unite  t 
Trade  "s  the  full  putfe7  that  iends  their  vigour  round, 

V    XXJV.  *\ 

Could,  O  t  could  one  engroffutg  hand 
The  various  ftreams  of  ^Trade  command, 

7W,  like  the  fun,  would  gazing  nations  aw%  \ 
That  awful  Power  the  world  would  brave, 
Bold  War,  and  Empire  proCd,  his  Jlave; 

Mankind  his  fubjccU  \  and  hi*  ft  'ill,  their  fa.w» 

*    xx\r. 

Haft  thou+Iook'd  round  the  fpatious  earth? 
From  Commerce,  GfjndSur's  humble  birth*      » 
To  George  from  Noah,  empires  living,  d$ad,        ** 
Their  pride,  their  fl*ame,  their  rifey  their  fall,    . 
Time's  Whole  plain,  chronicle-  is  all  i     ** 

One  bright  encomium,  undefign'd,  on  Trade.    .    * 

•  it 

XXVf. 

Trade  fprings  from  Peace,  and  Wealth  fro^n Trade, 
And  Power  from  Wealth  ;  6f  Power  is*  made 

The  God  on  Earth  :  ha.il,  then,  the  do^e  of  Peace ! 
Whofe  olive  fpeaks  the  raging  flood 
Of  war  reprefs'd  :  what 's  lofs  of  blood  ? 

War  is  the  death  of  Commerce  and  Increafe. 

i  XXVII,  The* 


W  *  i  ^ 

.    THP    MfcftCHANT,.  Strain  V,    zti 
•       ,  ,XXVH.  * 

Then  periii  Wart-ifctefted  War ! 
Shalt  thou  make  Gods  ?  light  Csefar's  ftar  ?  * 
What  calls  man  fppl  Co  loud  as  this  has  done, 
From  Nimrod's  down  to  Bourbon's  lin?  N— 
t       '   Why  not  adore  tob,  at  divine,  *  ■ 

Wide- waiting  ftorms,  before  th^  genial  Tun  ? 

'  '•  p\    ^  XXVIII.      \<      * 

.Peace  is  the  Mefthatafs  fummer  clear! 
}$Xba'r<ucft  !  hanteft  round, the  year ! 

For  Peace  whh  laurel  ^gery  maft  be  bound  \ 
Each|  deck  caroufe,  each  flag  ftream  tout, 
%ach  cahnon  found?  each  failor  mout!  ^ 

For  Peace  let  tvptfjkcridjpip  be  crown'dl 

r,       XXtX.         • 
•       Sacred  Ore  flips >mof  jnrth  diirine  !    * 

•  An  aigel  drew  the  firj  </£&*  J 
Wftn  jwltich  the  Patriarch  Nature's  ruins  bray'd  i 
•Tow  wor#h^*board,  an  pld  anb^new, 
\^Hc  fafe  o'er  foaming  billpw/  flew :       « 

The  GoiWmaxk  Human  race,  a  /w/,  fin/I'd. 
♦   ♦  t 

••  •       XX$. 

Jtonvfacrydjoo  the  Merchant's  name  /— — 
-  Wheil  Britain  biaz'd  meridian  Fame  *j 
Bright  (hone  tbe/awirf,  but  brighter  trade  g*re  laWf 
Merchants  mdifiant  courts  rever'd, 
Where  prouder  Stattfmen  ne'er  appeared, 
Merchants  EmbaAadors  1  and  Xhroses  in  awet 

XXXI.  *Tif 
•  In  Queen  Elizabeth's  reign. 
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p  XXVJ> , 

'Tis  theirs  to  know  the  tides,  the  Arfflw  j 
Xhe  march  of  ftars  j  the  births  of  climes  $ 
Summer  aad  Winter  theirs  ;  theirs  land  ^iiApa9 
Theirf  are  ti&jfdfanij  mvnthsy  andjfrirjj 

I        And  feach  a  different  garland  wears  ;— 
3  that  my  ibnf  could  add  Eternity  1 
XXXIK  .         # 

Pralfe  is  tlit  facred  oil  that  feeds 
The  burning  lamp  of  god4ike  deeda; 
Ira  mortal  glory  pays  illuifriou^  cares  : 
Whither,,  ycBritotos  !  are  ye  bmmdt 
O  noble <twyag^  I  %loi iq\u*  round  t 
Launch  from  the  Thames,  and  en*Mmong  the  (tin, 
m*     XtfxiII. 

If  to  mytfubjetf'Tofe  wfjoisl, 

Your  fame  ftiould  lait  while^ceans  'roll; 

When  other  worlds  in  depths  o£  time  fhall  ri%»*   ' 
As  we  the  GeceLs  of  im^nty  n£me> 
May  $ty  Britannia's  fleet  proclaim, 

Look,  up,  and  read  Iter  ftory  in  the  ikies*.      4     , 


xxhv   .     n     *  * 

Ye  Syrens,  fing  5  ye  Tritons,  b]ow,;  . 

Ye  Nereids,  dance ;  ye  Billows,  flow  f; 
Roll  to  my  meafures,  Q  ye  Starry  Throng  ! 

Ye  Winds  !  in  concert  breathe  around;.* 

Ye  Navies  !  to  the  concert  bound 
From  Pole  to  Pole  I  To  Britain  all  belong. 


t 


THE 


f 
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THE    MERCHAN-T^Moral.      *8* 


THE     MORAL. 

The  moft  happy  fhouty'be  the  nioft  virttlbus.  Cfc 
Eternity.  What  Britain!s  arts.fhould  he.  Whence 
Jlavery*  f       #  , 

U 
»   ^     BiyTAIj* !  thus  bleft,  thy  bleffing  know  j., 
.    .      Or  blifs,  in  vain*!  the  Gods  beftowi 
*  Its  eml  fulfil,  #/*a*r^cherifli,  fource  adore : 
Vrit^/kvejlings  of  thy*foul*repr$f3$ ,    * 
•    TSey^moft^nair /|T/,  who  #hoft^o^/> ; . 
Then  letA>lifs  aave,  and  tremble,  at  th/ftore. . 
"■  *      ■  •         *      %     f 

ft./ 
lltorJbe  too  fond  of  \if$jat  bej% 
.  ^Hcr-cbe^rjiilf  not  enamour  Jjgngti: 
>J,ej  though fdy  f^ujard ;•  'twill  gay  profoecls  give; 
**      ^fofpefts  ioimorfey  that  derftle 
*  *    A  Tyrian 'wealth,  a  Periian  pvide, 
Ahd^nake  it  perfect  fort itadi  to  live. 

f      ,9       *  Vh. 

'  O-  fqr  Eternity !  a  fcene 
To  fair  adventurers  ferene, ! 
O  !  an  that  fea  to  deal  in  pure  renown  f 
■     •Ttaffick  with  Gods  !  What  tranfports  roll  \ 

What  boundlefs  import  to  the  foul! 
The  poor  man's  empire  !  and  the  fubjetts  crown  ! 

IV.  Adore 
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Adore  the  Gods*  and  plough  the  fcas  a 

Tbtfe  ^  ity  arts,  O  Britai*  t  thefe. 
Let  others  pant  for' an  immerA  command \ 

Let  others  breathe  war's  fiery  God; 

The  proud^ft  «u/£7flr  fer%thy  nod, 
Long  as  the  trident  fill*  thy  glorious  hand, 

■ 

Glorious,  while  Heaven -Wjv  Freedom  laftsj 
Which  Trade**  fofj  ipiffiaus  daughter  Wafts  j 

For  what  is  Tyranny  ?tA*  rilonftrott%  btrth  * 

From  Luxury*  by  bribes  cartfad, 
By  glfcwiug  Power  jn  jhaJss  cofaprds'd  j 

Which /a/£r  around,,  and  c4ajos  the  grtawtg  earth, 

TIrE     CLaSfe;      *     I'    #/  , 

This  fubjeB  now  firft  fung.     J/flja;  fq*g-  v  Preftrabfe 
to  Pindar's  fubje&s.    How  .Britain  mould  be  fung- 

THEE,  Trade  1  1//^,  who  boaft^ne*  fore, 

Who  owe  thee. nought,  thus  fnateh  from  flibre,* 

The  more  of  Profe,  where  thou  haft  flumber'd  lcmg$  » 

And  fend  thy  flag  triumphant  down  *  •     ' 

The  tide  of  Time,  to  fure  renown ;    ' 

O  blefs  my  country  1  and  thou  pay'ft  my  fong. 

i 

II.  Tho» 
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Thou  art  the  Brittbs'  noblefttheme, 

Why,  then,  unfqpg  ?  My  Jimple  aim 
To  drefs  plain  fenfe,  *andjfire  the  generous  bked\ 

Not  fport  imaginations  vain^ 

But  lift,  with  yon  ejhereal* train, 
The  (liming  Mufe>  to  fcrve  thejmblic  good. 

-       *'        HI. 

Of  ancient  art  and  ancient  praife9 

T^hefprings  are;  open'd  in  my  lays : 
Olympic  Tieroes^ghofts  around  me  throng", 

AndWiijak  their  glory  fun%  anjew; 

Till'  chiefs  of  e\uaft ame4they  viewr ;         -• 
Nor  grudge  to  Britons  bold  their  Theban  fong. 

*    Nq£  Pindar^  themt  with  mine  compares, 
-  ►  Ws  far'fmpaft,  as  ufiful  carw 
-    Tranfcend  diverfion  light  and  glory  <vain : 

The  wreath  fajptaftic,  ftiouting  throngs 
•And  pantiAg'-fteed,  to  him  belong. 
The  ctyr titter's,  not  empire**  golden  rein. 

•       V. 

i 

tyor,  Chandos !  thou  the  Mufe  deipi& 
m      «  That  would  to  glowing  Mta*  rife 
(Such.  Pindar's  breaft),  thou  Theron  of  out  timet 
Seldom  to  man  the  Gods  impart 
A  Pindar's  head,  or  Theron's  heart  5 
In  life,  or  fong,  how  rare  the  true  Shebhmtt 

VI.  Now, 
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None,  Britijb~b$rH)  will  fare  difdain 

.This  ne*r,  bold,  moral,  patriot  ftma, 
Though  not  with  ginim,  vrii)frfime  virtue  crown'dj; 

(How  vain  tht;  Mute  ])  the  /#]?  may  lift\ 

Thus  twin'd  around  the  Bridih  Mail, 
The  Britilh  Mail,  with  nvbUr  laurefs  bound  I 

vn. 

Weak  iiy?  curls  round  naval  vak\ 

Ami  fmiles  at  winJ  and  ftorm  unbroke  ; 

By  ftrengtb  nat  hers  fuhlime  :  thus,  proud  to  foara 
To  Britain's  grandeur  cleaves  my*jiraitt  \ 
And  lives,  and  echoes  through -the //*»*, 

While  o*er  the  hill&--u>  Britain's  thunders  roar. 
\Ul. 
Be  dumb,  ye  gr&vdmg  Sons  of  Vcrfe, 
Who- Jtng  not  actions,  but  rehearfi^ 

And/W  t lie  Mufe  with  impotent  dtine ; 

Ye  lacrtifgious  !  who  prefume       ■.      \  <• 

To  taaaifh  Britain's  naval  blqpm,         9 

'Sing  Britain's  fa#i«,  *wth  all  her  HCj^'^rel  *  '  • 

THE     CHORUS.       #    # 
"  YE  Syrens,  fingj.ye  Tritons,  blow;*         ^» 
"  Ye  Nereids,  dance;  ye  Billows  *  8owvj 
'■««  Roll  tq  my  meafures,  O  ye  Starry  Throng  1*    * 

* '/  Ye  Winds  !  in  concert  breathe  around ;  .^  ■* . 

"  Ye  Navies  !  to  the  concert  bound 
"  From  Pole  to  Pole;  to  Britain  all  belong; 
-  *'  Britain. to  Heaven  $  from  Heaven  defcends  my  fong . 
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